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In  considering  the  question  of  pablishing  tbess  letters,  which 
ue  all  that  ever  passed  between  jny  father  and  mother,  for  after 
their  marriage  they  were  never  separated,  it  seemed  to  me  that 
my  only  alteniatires  were  to  allow  them  to  be  pablished  or  to 
destroy  them.  I  might,  indeed,  have  left  the  matter  to  the  de- 
cision of  others  after  ray  death,  but  that  woald  be  evading  a  re- 
sponsibility which  I  feel  that  I  onght  to  accept. 

Erer  since  my  mother's  death  these  letters  were  kept  by  my 
father  in  a  certain  inlaid  box,  into  which  they  exactly  fitted,  and 
where  they  have  always  rested,  letter  beside  letter,  each  in  its  con- 
secative  order  and  nnmbered  on  the  envelope  by  his  own  hand. 

My  father  destroyed  all  the  rest  of  his  correspondence,  and 
not  long  before  his  death  he  said,  referring  to  these  letters: 
'There  they  are,  do  with  them  as  yon  please  when  I  am  dead 
and  gone  I' 

A  few  of  the  tetters  are  of  little  or  no  interest,  but  their  omis- 
sion wonld  have  saved  only  a  few  p^fes,  and  I  think  it  well  that 
the  correspondence  shonld  be  givm  in  its  entirety. 

I  wish  to  express  my  gratitude  to  my  father's  friend  and  mine, 
Uts,  Hiller  Morison,  for  her  nnfailing  sympathy  and  assistance  in 
deciphering  some  words  which  had  become  scarcely  legible  owing 
to  faded  ink, 

B.B.B. 

1808. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


The  torrttpondmee  contained  in  these  votumtt  iiprinUd  txaetly 
at  it  appeari  in  tht  original  Utteri,  without  alteration,  except  in 
reelect  of  obviou*  flips  of  the  pen.  Even  the  punetvation,  vitk  its 
ekaraeterittie  doti  attd  dtuha,  hoe /or  the  motl  part  been  preserved. 
The  notes  m  square  bntcittts  [  ]  have  been  added  mainly  in  order 
to  translate  the  Greek  phrases,  and  to  give  the  refereneet  to  Oretk 
poets.  For  these  thanks  are  due  to  Mr.  F.  O.  Kenyan,  who  hat 
revised  the  proofs  with  the  assistance  of  Mr,  Roger  Inypen  j  the 
latter  being  rapontible  for  the  index. 
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THE  IiETIEBS  OF 

ROBERT   BROWNING 

Aia> 

ELIZABETH  BARRETT  BARRETT 


B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 


New  Cross,  H&tctiam,  Bimij. 
[Post-msrk.  Jsnuuy  10,  1843.] 

I  UtTE  yotir  Tersea  with  all  my  heart,  dear  Miss  Barrett, 
—and  this  is  no  off-hand  oomplimentaiy  letter  that  I  shall 
write, — whatever  else,  no  prompt  matterK^f-conrse  reoogni- 
tioQ  of  yoar  geoios,  and  there  a  graceful  and  natural  end 
of  the  thing.  Since  the  day  last  week  when  I  first  read 
your  poems,  I  qoite  langh  to  remember  how  I  have  been 
tnming  and  tarmng  again  in  my  mind  what  I  should  be 
&ble  to  tell  yon  of  their  e£Fect  npon  me,  for  in  the  first  flosh 
of  delight  I  thought  I  would  this  onoe  get  oat  of  my  habit 
of  purely  passive  enjoyment,  when  I  do  really  enjoy,  and 
tboioaghly  justify  my  admiration — perhaps  even,  as  aloyal 
lellow-craftsman  shonld,  try  and  find  fault  and  do  yon  soma 
htUe  good  to  be  proud  of  hereafter ! — but  nothing  comes  of 
it  all — so  into  me  has  it  gone,  and  part  of  me  has  it  be- 
come, this  great  living  poetry  of  yours,  not  a  flower  of 
vhich  but  took  root  and  grew — Oh,  how  different  that  is 
from  lying  io  be  dried  and  pressed  flat,  and  prized  highly, 
and  put  in  a  book  with  a  proper  account  at  top  and  bot- 
tom, and  shot  up  and  put  away  .  .  .  and  the  book  called 
k  'Flora,'  besides!  After  all,  I  need  not  give  up  the 
thought  of  doing  that,  too,  in  time;  because  even  now, 
Vol  L— 1 
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talkii^  with  whoeyer  is  worthy,  I  can  give  a  reason  for  mj 
faith  in  one  and  another  excellenoe,  the  froeh  strange  mnsic, 
the  a£Bnent  language,  the  exquisite  pathos  and  true  new 
brave  thought;  bat  in  this  addressing  myself  to  you — ^yonr 
own  sel^  and  for  the  first  time,  my  feeling  rises  altogether. 
I  do,  as  I  say,  love  these  books  with  all  my  heart — and  I 
love  yon  too.  Do  you  know  I  was  once  not  very  far  from 
seeing — really  seeing  you?  Mr.  Kenyon  said  to  me  one 
morning  '  Would  you  like  to  see  Miss  Baxrett? '  then  he 
went  to  aimonnce  me, — then  he  retomed  .  ,  you  were  too 
unwell,  and  now  it  is  years  ago,  and  I  feel  as  at  some  un- 
toward passage  in  my  travels,  as  if  I  had  been  close,  so 
close,  to  some  world's-wonder  in  chapel  or  crypt,  only  a 
screen  to  push  and  I  might  have  entered,  but  there  was 
some  slight,  so  it  now  seems,  slight  and  jnat  sufficient  bar 
to  admission,  and  the  half-opened  door  shut,  and  I  went 
home  my  thoosands  of  miles,  and  the  sight  was  never  to  be  ? 
Well,  these  Poems  were  to  be,  and  this  trae  thankfnl  joy 
and  pride  with  which  I  feel  myself, 

Toora  ever  faithfully, 

UtoaBamtt,' 

00  Wimpole  St 
R  Biownlng. 


H.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

00  Wimpole  Street:  Jan.  11,  1845. 
I  thank  yon,  dear  Mr.  Browning,  from  the  bottom  of 
my  heart.  Yon  meant  to  give  me  pleasure  by  your  letter — 
and  even  if  the  object  had  not  been  answered,  I  ought  still 
to  thank  yon.  But  it  is  thoroughly  answered.  Such  a 
letter  from  such  a  hand  I  Sympathy  is  dear — very  dear  to 
me :  but  the  sympathy  of  a  poet,  and  of  such  a  poet,  is  the 
■  fWiUi  tbia  uid  the  following  letter  the  nddreaees  on  Uie  envelopes 
are  given  ;  for  all  mibsequent  letters  the  addreMea  ore  the  same.  Tbe 
oorreapondence  paaeed  through  the  post.] 
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qaiutettsence  of  Bympath;  to  me  I  Will  yon  take  back  my 
gratitade  for  it? — agreeing,  too,  that  of  all  the  commerce 
done  in  the  world,  from  Tyre  to  Carthage,  the  exchange  of 
sympathy  for  gratitnde  is  the  most  princely  thing  I 

For  the  rest  yon  draw  me  on  with  your  kindness.  It  ia 
difficnlt  to  get  rid  of  people  when  yon  once  have  given  ihem 
too  mnch  pleasnre — that  is  a  fact,  and  we  will  not  stop  for 
the  moral  of  it.  What  I  was  going  to  say — after  a  little 
natoral  hesitation — is,  that  if  ever  yon  emei^e  withont  in- 
convenient  effort  from  yonr  'paasiTe  state,'  and  will  teU  me 
of  snch  fanlts  as  rise  to  the  surface  and  strike  yon  as  im- 
portant  in  my  poems,  (for  of  coarse,  I  do  not  think  of 
tronbling  yon  with  criticism  in  detail)  yon  will  confer  a 
lastii^  obligation  on  me,  and  one  which  I  shall  value  so 
moch,  that  I  covet  it  at  a  distance.  I  do  not  pretend  to 
any  extraordinary  meekness  onder  criticism  and  it  is  pos- 
sible enoagh  that  I  might  not  be  altogether  obedient  to 
yonrs.  Bnt  with  my  high  respect  for  yonr  power  in  yonr 
Art  and  for  yonr  experience  as  an  artist,  it  wonld  be  quite 
impossible  for  me  to  hear  a  general  observation  of  yours 
on  what  appear  to  yon  my  master-faults,  without  being 
the  better  for  it  hereafter  in  some  way.  I  ask  for  only  a 
sentence  or  two  of  general  observation — and  I  do  not  ask 
even  for  ihat,  so  as  to  tease  yon — but  in  the  homble,  low 
voice,  which  is  so  exc^ent  a  thing  in  women — particularly 
when  they  go  a-beggiog !  The  most  frequent  general  criti- 
cism I  receive,  is,  I  think,  upon  the  style,  '  if  I  woiUd  but 
change  my  style '  I  Bnt  that  is  an  objection  (isn't  it?)  to 
the  writer  bodily?  Boffon  says,  and  every  sincere  writer 
must  feel,  that  'Le  style  c'eat  I'homme;^  a  fact,  however, 
scarcely  calculated  to  lessen  the  objection  with  certain 

Is  it  indeed  true  that  I  was  so  near  to  the  pleasure  and 
honour  of  makii^  your  acquaintance?  and  can  it  be  true 
that  you  look  back  upon  the  lost  opportunity  with  any 
regret?  Btd—jaa  know— if  you  had  entered  the  'crypt,' 
yon  might  have  caught  cold,  or  been  tired  to  death,  and 
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vtisked  yoiizself  'a  thoasaad  miles  oS;'  whioh  would  have 
been  worse  than  traTelling  them.  It  is  not  m;  interest, 
howerer,  to  pnt  Boch  thoughts  in  yoor  head  about  its  being 
'all  for  tiie  best;'  and  I  would  rather  hope  (as  I  do)  that 
what  I  lost  by  one  chance  I  may  recover  by  eome  future 
one.  Winters  shut  me  np  as  they  do  donnooae's  eyes;  in 
the  spring,  we  shaU  see:  and  I  am  so  much  better  that  I 
seem  tnimng  round  to  the  outward  world  again.  And  in 
the  meantime  I  have  learnt  to  know  your  voioe,  not  merely 
from  the  poetry  but  from  the  kindness  in  it.  Mr.  Eenyon 
often  speaks  of  you — dear  Mr,  KenyonI — who  most  on- 
Bpeakably,  or  only  sjieakably  with  tears  in  my  eyes, — has 
been  my  friend  and  helper,  and  my  book's  friend  and 
helper  I  critic  and  sympathiser,  true  friend  of  all  hours  1 
Toa  know  him  well  enough,  I  think,  to  understand  that  I 
most  be  grateful  to  him. 

I  am  writing  too  much, — and  notwithstanding  that  I  am 
writing  too  moch,  I  will  write  of  one  thing  more.  I  will 
say  that  I  am  yonr  debtor,  not  only  for  this  cordial  letter 
and  for  all  the  pleasure  which  came  with  it,  but  in  other 
ways,  and  those  the  highest :  and  I  will  say  that  while  I 
live  to  follow  this  divine  art  of  poetry,  in  proportion  to  my 
love  for  it  and  my  devotion  to  it,  I  must  be  a  devout  ad- 
mirer and  student  of  your  works.  This  is  in  my  heart  to 
say  to  yon— and  I  say  it. 

And,  tot  the  rest,  I  am  proud  to  remain 

Yoor  obliged  and  faithful 

Elizabeth  B.  Babbeit. 
Robert  Browning,  Etq. 

New  Cross,  Betcbam,  Surrey. 

S.  B.  to  K  B.  B. 

HewCrou,  Hatcbom,  BuiToy. 
Jan.  18,  1846. 

Dear  Miss  Barrett, — I  jnst  shall  say,  in  as  few  words 
as  I  CEm,  that  yoa  make  me  very  happy,  and  that,  now  the 
beginning  is  over,  I  dare  say  1  shall  do  better,  because 
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my  poor  praise,  number  one,  was  nearly  as  felioitonsly 
brought  ont,  as  a  certain  tribcte  to  no  less  a  personage 
than  Tasso,  vhicli  I  was  amused  with  at  Bome  some  weeks 
ago,  in  a  neat  pencilling  on  the  plaister-wall  t>7  his  tomb  at 
Sant'  Onofrio — 'Alia  cara  memoria — di — (please  fancy 
solemn  interspaces  and  grave  capital  letters  at  the  new 
lines)  di — Toiqoato  Tasso — il  Dottore  Bemardini — offriva 
— il  segaente  Oarme — 0  tu ' — and  no  more,  the  good  man,  it 
should  seem,  breaking  down  with  the  overload  of  love  here  1 
Bat  my '  O  to ' — was  breathed  oat  most  sincerely,  and  now 
yon  have  taken  it  in  graciooa  part,  the  rest  wUl  come  after. 
Only, — and  which  is  why  I  write  now — it  looks  as  if  I  have 
introdaced  some  phrase  or  other  about  '  your  faolta '  so 
cleverly  as  to  give  exactly  the  opposite  meaning  to  what  I 
meant^  which  was,  that  in  my  first  ardoor  Z  had  thooght  to 
tell  yon  of  everything  which  impressed  me  in  yonr  verses, 
down,  even,  to  whatever  '  fanlts '  I  coold  find — a  good  ear- 
nest^ when  I  had  got  to  them,  that  I  had  left  oat  not  much 
between — as  if  some  Mr.  Fellows  were  to  say,  in  the  over- 
flow of  bis  first  enthnsiasm  of  rewarded  adventore :  *  I  will 
describe  yon  all  the  oater  life  and  ways  of  these  Lycians, 
down  to  their  very  sandal-thongs, '  whereto  the  beMiozre- 
sponded  one  rejoins — '  Shall  I  get  next  week,  then,  yoor 
dissertation  on  sandal-thonga '  ?  Tea,  and  a  little  abont 
the  *  Olympian  Horses,'  and  God-charioteers  as  well! 

What '  stmck  me  as  faolta ',  were  not  matters  on  the  re- 
moval  of  which,  one  was  to  have — poetry,  or  high  poetry, 
— bnt  the  very  highest  poetry,  so  I  thought,  and  that,  to 
oniversM  recognition.  For  myself,  or  any  artist,  in  many  of 
the  cases  there  woald  be  a  positive  loss  of  time,  pecnliar 
artist's  pleasare— tor  an  instmcted  eye  loves  to  see  where 
the  bmsh  has  dipped  twice  in  a  lnstrons  coloar,  has  lain 
insiBiingly  along  a  favoarite  ontline,  dwelt  lovingly  in  a 
grand  shadow;  for  these  'too  muohes'  for  the  everybody's 
pictare  are  so  many  helps  to  the  making  out  the  real 
painter's  picture  as  he  had  it  in  his  brain.  And  all  of  the 
Titian's  Naples  Magdalen  most  have  once  been  golden  in 
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its  degree  to  juBtify  that  heap  of  hair  in  her  bande — the 
ordy  gold  effected  now  I 

But  aboat  this  soon — for  night  is  drawing  on  and  I  go 
oat,  yet  cannot,  qaiet  at  conecienoe,  till  I  repeat  (to  myadf, 
for  I  never  said  it  to  yon,  I  think)  that  yonr  poetry  must 
be,  cannot  bat  be,  infinitely  more  to  me  than  mine  to  yon 
— for  yon  do  vhat  I  always  wimted,  hoped  to  do,  and  only 
seem  nov  likely  to  do  for  the  first  time.  Yon  speak  oat, 
you,, — Z  only  make  men  and  women  speak — give  yoa  trath 
broken  into  prismatio  haes,  and  fear  the  pore  white  light, 
even  if  it  is  in  me,  bat  I  am  going  to  try ;  so  it  will  be  no 
small  comfort  to  have  yonr  company  jost  now,  seeing  that 
when  yon  have  your  men  and  women  aforesaid,  you  are 
bosied  with  them,  whereas  it  seems  bleak,  melancholy 
work,  this  talking  to  the  wind  (for  I  have  began) — yet  I 
don't  think  I  shall  let  ycu  hear,  after  all,  the  savage  things 
about  Popes  and  imaginative  religions  that  I  must  say. 

See  how  I  go  on  and  on  to  you,  I  who,  whenever  now 
and  then  polled,  by  the  head  and  hair,  into  letter-writing, 
get  sorrowfully  on  for  a  line  or  two,  as  the  cognate  creature 
urged  on  by  stick  and  string,  and  then  come  down  '  fiop ' 
upon  the  sweet  haven  of  page  one,  line  last,  as  serene  as  the 
sleep  of  the  virtuous  I  Ton  will  never  more,  I  hope,  talk  of 
'  the  honour  of  my  acquaintance, '  but  I  will  joyfully  wait  for 
the  delist  of  your  friendship,  and  the  spring,  and  my 
Chap^-sight  after  aU  I 

Ever  yours  most  faithfully, 

B.  BBOWNiiia. 

Por  Mr.  Kenyon — I  have  a  convenient  theory  about  Mm, 
and  his  otherwise  quite  unaccountable  kindness  to  me;  but 
'tis  quite  night  now,  and  they  call  me. 

E.  B.  S.  to  S.  B. 

60  Wlmpole  Btreet:  Jan.  16,  184B. 
Dear  Mr.  Browning, — The  fault  was  clearly  with  me  and 
not  with  you. 
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'Wlian  I  had  an  Italian  master,  yeais  ago,  he  told  me  that 
there  vaa  an  onpronounceable  English  word  vhich  abso- 
lutely expressed  me,  and  which  he  would  say  in  his  own 
tongae,  as  he  conld  not  in  mine — 'testa  Imi^.'  Of  cooTBe, 
the  signor  meant  heacBong  I — and  now  I  hare  had  enoogh  to 
tome  me,  and  might  be  expected  to  stand  still  in  my  stall. 
Bat  yon  see  I  do  not.  Headlong  I  was  at  first,  and  head- 
long I  coutinne — precipitonsly  rnahing  forward  through 
ail  manner  of  nettles  and  briars  instead  of  keeping  the 
path;  gaessing  at  the  meaning  of  imknown  words  instead 
of  looking  into  the  dictionary — tearing  open  letters,  and 
never  nntying  a  string, — aad  expecting  everything  to  be 
done  in  a  minnte,  and  the  thonder  to  be  as  qniok  as  the 
lightning.  And  so,  at  yonr  half  word  I  flew  at  the  whole 
one,  with  aU  its  possible  oonseqoences,  and  wrote  what 
yoa  read.  Oar  commtm  friend,  as  I  think  he  is,  Mr. 
Home,  is  often  forced  to  enfa^eat  me  into  patience  and  cool- 
ness of  porpose,  though  his  only  intercoarse  with  me  has 
been  by  letter.  And,  by  the  way,  yoa  will  be  sorry  to 
hear  that  doling  his  stay  in  Oermany  he  has  been  '  head- 
long '  (oat  of  a  metaphor)  twice ;  once,  in  filing  from  the 
Drachenfels,  when  he  only  just  saved  himself  by  catehiiig 
at  a  vine ;  and  once  qnite  lately,  at  Christmas,  in  a  &1I  on 
the  ice  of  the  Elbe  in  skating,  when  he  dislocated  his  left 
shonlder  in  a  very  painfnl  manner.  He  is  doing  qoito 
well,  I  beheve,  bat  it  was  sad  to  have  snch  a  shadow  from 
the  German  Christmas  tree,  and  he  a  stranger. 

In  art,  however,  I  onderstand  that  it  does  not  do  to  be 
headlong,  bat  patient  and  laborions — and  there  is  a  love 
strong  enoagh,  even  in  me,  to  overcome  nature.  I  appre- 
hend what  yoa  mean  in  the  criticism  ynn  ynnt  intiaiitfi)  and 
Khali  torn  it  over  and  over  in  my  mind  antil  I  get  practical 
good  from  it.  What  no  mere  critic  sees,  but  what  yon,  an 
artist,  know,  is  the  difference  between  the  thing  d^ired 
and  the  thing  attained,  between  the  idea  in  the  writer's 
mind  and  the  tHwXoy  cast  o&  in  hie  work.  All  the  effort— 
&B  qoick'ning  of  the  breath  and  beating  of  the  heart  in 
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pnrauit,  TrMch  is  rnffliog  and  injuriooH  to  the  general 
effect  of  a  composition;  all  which  ;oa  call  'insistency,' 
and  which  many  would  call  saperflnity,  and  which  is 
Biii>erflnoa8  in  a  sense — you  can  pardon,  becanse  yon  nn- 
deretand.  The  great  chasm  between  the  thing  I  say,  and 
the  thing  I  wonld  say,  would  be  quite  dispiritiiig  to  me,  in 
spite  even  of  such  kindneases  as  yonzs,  if  the  desire  did 
not  master  the  despondency.  '  Oh  for  a  horse  with  wings  I ' 
It  is  wrong  of  me  to  write  so  of  myself — only  yon  put  your 
finger  on  the  root  of  a  faolt,  which  has,  to  my  fancy,  been 
a  little  misapprehended.  I  do  not  eay  everything  I  think 
(aa  has  been  said  of  me  by  master-critics)  bat  I  take  every 
_  mea}iB  to  say  what  I  think,  which  is  different] — or  I  fancy  so! 

In  one  thing,  however,  yon  are  wrong.  Why  shonld 
yon  deny  the  fall  measnre  of  my  delight  cmd  benefit  from 
your  writings?  I  coold  tell  yon  why  yon  should  not. 
You  have  in  yonx  vision  two  worlds,  or  to  use  the  language 
of  the  schools  of  the  day,  you  are  both  subjective  and  ob- 
jective in  the  habilB  of  your  mind.  /  You  can  deal  both  with 
abstract  thought  and  with  human  passion  in  the  most  pas- 
sionate sense.  Thus,  you  have  an  immense  grasp  in  Art; 
and  no  one  at  all  acoustomed  to  consider  the  nsual  forms 
of  it,  could  help  regarding  with  reverence  and  gladness  the 
gradual  expansion  of  your  powers.  Then  yon  are  '  mascn- 
line '  to  the  height — and  I,  as  a  woman,  have  studied  some 
of  your  gestures  of  lai^fuage  and  intonation  wistfully,  as  a 
thing  beyond  me  far!  and  the  more  admirable  for  being 
beyond. 

Of  youi  new  work  I  hear  witii  delight.  How  good  of 
you  to  tell  me.  And  it  is  not  dramatic  in  the  strict  sense, 
I  am  to  understand— <am  I  right  in  understanding  so?)  and 
you  speak,  in  your  own  person  '  to  the  winds '?  no — but  to 
Qi0  thousand  living  sympathies  which  will  awake  to  hear 
you.  A  great  dramatic  power  may  develops  itaelf  other- 
wise than  in  the  formal  drama ;  and  I  have  been  guilty  of 
wishing,  before  this  hoar  (for  reasons  which  I  will  not 
thrust  upon  you  after  all  my  tedious  writing),  that  you 
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would  give  the  pablio  a  poem  anassociated  directly  or  in- 
direotlj  with  the  stage,  for  a  iri^  on  the  popular  heart.  I 
rererence  the  drama,  but — 

Sut  I  break  in  on  myself  out  of  consideration  for  yon.  I 
might  have  done  it,  yon  will  think,  before.  I  vex  yonr  'se- 
rene sleep  of  the  Tirtoona '  like  a  nightmare.  Do  not  eay 
'No.'  Iam«ureIdol  As  to  the  vain  parlance  of  the  world,  I 
did  not  talk  of  the  '  honour  of  your  acquaintance '  without  a 
tme  sense  of  houonr,  indeed ;  but  I  shall  willingly  exchange 
it  all  (and  now,  if  yon  please,  ai  this  moment,  for  fear  of 
worldly  mntabililieB)  for  the  '  delight  of  your  friendship.* 
Believe  me,  therefore,  dear  Hr.  Browning, 
Faithfully  yours,  and  gratefolly, 

EjUZ&bvth  B.  Babbbtt. 

For  Mr.  Eeuyou's  kindness,  as  I  see  it,  no  theory  will 
aooonnt.    I  class  it  with  mesmerism  for  that  reason. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

New  Cross,  Hatoh&m,  Monday  night. 
[Post-maik,  Jbdustj  2S,  1S43.] 

Dear  Miss  Barrett, — Yonr  books  lie  on  my  table  here,  at 
arm's  length  from  me,  in  this  old  room  where  I  sit  all  day : 
and  when  my  head  aches  or  wanders  or  strikes  work,  as  it 
DOW  or  then  wUl,  I  take  my  chance  for  either  green-covered 
Tolnme,  as  if  it  were  so  msch  fresh  trefoil  to  feel  in  one's 
hands  this  wister-time,— and  roond  I  torn,  and,  putting  a 
decisive  elbow  on  three  or  four  half-done-with  '  Bells '  of 
mine,  read,  read,  read,  and  jnst  as  I  have  shut  up  the  book 
'  and  walked  to  the  window,  I  recollect  that  yon  wanted  me  to 
find  faults  there,  and  that,  in  an  unwise  hour,  I  engaged  to 
do  BO.  Meantime,  the  days  go  by  (the  whitethroat  is  come 
and  sings  now)  and  as  I  wonld  not  have  yon  '  look  down  on 
me  from  your  white  heights '  as  promise  breaker,  evader, 
or  forgetter,  if  I  conid  help ;  and  as,  if  I  am  very  candid 
and  contrite,  yon  may  find  it  in  yonr  heart  to  write  to  me 
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again — wlio  knows? — I  shall  say  at  ooce  that  the  said 
f aTiIta  cannot  be  lost,  most  be  somavkere,  and  shaU  be  faith- 
fnll;  brought  yoa  back  whenever  they  iont  up, — as  people 
tell  one  of  minging  matters.  I  am  rather  exacting,  myself, 
with  my  own  gentle  andienoe,  and  get  to  say  spiteful 
Uiii^  about  them  when  they  are  backward  in  their  does 
of  appreciation — but  really,  rea% — could  I  be  quite  sure 
that  anybody  as  good  as — I  most  go  on,  I  suppose,  and 
say — as  myself,  even,  were  honestly  to  feel  towards  me  as 
I  do,  towards  the  writer  of  '  Bertha, '  and  the  '  Drama, '  and 
the  'I>nohesB,'  and  the  'Page'  and — the  whole  two  vol- 
umes, I  should  be  paid  after  a  fashion,  I  know. 

One  thing  I  can  do — pencil,  if  yoa  like,  and  annotate, 
and  dissertate  upon  that  I  love  most  and  least— I  think  I 
can  do  it,  that  is. 

Here  an  odd  memory  comes — of  a  friend  who, — volun- 
teering snch  a  eervice  to  a  Bonoet-writing  somebody,  gave 
him  a  taste  of  his  quality  in  a  side-column  of  short  criti- 
oisms  on  sonnet  the  First,  and  starting  off  the  beginning 
three  lines  with,  of  course,  *  bad,  worse,  worst ' — made  by 
a  generous  mintage  of  words  to  meet  the  sudden  ran  of  his 
epithets,  '  woiser,  wotserer,  worserest '  pay  off  the  second 
terzet  in  full — no  '  badder,  badderer,  badderest '  fell  to  the 
SecotuTs  allowance,  and  'worser'  &c.  answered  the  demands 
of  the  Third ;  '  worster,  worsterer,  worsterest '  supplied  the 
eme^^ency  of  the  Fourth ;  and,  bestowing  his  last '  worser- 
eateat  and  worstesteat '  on  lines  13  and  14,  my  friend  (slap- 
ping his  forehead  like  an  emptied  stroi^-box)  frankly  de- 
clared himself  bankrupt,  and  hononFably  incompetent,  to 
satisfy  the  reasonable  expectations  of  the  rest  of  the  series. 

What  an  illustration  of  the  law  by  which  opposite  ideas 
suggest  opposite,  and  contrary  images  come  together ! 

See  now,  how,  of  that  '  Friendship '  yon  offer  me  (and 
here  Juliet's  word  rises  to  my  lips) — I  feel  sure  once  and 
for  ever.  I  have  got  already,  I  see,  into  this  little  pet- 
handwriting  of  mine  (not  anyone  else's)  which  scratches  on 
as  if  theatrical  copyists  {ah  me !)  and  Bb&bbcbt  akd  Evans' 
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Beadsb  were  not!  But  yon  shall  get  aomething  better 
than  this  nonsense  one  day,  if  yon  Till  have  patience  with 
me — hardly  better,  tiiottgh,  because  this  does  me  real  good, 
gives  real  relief  to  write.  After  all,  yoa  know  nothing, 
next  to  nothing  of  me,  and  that  stops  me.  Spring  is  to 
come,  however! 

If  yon  hate  writing  to  me  as  I  hate  writing  to  nearly 
everybody,  I  pray  you  never  write — if  yon  do,  as  yon  say, 
care  for  anything  I  hare  done.  I  will  simply  assure  yon, 
that  meaning  to  begin  work  in  deep  earnest,  begin  without 
affectation,  God  knows — I  do  not  know  what  will  help  me 
more  than  hearing  from  yon, — and  therefore,  if  yon  do  not 
so  very  much  hate  it,  I  know  I  shaU  hear  tram  you — and 
very  little  more  about  your '  tiring  me. ' 

Ever  yours  Mtbfnlly, 

KOBBBT  BaOWHINa. 


E.  B.  B.  to  S.  B. 

so  Wttlpole  Street :  Feb.  8,  1S45. 
Why  how  oonld  I  hate  to  write  to  you,  dear  Mr.  Brown- 
ing? Could  yon  believe  in  snoh  a  thing?  If  nobody  likes 
writing  to  everybody  (except  such  professional  letter  writers 
as  yon  and  I  are  noQ,  yet  everybody  likes  writing  to  some- 
body, and  it  would  be  strange  and  contradictory  if  I  were 
not  always  delighted  both  to  hear  from  you  and  to  write  to 
you,  this  talking  upon  paper  being  as  good  a  social  pleasure 
as  another,  when  onr  means  are  somewhat  straitened.  As 
for  me,  I  have  done  most  of  my  talking  by  post  of  Ute 
years — as  people  shut  up  in  dnngeons  take  np  with  scrawl- 
ing mottoes  on  the  walls.  Not  that  I  write  to  many  in  the 
way  of  regular  correspondence,  as  our  friend  Mr.  Home 
predicates  of  me  in  his  romances  (which  is  mere  romanc- 
ing !>,  but  that  there  are  a  few  who  will  write  and  be  writ- 
ten to  by  me  without  a  sense  cA  injury.  Dear  Hiss  Mit- 
ford,  for  instance.  Ton  do  not  know  her,  I  think,  personally, 
althoQgh  she  was  the  first  to  tell  me  (when  I  was  very  ill 
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and  inseoBible  to  all  the  glories  of  the  world  except  poetry) 
of  the  grand  scene  in  'Pippa  Passes.'  She  has  filled  a 
large  drawer  in  this  room  with  delightfol  letters,  heart- 
warm  and  sool-warm,  .  .  driitings  of  oatore  (if  sunshine 
cottld  drift  like  snow),  and  which,  if  they  should  ever  fall 
the  way  of  all  writing,  into  print,  wonld  assume  the  folio 
shape  as  a  matter  of  coarse,  and  take  rank  on  the  lowest 
shelf  of  libraries,  with  Benedictine  editions  of  the  Fathers, 
x.r.l.  I  write  this  to  yon  to  show  how  I  can  have  pleas- 
ure in  letters,  and  sever  think  them  too  long,  nor  too  fre- 
quent, nor  too  illegible  from  being  written  in  little  '  pet 
hands.'  I  can  read  any  MS.  except  the  writing  on  the 
pyramids.  And  if  yon  will  only  promise  to  treat  me  en 
ban  camarade,  withoat  reference  to  the  conventionalities  of 
'ladies  and  gentlemen,'  taking  no  thought  for  your  sen- 
tences (nor  for  mine),  nor  for  your  blots  (nor  for  mine), 
nor  for  your  blunt  speaking  (nor  for  mine),  nor  for  yonr 
badd  speling  (nor  for  mine),  and  if  yon  agree  to  send  m«  a 
blotted  thought  whenever  yon  are  in  the  mind  for  it,  and 
with  as  little  ceremony  and  less  legibility  than  you  would 
think  it  necessary  to  employ  towards  your  printer — why, 
then,  I  am  ready  to  sign  and  seal  the  contract,  and  to  rejoice 
in  being  '  articled '  as  yonr  correspondent.  Only  don't  let 
us  have  any  constraint,  any  ceremony  I  Don't  be  civil  to 
me  when  you  feel  mde, — nor  loquacious  when  yon  incline 
to  silence, — nor  yielding  in  the  manners  when  yon  are 
perverse  in  the  mind.  See  how  out  of  the  world  X  am ! 
Suffer  me  to  profit  by  it  in  almost  the  only  profitable  cir- 
cumstance, and  let  us  rest  from  the  bowing  and  the  courte- 
sying,  you  and  I,  on  each  side.  You  will  find  me  aa 
honest  man  on  the  whole,  if  rather  hasty  and  prejudging, 
which  is  a  different  thing  from  prejudice  at  the  worst.  And 
we  have  great  sympathies  in  common,  and  I  am  inclined  to 
look  up  to  you  in  many  things,  and  to  learn  as  much  of  every  - 
thing  as  you  will  teach  me.  On  the  othw  hand  yon  moat  pre- 
pare yourself  to  forbear  and  to  fon?ive — will  you?  While  I 
throw  off  the  ceremony,  I  hold  the  faster  to  the  kindness. 
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Ib  it  tme,  aa  yon  say,  that  I '  know  bo  "  little" '  of  yoa? 
And  is  it  tme,  as  otheia  Bsy,  that  the  piodactions  of  an 
artiat  do  not  partake  of  bis  real  natoie,  .  .  that  in  the 
minor  eense,  man  is  not  made  in  the  image  of  God?  It 
is  not  tme,  to  my  mind — and  therefore  It  is  not  tme  that 
I  know  little  of  yon,  except  in  as  far  as  it  is  true  (which  I 
believe)  that  yoor  greatest  worka  are  to  come.  Need  I 
assure  yon  that  I  shall  always  hear  with  the  deepest 
interest  every  word  yon  will  aay  to  me  of  what  yon  are 
doing  or  abont  to  do?  I  hear  of  the  '  old  room '  and  the 
' '  BeUs"  lying  abont, '  with  an  interest  which  yon  may  guess 
at,  perhaps.  And  when  yon  teU  me  besides,  of  my  poems 
being  there,  and  of  yoor  oaring  for  them  so  much  beyond 
the  tide-mark  of  my  hopes,  the  pleasure  rounds  itself  into 
a  charm,  and  prevents  its  own  expression.  Overjoyed  I 
am  with  this  cordial  sympathy — bnt  it  is  better,  I  feel,  to 
try  to  jnstify  it  by  fntnre  work  than  to  thank  yon  fo^  it 
now.  I  think — if  I  may  dare  to  name  myself  with  you  in 
the  poetic  relation — that  we  both  have  high  views  of  the 
Art  we  follow,  and  stedfast  purpose  in  the  pursuit  of  it, 
aod  that  we  ahonld  not,  either  of  ua,  be  likely  to  be  thrown 
from  the  course,  by  the  castiog  of  any  Atalanta-ball  of 
speedy  popularity.  Bnt  I  do  not  know,  I  cannot  guess, 
whether  yon  are  liable  to  be  pained  deeply  by  hard  criti- 
cism and  cold  neglect,  such  as  original  writers  like  your- 
self are  too  often  exposed  to — or  whether  the  love  of  Art 
is  enough  for  you,  and  the  exercise  of  Art  the  filling  joy  of 
your  life.  Kot  that  praise  must  not  always,  of  necessity, 
be  delightful  to  the  artist,  bat  that  it  may  be  redundant  to 
his  content.  Do  yon  think  so?'  or  not?  It  appears  to  me 
that  poets  who,  like  Keats,  are  h^hly  susceptible  to  criti- 
cism, must  be  jealous,  in  their  own  persons,  of  the  future 
honour  of  their  works.  Because,  if  a  work  is  worthy,  honour 
must  follow  it,  though  the  worker  should  not  live  to  see 
that  following  overtaking.  Now,  is  it  not  enough  that  the 
work  be  honoured — enough  I  mean,  for  the  worker?  And 
is  it  not  enough  to  keep  down  a  poet's  ordinary  wearing 
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anxietiee,  to  thinb,  that  if  his  work  be  vorthy  it  mQ  have 
honour,  and,  if  not,  that '  Sparta  must  have  nobler  sons  fhan 
he '  ?  I  am  writing  nothing  applicable,  I  see,  to  anything 
in  question,  bnt  when  one  falls  iato  a  favoarite  train  of 
thought,  one  indulges  oneself  in  thinking  on.  I  began  in 
thinking  and  wondering  what  sort  of  artistic  constitution 
yon  had,  being  determined,  as  yon  may  observe  (with  a 
sarcastio  smile  at  the  impertinence) ,  to  set  about  knowii^ 
OS  much  as  po&aible  of  you  immediately.  Then  yon  apoko 
of  yonr  '  gentle  andience '  (you  began),  and  I,  who  know 
that  you  have  not  one  but  many  enthusiastic  admirers,  the 
'  fit  and  few '  in  the  intense  meaning,  yet  not  the  diffitsed 
tame  which  will  come  to  you  presently,  wrote  on,  down 
the  margin  of  the  subject,  till  I  parted  from  it  altogether. 
But,  after  all,  we  are  on  the  proper  matter  of  sympathy. 
And  after  all,  and  after  all  that  has  been  said  and  mused 
upon  the  '  natural  ills,'  the  anxiety,  and  wearing  out  ex- 
perienced by  the  true  artist, — is  not  tiie  good  immeasurably 
greater  than  the  evil?  It  i^not  great-good,  and  great  joy? 
For  my  part,  I  wonder  sometimes — I  surprise  myself  won- 
dering— how  without  such  an  object  and  purpose  of  life, 
people  find  it  worth  while  to  live  at  all.  And,  for  happi- 
ness— why,  my  only  idea  of  happiness,  as  far  as  my  per- 
sonal enjoyment  is  concerned,  (but  I  have  been  straight- 
ened in  some  respects  and  in  comparison  with  the  majority 
of  livers !)  lies  deep  in  poetry  and  its  associations.  And 
then,  the  escape  from  pangs  of  heart  and  bodily  weakness 
— when  you  throw  off  yoto-«e{/'— what  you  feel  to  be  your- 
eej/*— into  anoUier  atmosphere  and  into  other  relations, 
where  your  life  may  spread  its  wings  out  new,  and  gather 
on  every  separate  plume  a  brightness  from  the  sun  of  the 
snn  I  Is  it  possible  that  imaginative  writers  should  be  so 
fond  of  depreciating  and  lamenting  over  their  own  destiny? 
Possible,  certainly — but  reasonable,  not  at  all — and  grate- 
ful, less  than  anything  1 

My  faults,  my  faults — Shall  I  help  yon?    Ah — you  see 
them  too  well,  I  fear.    And  do  you  know  that  /also  hare 
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Bomething  of  your  feeling  about '  being  abont  to  begin,'  or 
I  ^ould  dare  to  praise  yon  for  haTing  it.  Bat  in  ;oa,  it 
is  different — it  is,  in  yon,  a  virtne.  When  Frometheos 
had  recounted  a  long  list  of  sorrowB  to  be  endured  by  lo, 
and  declared  at  last  that  he  was  foiSivio  h  -Kpootiiloi^,^  poor 
lo  borst  ont  crying.  And  when  the  author  of  '  Faracelsns ' 
and  the '  Bells  and  Pomogranates  '  says  that  he  is  only '  go- 
ing to  begin '  we  may  well  (to  take  '  the  opposite  idea,'  as 
yoa  write)  rejoice  and  clap  onr  hands.  Yet  I  believe  that, 
whatever  yon  may  have  done,  yon  wiU  do  what  is  greater. 
It  is  my  faith  for  yon. 

And  how  I  should  like  to  know  what  poets  have  been 
your  sponsors, '  to  promise  and  tow  '  for  yoa, — and  whether 
yoa  hare  held  tme  to  early  tastes,  or  leapt  violently  from 
them,  and  what  books  you  read,  and  what  honre  yon  write 
in.  Bow  curious  I  could  prove  myself  I — (if  it  isn't  proved 
already). 

But  this  is  too  much  indeed,  past  all  bearing,  I  suspect. 
Well,  but  if  I  ever  write  to  you  again — I  mean,  if  you  wish 
it — it  may  be  in  the  other  extreme  of  shortness.  So  do 
not  take  me  for  a  bom  heroine  of  Biobardson,  or  think 
that  I  sin  always  to  this  length,  else, — you  might  indeed 
repoit  your  quotation  from  Juliet — which  I  gneesed  at 
once — and  of  course — 

I  have  no  Joy  In  this  contract  tO'dayT 
It  la  too  unadvlBed,  too  raoh  and  Budden. 

Ever  faithfully  yours, 

Elizasbth  B.  Babbett. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Hatcham,  Tueidaj. 
[Post-mark,  Febmairll,  184S.] 

Dear  Miss  Barrett, — People  wonld  hardly  ever  tell  false- 
hoods about  a  matter,  ii  they  had  been  let  tell  truth  in  the 
begiiming,  for  it  is  hard  to  propbane  one's  very  self,  and 
■  'Not  yet  roacbed  the  prelude '  {AmA.  Frvm.  741). 
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nobody  who  has,  for  instance,  used  certain  vords  and  ways 
to  a  mother  or  a  father  could,  even  if  by  the  deTil's  help  he 
'  would,  reprodoce  or  mimio  them  with  any  effect  to  any- 
body else  that  was  to  be  won  over — and  so,  if '  I  love  you ' 
were  always  ontspoken  when  it  might  be,  there  would,  I 
eupposo,  be  no  fear  of  its  desecration  at  any  after  time. 
Bat  lo !  only  last  night,  I  had  to  write,  on  the  part  of  Mr. 
Carlyle,  to  a  certain  ungainly,  foolish  gentleman  who  keeps 
back  from  him,  with  all  the  fossy  impotence  of  stupidity 
(not  bad  feelii^,  alas !  for  that  we  coold  deal  with)  a  oer^ 
tain  MS.  letter  of  Cromwell's  which  completes  the  collec- 
tion now  going  to  press ;  and  this  long-ears  bad  to  be '  dear 
Sir'd  and  obedient  serranted '  till  I  eatd  (to  use  a  mild 
word)  '  commend  me  to  the  sincerities  of  tiiis  kind  of 
thing.' !  When  I  spoke  of  yon  knowing  little  of  me,  one 
of  the  senses  in  which  I  meant  so  was  this — that  I  would 
not  well  Towel-point  my  common-plaoe  letters  and  syllables 
with  a  masoretio  otha^  sound  and  sense,  make  my  '  dear ' 
something  intenser  than  '  dears '  in  ordinary,  and  *  youis 
ever '  a  thoi^ht  more  significant  than  the  mn  of  its  like. 
And  all  this  came  of  your  talking  of  '  tiring  me, ' '  being  too 
enviooB,'  &<s.  &o.,  which  I  should  never  have  heard  of  had 
the  plain  truth  looked  out  of  my  letter  with  its  unmistak- 
able eyes.  Now,  what  you  say  of  the  '  bowing,*  and  con- 
ventiott  that  is  to  be,  and  tant  defofona  that  are  not  to  be, 
helps  me  once  and  for  ever— for  have  I  not  a  right  to  say 
simply  that,  for  TeasoDs  I  know,  for  other  reasons  I  don't 
exactly  know,  bat  might  it  I  chose  to  think  a  little,  and 
for  still  other  reasons,  which,  most  likely,  all  the  choosing 
and  thinking  in  the  world  would  not  make  me  know,  I  had 
rather  hear  from  you  than  see  anybody  else.  Never  you 
care,  dear  noble  Carlyle,  nor  yon,  my  own  friend  Alfred 
over  the  sea,  nor  a  troop  of  true  lovers  I — Are  not  their 
fates  written?  there  t  Don't  yon  answer  this,  please,  but, 
mind  it  is  on  record,  and  now  then,  with  a  lighter  con- 
science I  shall  begin  replying  to  your  questions.  But 
then — what  I  have  printed  gives  no  knowledge  of  me — it 
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evidences  abilitdea  of  Tarions  kinds,  if  ;od  will— and  a  dra- 
matio  sympatb;  with  certain  modi&cations  of  passion  .  .  . 
that  I  think — Bnt  I  never  have  begnn,  even,  what  I  hope 
I  was  bom  to  begin  and  end — 'K.B.  apoem' — andnext,if 
I  speak  {and,  God  knows,  feel)  as  if  what  yon  have  read  were 
sadly  imperfect  demonstrationa  of  even  mere  ability,  it  is 
from  no  abanrd  vanity,  though  it  might  eeem  so — these 
Bcenee  and  song-scraps  ca-e  such  mere  and  very  escapes  of 
my  inner  power,  which  lives  in  me  like  the  light  in  those 
crazy  Mediterranean  phares  I  have  watched  at  sea,  where- 
in the  light  ia  ever  revolving  in  a  dark  gallery,  bright  and 
alive,  and  only  after  a  weary  interval  leaps  ont,  for  a  mo- 
ment, from  the  one  narrow  chink,  and  then  goes  on  with 
the  blind  wall  between  it  and  you;  and,  no  donbt,  then, 
precisely,  does  the  poor  drudge  that  carries  the  cresset 
set  himself  m(Mt  busily  to  trim  the  wick — for  don't  thiok 
I  want  to  say  I  have  not  worked  hard — (this  head  of  mine 
knows  better) — but  the  work  has  been  inside,  and  not  when 
at  stated  times  I  held  up  my  light  to  yon — and,  that  there 
is  no  self-delnsion  here,  I  would  prove  to  yon  (and  nobody 
'  else),  even  by  opening  this  desk  I  write  on,  and  showing 
what  staff,  in  the  way  of  wood,  I  could  make  a  great  bon- 
fire with,  if  I  might  only  knock  the  whole  dumsy  top  off 
my  tower  1  Of  course,  every  writing  body  says  the  same, 
Bo  I  gain  nothing  by  the  avowal ;  but  when  I  remember 
how  I  have  done  what  was  published,  and  half  done  what 
may  never  be,  I  say  with  some  right,  yon  can  know  bnt 
little  of  me.  Still,  I  hope  sometimes,  though  phrenolo- 
gists  will  have  it  that  I  cannot,  and  am  doing  better  with 
this  darling  '  Luria ' — so  safe  in  my  head,  and  a  tiny  slip  of 
paper  I  cover  with  my  thumb ! 

Then  yon  inquire  about  my  '  sensitiveneBS  to  criticism,' 
and  I  shall  be  glad  to  tell  you  ezaotly,  because  I  have, 
more  than  once,  taken  a  course  you  might  else  not  under- 
stand. I  shall  live  always — that  is  for  me — I  am  living 
here  this  1845,  that  is  for  London.  I  write  from  a  thorough 
conviction  that  it  is  the  duty  of  me,  and  with  the  belief 
Vol.  I.^ 
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that,  after  everr  drawback  and  shortcoming,  I  do  my  best, 
all  tbiDgs  considered — QisA  is  for  mp,  and,  so  being,  the 
not  being  listened  to  by  one  btunan  creature  would,  I  hope, 
in  nowise  affect  me.  But  of  coarse  I  must,  if  for  merdj 
scientific  pnrposes,  know  all  abont  this  1845,  its  ways  and 
doings,  and  something  I  do  know,  as  that  for  a  dozen  cab- 
bages, if  I  pleased  to  grow  them  in  the  garden  here,  I 
might  demand,  say,  a  dozen  pence  at  Covent  Garden  Mar- 
ket,— and  that  for  a  dozen  scenes,  of  the  average  goodness, 
I  may  challenge  as  many  plandita  at  the  theatre  close  by ; 
and  a  dozen  pages  of  verse,  brought  to  the  Bialto  where 
verse-merohanis  most  do  congregate,  ought  to  bring  me  a 
fair  proportion  of  the  Beviewers'  gold  currency,  seeing  the 
other  traders  poach  their  winnings,  as  I  do  see.  Well, 
when  they  won't  pay  me  for  my  cabbages,  nor  praise  me 
for  my  poems,  I  may,  if  I  please,  say  '  more's  the  shamej ' 
and  bid  both  parties  '  decamp  to  the  crows,'  in  Greek 
phrase,  and  yet  go  very  llghthearied  back  to  a  gaiden-fnll 
of  rose-tteee,  and  a  sool-fall  of  comforts.  If  they  had 
bought  my  greens  I  shoald  have  been  aUe  to  bny  the 
last  number  of  Punch,  and  go  through  the  toll-gate  of 
Waterloo  Bridge,  and  give  the  blind  clarionet-player  a 
trifle,  and  all  without  changing  my  gold.  If  they  Lad 
taken  to  my  books,  my  father  and  mother  would  have  been 
proud  of  this  and  the  other  '  favourable  critique,'  and — at 
least  so  folks  hold — I  should  have  to  pay  Mr.  Mozon  leas 
by  a  few  pounds,  whereas — but  you  see !  Indeed,  I  force 
myself  to  Say  ever  and  ason,  in  the  interest  of  the  market- 
gardeners  r^ular,  and  Keatsea  proper,  '  It's  nothing  to 
you,  critics,  hucksters,  all  of  you,  if  I  have  this  garden  and 
this  conscience — I  might  go  die  at  Borne,  or  take  to  gin 
and  the  newspaper,  for  what  ^ou  would  carel'  Sol  don't 
quite  lay  open  my  resources  to  everybody.  Bnt  it  does 
so  happen,  that  I  have  met  with  much  more  than  I  could 
have  expected  in  this  matter  of  kindly  and  prompt  recog- 
nition. I  never  wanted  a  real  set  of  good  hearty  praisers 
— and  no  bad  reviewers — I  am  quite   content  with    my 
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share.  THo — what  I  laughed  at  in  my  '  gentle  aadienoe '  is 
a  sad  trick  the  real  admirers  hare  of  admiring  at  the  wrong 
place— oDoogh  to  make  an  aposUe  swear.  That  does  make 
me  savage — luver  the  other  kind  of  people;  whjr,  think 
now — take  yonr  own  '  Drama  of  Exile '  and  let  me  send  it 
to  the  first  twent7  men  and  women  that  shall  knock  at  jonr 
door  to-day  and  after — of  whom  the  first  five  are  the  Poet* 
man,  the  seller  of  cheap  sealing-wax,  Mr.  Hawkins  Jnnr, 
the  Butcher  for  orders,  and  the  Tax  gatherer — will  you  let 
me,  by  Cornelias  Agrippa's  assistance,  force  these  five  and 
these  fellows  to  read,  and  report  on,  this  '  Drama  '—and, 
when  I  have  pat  these  faithfnl  reports  into  fair  English,  do 
yon  believe  they  would  be  better  than,  if  as  good,  as,  the 
general  nm  of  Periodical  criticisms?  Not  they,  I  will  ven- 
tare  to  affirm.  Bet  then — once  again,  I  get  these  people 
tt^ther  and  give  them  yocr  book,  and  persuade  them, 
moreover,  that  by  praising  it,  the  Postman  will  be  helping 
its  author  to  divide  Long  Acre  into  two  beats,  one  of 
which  she  will  take  with  half  the  salary  and  all  the  red 
collar, — that  a  sealing-wax  vendor  will  see  red  wafers 
bronght  into  vogne,  and  bo  on  with  the  rest — and  won't  you 
just  wish  for  your  Spedaiora  and  Observera  and  Newcastle- 
npon-Tyne — Hebdomadal  Mercuriea  back  again !  Ton  see 
the  inference — I  do  sincerely  esteem  it  a  perfectly  provi- 
draitial  and  miraculous  thing  that  they  are  bo  well-behaved 
in  ordinary,  these  critics ;  and  for  Keats  and  Tennyson  to 
'  go  softly  all  their  days '  for  a  gruff  word  or  two  is  quite 
inexplicaliJe  to  me,  and  always  has  been.  Tenoyson  reads 
the  Quarterly  and  does  as  they  bid  him,  with  the  most  sol- 
emn face  in  the  world — out  goes  this,  in  goes  that,  all  is 
changed  and  ranged.     Oh  me ! 

Out  comes  the  sun,  in  comes  the  Tones  and  eleven  strikes 
Qi  do&)  already,  aud  I  have  to  go  to  Town,  and  I  have  no 
altemativo  but  that  this  story  of  the  Critic  and  Poet,  '  the 
Bear  and  the  Fiddle,'  should  '  begin  but  break  off  in  the 
middle;'  yet  I  doubt — nor  will  yon  henceforth,  I  know,  say, 
'I  vex  yon,  I  am  sure,  by  this  lengthy  writing.'    Mind 
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that  spring  is  coming,  for  all  this  snow;  and  know  me  for 
jouTB  ever  faithioll;, 

B.  BBowHDia. 

I  don't  dare — yet  I  will — ask  can  you  read  this?  Be- 
cause I  could  write  a  little  better,  bat  not  so  fast.  Do  you 
keep  writing  just  as  yon  do  now  I 


E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

50  Wlmpola  Street,  Febnuuy  17.  1845. 
Dear  Mr.  Browning, — To  begin  with  the  end  (which  is 
only  characteristic  of  the  perverse  like  myBelf),  I  assnie 
yon  I  read  yoor  handwriting  as  currently  as  I  conld  read 
the  clearest  type  from  font.  If  I  had  practised  the  art  of 
reading  yonr  letters  all  my  life,  I  couldn't  do  it  better. 
Ajid  then  I  approve  of  small  MS.  npon  principle.  Think 
of  what  an  immense  goantity  of  physical  eneigy  must  go 
to  the  making  of  those  immense  sweeping  handwritings 
achieved  by  some  persons.  .  ,  Mr.  Landor,  toi  instance, 
who  writes  as  if  he  had  the  sky  for  a  copybook  and  dotted 
his  I'a  in  proportion.  People  who  do  sach  things  should 
wear  ganntlets;  yes,  and  have  none  to  wear;  or  they 
wonldn't  waste  their  time  so.  People  who  write — by  pro- 
fession—shall I  say? — never  should  do  it,  or  what  will  be- 
come of  them  when  mostof  their  strength  retires  into  their 
head  and  heart,  (as  is  the  case  with  some  of  qb  and  may  be 
the  case  with  all)  and  when  they  have  to  write  a  poem 
twelve  times  over,  as  Mr.  Eenyon  says  I  should  do  if  I 
were  virtuoas?  Not  that  I  do  it  Does  anybody  do  it,  I 
wonder?  Do  you,  ever?  From  what  you  tell  mo  of  the 
trimming  of  the  light,  I  imagine  not  And  besides,  one 
may  be  laboriona  aa  a  writer,  without  copying  twelve  times 
over.  I  believe  there  are  people  who  will  tell  yon  in  a 
moment  what  three  times  six  is,  without '  doing  it '  on  their 
fingers ;  and  in  the  same  way  one  may  work  one's  verses  In 
one's  head  quite  as  laboriously  aa  on  paper — ^I  maintain  it. 
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I  conBider  mysdf  a  very  patient,  laborious  writer — thongh 
dear  Mr.  Keajon  langhs  me  to  scom  when  I  say  so.  And 
just  see  how  it  could  be  otherwise.  If  I  were  netting  a 
parse  I  might  be  thinking  of  something  else  and  drop  my 
stitches ;  or  even  if  I  were  writing  verses  to  please  a  popu- 
lar taste,  I  might  be  careless  in  it.  Bat  the  pmsnit  of  an 
Ideal  acknowledged  by  the  mind,  to^  draw  and  concentrate 
the  powers  of  the  mind — and  Art,  yoa  know,  is  a  jealous 
god  and  .demands  the  whole  man — or  woman.  I  cannot 
conceive  of  a  sincere  artist  who  is  also  a  careless  one — 
thongh  one  may  hare  a  qnioker  hand  than  another,  in  gen- 
eral,— and  thongh  all  are  liable  to  vicissitades  in  the  de- 
gree  of  facility — and  to  entan^ments  in  the  machinery, 
notwithstanding  every  degree  of  facility.  Yoa  may  write 
twenty  lines  one  day — or  even  three  like  Eoripides  in 
three  days — and  a  hnudred  lines  in  one  more  day — and 
yet  on  the  hundred,  may  have  been  expended  as  mnch  good 
work,  aa  on  the  twenty  and  the  three.  And  also,  as  yon 
say,  the  lamp  is  trimmed  behind  the  wall — and  the  act  of 
otterance  is  the  evidence  of  foregone  stody  still  more  than 
it  is  the  occasion  to  stody.  The  deep  interest  with  which 
I  read  all  that  yon  had  the  kindness  to  write  to  me  of 
yoarself,  yoa  mast  trust  me  for,  as  I  find  it  hard  to  ex- 
press it.  It  is  sympathy  in  one  way,  and  interest  every 
wayl  And  now,  seel  Although  you  proved  to  me  with 
admirable  logic  that,  for  reasons  which  yoa  know  and  rea- 
sons which  you  don't  know,  I  couldn't  possibly  know  any- 
thing abont  yon;  though  that  is  all  tme  —  and  proven 
(which  is  better  than  true) — I  really  did  understand  of  yoa 
before  I  was  told,  exactly  what  yoa  told  me.  Yes,  I  did 
indeed.  I  felt  sure  that  as  a  poet  yoa  fronted  the  future 
— and  that  your  chief  works,  in  your  own  apprehension, 
were  to  come.  Oh— I  take  no  credit  of  sagacity  for  it;  as 
I  did  not  long  ^o  to  my  sisters  and  brothers,  when  I  pro- 
fessed to  have  knowledge  of  all  their  friends  whom  I  never 
aaw  in  my  life,  by  the  im^e  coming  with  the  name ;  and 
threw  them  into  shonta  of  laughter  by  giving  oat  all  the 
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blue  eyes  and  black  eyes  acd  hazel  eyes  and  noses  Boman 
and  GoUiio  ticketed  arigbt  for  the  Mr.  Smiths  and  Miss 
Hawkinses — and  hit  the  bull's  eye  and  the  trne  featorea  of 
ttie  oaae,  ten  times  out  of  twelve !  But  you  are  different. 
Ton  are  to  be  made  ont  by  the  comparative  anatomy  syo* 
torn.  Ton  have  thrown  ont  fragmente  of  os  .  .  sublime  .  . 
indicative  of  sonl-mammothism — and  yon  live  to  develop 
yonr  nature, — if  yon  live.  Tfaat  is  easy  and  plain.  Toa 
have  taken  a  great  rai^e — from  those  high  faint  notes 
of  the  myaticB  which  are  beyond  personality  .  .  to  dra- 
matic impersonations,  gruff  with  nature,  '  gr-r-r-  yoa 
Bwine ' ;  and  when  these  are  thrown  into  harmony,  as  in 
a  manner  they  are  in  '  Pippa  PaaseB '  (which  I  ooold  find 
in  my  heart  to  covet  the  anthorship  of,  more  than  any  of 
yonr  works — ),  the  combinations  of  effect  must  always  be 
striking  and  noble — and  you  must  feel  yourself  drawn  on 
to  such  combinations,  more  and  more.  But  I  do  not,  yoa 
say,  know  yourself — you.  I  only  know  abilities  and  facul- 
ties. Well,  then,  teach  me  yourself — you.  I  will  not  in- 
sist on  the  knowledge— and,  in  fact,  you  have  not  written 
the  R.  B.  poem  yet— your  rays  fall  obliquely  rather  than 
direetiy  straight.  I  see  you  only  in  your  moon.  Do  tell 
me  all  of  yourself  that  you  can  and  will  .  .  before  the  B. 
B.  poem  comes  out.  And  what  is  '  Lnria '  ?  A  poem  and 
not  a  drama?  I  mean,  a  poem  not  in  the  dramatic  form? 
Well  I  I  have  wondered  at  yoa  sometimes,  not  for  daring, 
bat  for  bearing  to  trust  your  noble  works  into  the  great 
mill  of  the  '  rank,  popular '  playhouse,  to  be  ground  to 
pieces  between  the  teeth  of  vulgar  actors  and  actresses.  I, 
for  one,  would  as  soon  have  '  my  soul  among  lions.'  '  There 
is  a  fascination  in  it,'  says  Miss  Mitford,  and  I  am  sure 
there  must  be,  to  account  for  it.  Publics  in  the  mass  are 
bad  enoogh;  but  to  distil  the  dregs  of  the  public  and  bap- 
tise oneself  in  that  acrid  moisture,  where  can  be  the  temp- 
tation? I  coxdd  swear  by  Shakespeare,' as  was  once  sworn 
'  by  those  dead  at  Marathon,'  that  I  do  not  see  where.  I 
love  the  drama  too.    I  look  to  our  old  dramatists  as  to  our 
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KingB  and  prinoee  in  poetiy.  I  love  them  throogli  all  the 
deeps  of  their  sbominatioits.  Bnt  &&  theatre  in  those 
days  was  a  better  medinm  between  the  people  and  the 
poet;  and  the  press  in  those  days  was  a  less  snfScient 
medinm  than  now.  Still,  the  poet  suffered  b;  the  theatre 
even  then;  and  the  leasons  are  ver;  obvioos. 

How  trne — how  trne  .  .  is  all  yon  say  aboat  critics. 
My  conyictions  follow  you  iu  every  word.  And  I  delight- 
ed to  read  yonr  views  of  the  poet's  right  aspect  towards 
criticiBm — ^I  read  them  with  the  most  complete  appiecja^ 
tion  and  sympathy.  I  have  sometimea  thought  that  it 
wonld  be  a  omioas  and  instmctive  process,  as  illnstratiTe 
of  the  wisdom  and  apprehensivenees  of  critics,  if  anyone 
wonld  collect  the  critical  soliloquies  of  every  age  tonohing 
its  own  literatore,  (aa  far  aa  snch  may  be  extant)  and  con- 
fer them  with  the  literary  prodnct  of  the  said  ages.  Pro- 
fessor WilBon  has  began  something  of  the  kind  apparently, 
in  his  initiatory  paper  of  the  last  Blachoood  number  on 
critics,  beginning  with  Dryden — bnt  he  seems  to  have  no 
design  in  his  notice — it  is  a  mere  critique  on  the  critic. 
And  then,  he  should  have  b<%un  earlier  than  Dryden — 
earlier  even  than  Sir  Philip  Sydney,  who  in  the  noble 
'  Discourse  on  Poetry,'  gives  such  singular  evidence  of 
being  stone-critio-blind  to  the  gods  who  moved  around 
him.  As  far  as  I  can  rememlier,  he  saw  even  Shakespeare 
but  indifferently.  Oh,  it  was  in  his  eyes  qnite  an  unil- 
Inmed  age,  that  period  of  Elizabeth  which  we  see  fnll  of 
Buns !  and  few  can  see  what  is  dose  to  the  eyes  tbongh 
they  ran  their  hSads  against  it;  the  denial  of  contempo- 
rary genius  is  the  role  lather  than  the  exception.  No  one 
counts  the  eagles  in  the  neat,  till  thero  is  a  msh  of  wings; 
and  lol  they  are  fiown.  And  here  we  speak  of  nnder- 
standing  men,  such  as  the  Sydneys  and  the  Drydens.  Of 
the  great  body  of  critics  you  observe  lightly,  that  they  are 
better  than  might  be  expected  of  their  badness,  only  the 
fact  of  their  infivence  is  no  less  undeniable  than  the  reason 
why  tiiey  shoold  not  be  influential.     The  brazen  kettles 
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will  be  taken  for  oracles  all  the  vorld  over.  Bat  the  mfln- 
enoe  is  for  to-d&y,  for  this  hoar — not  for  to-morrow  and 
the  day  after — onless  indeed,  as  yoa  say,  the  poet  do  him- 
eeli  perpetuate  the  inflaenoe  by  sabmitting  to  it.  Do  yon 
know  Tennyson? — that  is,  with  a  face  to  face  knowlei^e? 
I  have  great  admiration  for  him.  In  ezeontion,  he  is  ex- 
quisite,— and,  in  moaic,  a  most  enbtle  weigher  ont  to  the 
ear  of  fine  airs.  That  such  a  ix>et  ehoald  submit  blindly 
to  the  anggestionfi  of  his  critics,  (I  do  not  say  that  sngges- 
tions  from  without  may  not  be  accepted  with  discrimina- 
tion sometimes,  to  the  benefit  of  the  acceptor),  blindly  and 
implicitly  to  the  suggestions  of  his  critics,  is  muoh  as  if 
Babbage  were  to  take  my  opinion  and  undo  his  calcnlating 
machine  by  it.  Napoleon  called  poetry  science  creua&— 
which,  although  he  was  not  scientific  in  poetry  himself, 
is  true  enough.  But  anybody  is  qualified,  according  to 
everybody,  for  giving  opinions  upon  poetry.  It  is  not  so 
in  ohymistry  and  mathematics.  Nor  is  it  so,  I  believe, 
in  whist  and  the  polka.    But  then  these  are  more  serious 

Yes — and  it  does  delight  me  to  hear  of  your  garden  foil 
of  roses  and  soul  full  of  comforts  I  Ton  have  the  right  to 
both — you  have  the  key  to  both.  You  have  written  enough 
to  live  by,  though  only  beginning  to  write,  as  you  say  of 
yourself.  And  this  reminds  me  to  remind  you  that  when 
I  talked  of  coveting  most  of  the  authorship  of  your  '  Pip- 
pa,'  I  did  not  mean  to  call  it  your  finest  work  (yoa 
might  reproach  me  for  thaCj,  bat  just  to  express  a  per- 
sonal feeling.  Do  you  know  what  it  is  to  covet  your 
neighbour's  poetry? — not  his  fame,  but  his  poetry? — 
I  dare  say  not.  You  are  too  generous.  And,  in  fact, 
beauty  is  beauty,  and,  whether  it  cornea  by  onr  own 
hand  or  another's,  blessed  be  the  coming  of  it!  7,  be- 
sides, feel  that.  And  yet — and  yet,  I  have  been  aware 
of  a  feeling  within  me  which  has  spoken  two  or  three 
times  to  the  effect  of  a  wish,  that  I  hod  been  visited 
with  the  vision  of  '  Fippa',  before  you — and  confiteor  tibi — 
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I  confess  the  baseness  of  it.  The  conceptioii  is,  to  my 
mind,  meat  exquisite  and  altogether  original — and  &e 
contrast  in  the  working  ont  of  the  plan,  aingularly  expres- 
siTs  of  Tarioos  facnlfy. 

la  the  poem  oiider  yonr  thTunb,  emerging  from  it?  and 
in  what  metre?     May  I  ask  snch  qaestionB? 

And  does  Mr.  Carlyle  tell  70a  that  he  has  forbidden  all 
'  singing '  to  this  perrerHe  and  frowftrd  generation,  which 
shonld  work  and  not  sing?  And  have  yon  told  Mr.  Car- 
Ijle  that  song  is  work,  and  also  the  condition  of  work?  I 
am  a  devont  sitter  at  his  feet — and  it  is  an  effort  to  me  to 
think  him  wrong  in  anything — and  onoe  when  he  told  me 
to  write  prose  and  not  Terse,  I  fancied  that  hia  opinion 
was  I  had  mistaken  my  calling, — a  fancy  which  in  infinite 
kindness  and  gentleness  he  stooped  immediately  to  correct. 
I  never  shall  foi^t  the  grace  of  that  kindness — bat  then ! 
For  him  to  have  thonght  HI  of  me,  would  not  have  been 
alrange — I  often  think  ill  of  myeelf,  as  God  knoira.  Bat 
for  Carlyle  to  think  of  patting  away,  even  for  a  season,  the 
poetry  of  the  world,  was  wonderfal,  and  has  left  me  raffled' 
in  my  thonghte  ever  since.  I  do  not  know  him  personally 
at  all.  Bnt  as  his  disciple  I  ventored  (by  an  exceptional 
motive)  to  send  him  my  poems,  and  I  heard  from  him  as 
ft  consequence.  '  Dear  and  noble '  he  is  indeed — and  a 
poet  onaware  of  himBelf ;  all  bnt  the  sense  of  mnsic.  Yoa 
{eel  it  BO— do  yoa  not?  And  the  '  dear  sir '  has  let  him 
have  the  'letter of  Cromwell,'  I  hope;  and  satisfied  'the 
obedient  servant.'  The  corions  thing  in  this  world  is 
not  the  stapidity,  bnt  the  apper-handism  of  the  stupidity. 
The  geese  are  in  the  Capitol,  and  the  Bomans  in  the  farm- 
yard— and  it  seems  all  qoite  nataral  that  it  shoald  be  so, 
both  to  geese  and  Bomans  I 

Bat  there  are  things  you  say,  which  seem  to  me  aaper- 
natorsl,  for  reasons  which  I'know  and  for  reasons  which  I 
don't  know.  You  will  let  me  be  grateful  to  yoa, — will  yoa 
not?  Toa  mast,  if  yoa  will  or  not  And  also — I  would 
not  wait  for  more  leaye— if  I  ooold  bat  see  yoar  desk — as 
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I  do  your  death's  heads  and  the  epider-webs  appertain- 
ing; but  the  Boal  of  ComelioB  A^ppa  fades  from  me. 
Ever  faithfully  yours, 

Elizabeth  B.  Babrbit. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Wednesday  moming— BprlDg  I 
[Poat-muk,  February  26,  184S.] 

Beal  varm  Spring,  dear  Misa  Barrett,  and  the  birds 
know  it;  and  in  Spring  I  shall  see  yon,  sorely  see  yon — 
for  when  did  I  once  fail  to  get  whatever  I  had  set  my  heart 
npon?    As  I  ask  myself  sometimes,  with  a  strange  fear. 

I  took  ap  this  paper  to  write  a  great  deal — now,  I  don't 
think  I  shall  write  much — '  I  shall  see  yon, '  I  say  t 

That '  Loria '  yon  enqnire  aboat,  shall  be  my  last  pl(^ 
— for  it  is  but  a  play,  woe's  me  I  I  have  one  don©  here, 
'A  Soul's  Tragedy,'  as  it  is  properly  enough  called,  but 
that  would  not  do  to  end  with  (end  I  will),  and  Loria  is  a 
Moor,  of  Othello's  country,  and  devotes  himself  to  some- 
thing he  thinks  Florence,  and  the  old  fortune  follows— all  in 
my  brain,  yet,  bnt  the  bright  weather  helps  and  I  will  soon 
loosen  my  Braccio  and  Pnccio  (a  pale  discontented  man), 
and  Tiborzio  (the  Fisan,  good  true  fellow,  this  one),  and 
Domizia  the  Lady — ^loosen  all  these  on  dear  foolish  (rav- 
ishing must  his  folly  be),  golden-hearted  Luria,  all  these 
with  their  worldly- wisdom  and  Tuscan  shrewd  ways ;  and, 
for  me,  the  misfortune  is,  I  sympathise  just  as  much  with 
these  as  with  him, — bo  there  can  no  good  come  of  keeping 
this  wild  company  any  longer,  and^ '  Loria '  and  the  other 
sadder  ruin  of  one  Chiappino— these  got  rid  of,  I  will  do 
as  you  bid  me,  and — say  first  I  have  some  Bomances  and 
Lyrics,  all  dramatic,  to  dispatch,  and  ilien,  I  shall  stoop 
of  a  sodden  under  and  oot  of  fhis  dancing  ring  of  men  and 
women  hand  in  hand,  and  stand  still  awhile,  should  my 
eyes  dazzle,  and  when  that's  over,  they  will  be  gone  and 
yon  will  be  there,  pas  vrai  ?      For,  as  I  think  I  told  yon, 
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I  always  shiver  inTolontarily  when  I  look — no,  glance — at 
this  Firat  Poem  of  mine  to  be.  'Now,'  I  call  it,  what, 
upon  my  sonl, — for  a  solemn  matter  it  is, — what  is  to  be 
done  now,  believed  now,  so  far  as  it  has  been  revealed  to 
me — solemn  words,  truly — and  to  find  myself  writing  them 
to  any  one  else  I    Enoogh  now. 

I  know  Tennyson  '  face  to  face,' — no  more  than  that.  I 
know  Garlyle  and  love  him — know  him  so  well,  that  I 
would  have  told  yon  he  had  shaken  that  grand  head  of 
his  at  '  singing,'  so  thoronghly  does  he  love  and  live  by  it 
When  I  last  saw  him,  a  fortnight  ago,  he  tamed,  from  I 
don't  know  what  other  talk,  qoite  abmptly  on  me  with, 
'  Did  yon  never  try  to  write  a  Song  ?  Of  all  things  in  the 
world,  that  I  should  be  proudest  to  do.'  Then  came  his 
definition  of  a  song — then,  with  an  appealing  look  to  Mis. 
C,  '  I  always  say  that  some  day  in  ^iU  of  nature  and  my 
ttara,  I  shall  bnrst  into  a  song '  (he  is  not  mechanically 
'  mnsical, '  he  meant,  and  the  music  is  the  poetry,  he  holds, 
and  ahonld  enwrap  the  thought  aa  Donne  says  '  an  amber- 
drop  enwraps  a  bee '),  and  then  he  began  to  recite  an  old 
Scotch  song,  stopping  at  the  first  mde  couplet,  '  The  be- 
ginning words  are  merely  to  set  the  tone,  they  tell  me' — 
and  then  again  at  the  conplet  abont — or,  to  the  effect  that 
— '  give  me '  (bnt  in  broad  Scotch)  '  give  me  bat  my  lass,  I 
care  not  for  my  cogie.'  *Ht  says,'  quoth  Garlyle  magis- 
terially, '  thai  if  yoa  allow  him  the  love  of  his  lass,  yon 
may  take  away  all  else,  even  his  cogie,  his  cnp  or  con,  and 
he  cares  not,'  jnst  as  a  professor  expounds  Lycophron. 
And  jnst  before  I  left  England,  six  months  ago,  did  not  I 
hear  him  croon,  if  not  certainly  sing,  '  Charlie  is  my  dar- 
ling '  ('  my  darling '  with  an  adoring  emphasis),  and  then  he 
stood  back,  aa  it  were,  from  the  song,  to  look  at  it  better, 
and  eaid  '  How  mnst  that  notion  of  ideal  wondrous  perfec- 
tion have  impressed  itself  in  this  old  Jacobite's  "yonng 
Cavalier" — ("  They  go  to  save  their  land,  and  the  young 
CavaUerU") — when  I  who  care  nothing  about  such  a  rag 
of  a  man,  cannot  bnt  feel  as  he  felt,  in  speaking  his  words 
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after  him ! '  After  saying  which,  he  would  be  Bore  to  coiu- 
ael  ererjbod;  to  get  their  heads  clear  of  all  Binging  I  Don't 
let  me  forget  to  clap  hands,  we  got  the  letter,  dearly  booght 
as  it  was  by  the  'Dear  Sirs,'  £c.,and  inaignificaiit  scrap  as 
it  proved,  bat  still  it  is  got,  to  my  encouragement  in  diplo- 
macy. 

Who  told  yoQ  of  my  scolis  and  spider  webe — Home? 
Last  year  I  petted  extraordinarily  a  fine  fdlow,  (a  garden 
spider — there  was  the  singularity, — ^the  thin  clever«ren-f oi 
a  spider-sort,  and  they  are  ao  '  spirited  and  sly,'  all  of 
them — this  kind  makes  a  long  cone  of  web,  with  a  sqaaie 
chamber  of  vantage  at  the  end,  and  there  he  sits  loosely 
and  looks  about},  a  great  fellow  that  housed  himself,  witb 
real  gusto,  in  the  jaws  of  a  great  scull,  whence  he  watched 
me  as  I  wrote,  and  I  remember  speaking  to  Home  abont 
his  good  points.  Phrenologists  look  gravely  at  that  great 
scnU,  by  the  way,  and  hope,  in  their  grim  manner,  that  its 
owner  made  a  good  end.  He  looks  quietly,  now,  out  at  the 
green  little  hill  behind.  I  have  no  little  insight  to  the 
feelings  of  fomiture,  and  treat  books  and  prints  with  a  rea- 
sonable consideration.  How  some  people  use  their  pictures, 
for  instance,  is  a  mystery  to  me;  very  revolting  all  the 
same — portraits  oUiged  to  face  each  other  for  ever, — printa 
pQt  together  in  portfolios.  My  Folidoro's  perfect  Andro- 
meda along  with  '  Boors  Carousing,'  by  Ostade, — where  I 
found  her, — my  own  father's  doing,  or  I  would  say  more. 

And  when  I  have  said  I  like  '  Fippa '  better  than  any- 
thing else  I  have  done  yet,  I  shaU  have  answered  all  you 
bade  me.  And  now  may  /  begin  questioning?  No, — for 
it  is  all  a  pure  delight  to  me,  so  that  yon  do  but  write.  I 
never  was  without  good,  kind,  gmierous  friends  and  lovers, 
so  they  say — so  they  were  and  are — perhaps  they  came  at 
the  wrong  time — I  never  wanted  them — though  that  makes 
no  difFerence  In  my  gratitude,  I  trust — but  I  know  myself 
— surely — and  always  have  done  so,  for  is  there  not  some- 
where the  little  book  I  first  printed  when  a  boy,  with  John 
Mill,  the  metaphysical  head,  his  maiginal  note  that '  the 
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writer  poBseeses  a  deeper  self-conscionsnesB  than  I  ever 
knew  in  a  sane  human  being. '  So  I  never  deceived  myself 
mnch,  nor  called  my  feelings  for  people  other  than  they 
were.  And  who  has  a  right  to  say,  if  I  have  not,  that  I 
bad,  bat  I  said  that,  enpematnral  or  no.  Pray  tell  me, 
too,  of  yoor  present  doings  and  projects,  and  never  write 
j-oorself  '  gratefol '  to  me,  who  am  grateful,  very  grateful  to 
yon, — for  none  of  yoor  voids  bat  I  take  in  earnest — and 
tell  me  if  Spring  be  Ttot  coming,  come,  and  I  will  take  to 
writing  the  gravest  of  letters,  becaase  this  beginning  is  for 
gladness'  sake,  like  Carlyle's  song  coaplet.  My  head  aches 
a  little  to-day  too,  and,  as  poor  dear  Kirke  White  said  to 
the  moon,  from  his  heap  of  mathematioal  papers, 
'  I  throw  oalde  the  learned  aheet ; 
[I  cannot  choose  but  gaze,  bIib  looks  bo— mildly  aweet. ' 
Ont  on  the  foolish  phrase,  bnt  there's  hard  rhyming  witii- 
ont  it.  Ever  yonis  faithfally, 

BOBEBT  BsOWHINa. 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

60  Wlinpole  Street :  Feb.  87,  184S. 
Yes,  bat,  dear  Mr.  Browning,  I  want  the  spring  accord- 
ing to  the  new  '  style '  (mine),  and  not  the  old  one  of  yoa 
and  the  rest  of  the  x>oet8.  To  me  onhappily,  the  snowdrop 
is  mnch  the  same  as  the  snow — it  feels  as  cold  nnderfoot^ 
and  I  have  grown  sceptical  aboat '  the  voice  of  the  turtle,' 
the  east  winds  blow  so  load.  April  is  a  Parthian  with  a 
dart,  and  May  (at  least  the  early  part  of  it)  a  spy  in  the 
camp.  That  is  my  idea  of  what  yoa  call  spring;  mine,  in 
tbe  new  atyltl  A  little  later  comes  my  spring;  and  indeed 
after  snoh  severe  weather,  from  which  I  have  jnst  escaped 
vith  my  life,  I  may  thank  it  for  coming  at  all.  How  happy 
von  are,  to  be  able  to  listen  to  the  '  birds '  without  the  oom- 
mentaiy  of  the  east  wind,  which,  like  other  commentaries, 
Bpoils  the  masic.  And  how  happy  I  am  to  listen  to  yoa, 
■  when  yoa  write  sach  kind  open-hearted  letters  to  me  1    I 
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am  delighted  to  hear  all  yoa  ea;  to  me  of  yoniself,  and 
'  Loria, '  and  the  spider,  and  to  do  him  no  diahonoor  in  the 
aaaociation,  of  the  great  teaoher  of  the  age,  Carlyle,  who  is 
also  yours  and  mine.  He  fills  the  o&oe  of  a  poet — does  he 
not? — by  analysing  humanity  back  into  its  elranents,  to  th« 
destruction  of  the  conventions  (A  the  honr.  That  is — 
strictly  speaking — the  office  of  the  poet,  is  it  not? — and 
he  discharges  it  folly,  and  with  a  wider  intelligibility  pei^ 
haps  as  far  as  the  contemporary  i>eriod  is  oonoemed,  thas 
if  he  did  forthwith  '  burst  into  a  song.' 

Bat  how  I  do  wander! — I  meant  to  say,  and  I  will  call 
myself  back  to  say,  that  spring  will  really  come  some  day 
I  hope  and  believe,  and  the  warm  settled  weather  with  it, 
and  that  then  I  shall  be  probably  fitter  for  certain  pleaa- 
ores  than  I  can  appear  eveo  to  myself  now. 

And,  in  the  meantime,  I  seem  to  see  '  Xmria '  instead  of 
yoo;  I  have  visions  and  dream  dreams.  And  the  '  SooI'b 
Tn^edy, '  which  Boonds  to  me  like  the  step  of  a  ghost  of 
an  old  Drunal  and  yoa  are  not  to  think  that  I  blaspheme 
the  Drama,  dear  Mr.  Browning ;  or  that  I  ever  thoaght  of 
exhorting  yoa  to  give  np  the '  solemn  robes '  and  tread  of  the 
bnskin.  It  is  the  theatre  which  valgarises  these  things; 
the  modem  theatre  in  which  we  see  no  altar  I  where  the 
thymel^  is  replaced  by  the  caprice  of  a  popnlar  actor. 
And  also,  I  have  a  fancy  that  yoar  great  dramatic  power 
would  work  more  clearly  and  audibly  in  the  less  definite 
moald — bnt  yoa  ride  your  own  faculty  as  Oceanus  did  his 
sea-horse,  '  directing  it  by  your  will; '  and  woe  to  the  im- 
pertinence, which  wonld  dare  to  say  '  tarn  this  way  '  or 
'  turn  from  that  way ' — it  ehonld  not  be  my  imperttQence. 
Do  not  think  I  blaspheme  the  Drama.  I  have  gone 
throngh  '  all  sach  reading  as  should  never  be  read '  (that 
is,  by  women  I),  through  my  love  of  it  on  the  contrary. 
And  the  dramatic  faoolty  is  strong  in  yoa — and  therefore, 
as  '  I  speak  onto  a  wise  man,  jodge  what  I  say.' 

For  myself  and  my  own  doings,  yon  shaU  hear  directly 
what  I  have  been  doing,  and  what  I  am  about  to  do.    Some 
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rears  ago,  as  perhaps  jou  may  have  heard,  (bat  I  hope 
not,  for  the  fewer  who  hear  of  it  the  better) — aome  yeara 
ago,  I  translated  or  rather  undid  into  Engliah,  the  '  Prome- 
theus '  of  .^Sschylns.  To  speak  of  this  prodnotion  mode- 
rately  (not  modestly),  it  is  the  most  miserable  of  all  miser- 
able versions  of  the  class.  It  was  completed  (In  the  first 
place)  in  thirteen  days — the  iambics  thrown  into  blank 
verse,  the  lyrics  into  rhymed  octosjllabics  and  the  like — 
and  the  whole  together  as  cold  aa  Caccasns,  and  as  flat  as 
the  nearest  plain.  To  acconnt  for  this,  the  haste  may  be 
something;  but  if  my  mind  had  been  properly  awakened 
at  the  time,  I  might  have  made  still  more  haate  and  done 
it  better.  Well, — the  comfort  is,  that  the  little  book  was 
anadvertised  and  unknown,  and  that  most  of  the  copies 
(through  my  entreaty  of  my  father)  are  shut  up  in  the 
wardrobe  of  his  bedroom.  If  ever  I  get  well  I  shall  show 
my  joy  by  making  a  bonfire  of  them.  In  the  meantime, 
the  recolleotion  of  this  sin  of  mine  has  been  my  nightmare 
and  daymare  too,  and  the  sis  has  been  the  '  Blot  on  my 
fflcntoheon.'  I  ooold  look  in  nobody's  face,  with  a  '  Thon 
canst  not  say  I  did  it ' — I  know,  I  did  it  And  so  I  re- 
solved to  wash  away  the  transgression,  and  translate  the 
tragedy  over  agfiin.  It  was  an  honest  straightforward  proof 
of  repentance — was  it  not?  and  I  have  completed  it,  except 
the  transcription  and  last  polishing.  If  .^Ischylns  stands 
at  the  foot  of  my  bed  now,  I  shall  have  a  little  breath  to 
front  him.  I  have  done  my  duty  by  him,  not  indeed  ac- 
cording to  his  claims,  but  in  proportion  to  my  faonlty. 
Whether  I  shall  ever  publish  or  not  (remember)  remains 
to  be  considered — that  is  a  difiTereni  si^e  of  the  subject. 
If  I  do,  it  may  be  in  a  magazine — or — bat  this  is  another 
ground.  And  then,  I  have  in  my  head  to  associate  with 
the  version  a  monodrama  of  my  own — not  a  long  poem, 
bat  a  monologoQ  of  Maahyhia  as  he  sate  a  blind  exile  on 
the  flats  of  Sicily  and  recounted  the  past  to  his  own  soul, 
just  before  the  eagle  cracked  his  great  massy  skoll  with  a 
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Bnb  my  chief  ifUention  jnst  now  is  the  writing  of  a  eort 
of  novel-poem — a  poem  as  completely  modem  aa  '  Qeral- 
dine's  Courtship,*  numiiig  into  the  midst  of  oiir  conven- 
tioDB,  aod  rnshiug  into  drawiDg-rooms  and  the  like  '  where 
angels  fear  to  tread;'  and  ao,  maetii^  face  to  face  and 
withoat  mask  the  Humanity  of  the  age,  and  speaking  tin 
truth  as  I  oonoeive  of  it  out  plainly.  That  is  my  inteo- 
tion.  It  is  not  mature  enough  yet  to  be  called  a  plan.  I 
am  vaitii^  for  a  story,  and  I  won't  take  one,  becanss 
I  want  to  make  one,  and  I  like  to  make  my  own  stories, 
because  then  I  can  take  liberties  with  them  in  the  treat- 
ment. 

Who  told  me  of  your  skulls  audspideis?  Why,  couldn't 
I  know  it  without  being  told?  Did  Cornelias  Agrippa 
know  nothing  without  being  told?  Mr.  Home  never  spoke 
it  to  my  ears — (I  never  saw  him  face  to  face  in  my  life,  al- 
though we  have  corresponded  for  long  and  long),  and  he 
never  wrote  it  to  my  eyes.  Perhaps  he  does  not  know  that 
I  know  it.  Well,  then  1  if  I  were  to  say  that  /  heard  if 
from  you  yourself,  how  would  you  answer?  And  it  teas  so. 
Why,  are  you  not  aware  that  these  are  the  days  of  mes- 
merism and  clairvoyance?  Are  yoa  an  infidel?  I  have 
believed  in  your  sknlls  for  the  last  year,  for  my  part. 

And  I  have  some  sympathy  in  your  habit  of  feeling  for 
chairs  and  tables.  I  remember,  when  I  was  a  child  and 
wrote  poems  in  little  clasped  books,  I  used  to  kiss  the 
books  and  pat  them  away  tenderly  because  I  had  been 
happy  near  them,  and  take  them  out  by  turns  when  I  was 
goii^  from  home,  to  cheer  them  by  the  change  of  air  and 
the  pleasure  of  the  new  place.  This,  not  for  the  sake  of 
the  verses  written  in  them,  and  not  for  the  sake  of  writing 
more  verses  in  them,  but  from  pure  gratitude.  Other 
books  I  used  to  treat  in  a  like  manner — and  to  talk  to  the 
trees  and  the  flowers,  was  a  natural  inclination — but  be- 
tween me  and  that  time,  the  cypresses  grow  thick  and 
dark. 

Is  it  trae  that  your  wishes  folfil  themselves?   And  when 
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tiiey  do,  aiQ  they  not  bitter  to  your  taste — do  yea  not  wish 
tiiem  unfnlMed?  Oh.  this  life,  this  life  1  There  is  com- 
fort in  it,  they  say,  and  I  almost  believe— bat  the  brightest 
place  in  tiie  honse,  is  the  leaning  ont  of  the  window — at 
least,  for  me. 

Of  course  yon  are  sdf-conscious — Hov  conld  yon  be  a 
poet  otberwise?    Tell  me. 

Ever  faithfully  yonrs, 

E.  B.  B. 

And  was  the  little  book  written  with  Mr.  TtfjU  pure  metsr 
physics,  or  what? 

B.  S.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Saturasy  Night,  Huch  1  [1815]. 
Dear  Misa  Barrett, — ^I  seem  to  find  of  a  sudden— surely 
I  knew  before — anyhow,  I  do  find  now,  that  with  tiie  oc- 
taves on  octaves  of  quite  new  golden  strings  yon  enlarged 
the  compass  of  my  life's  harp  with,  there  is  added,  too, 
such  a  tragic  chord,  that  which  yoa  touched,  so  gently,  in 
the  beginning  of  yonr  letter  I  got  this  morning,  '  jnst  es- 
caping '  £c.  Bat  if  my  tmest  heart's  wishes  avail,  as  they 
h&ve  hitherto  done,  yon  shall  laagh  at  East  winds  yet,  as 
I  do  I  See  now,  this  sad  feeling  is  so  strange  to  me,  that  I 
most  write  it  ont,  mvat,  and  yoa  might  give  me  great,  the 
greatest  pleasure  for  years  and  yet  find  me  as  passive  as  a 
Btone  used  to  wine  libations,  and  as  ready  in  expressing 
my  sense  of  them,  bat  when  I  am  pained,  I  find  the  old 
theory  of  the  uselessness  of  oommnnioating  the  circom- 
stances  of  it,  singularly  untenable.  I  have  been  *  spoiled ' 
in  this  world — to  such  an  extent,  indeed,  that  I  often  reason 
ont — make  clear  to  myself — ^t  I  might  very  properly,  so 
far  as  myself  am  concerned,  take  any  step  that  would  peril 
the  whole  of  my  future  happiness — because  the  past  is 
gained,  secure,  and  on  record;  and,  though  not  another  of 
the  old  days  should  dawn  on  me,  I  shall  not  have  lost  my 
Vol.  I.-« 
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life,  no  I  Oat  of  all  which  yon  are — please — to  make  a 
sort  of  sense,  if  yon  can,  so  aa  to  express  that  I  have  been 
deeply  struck  to  find  a  new  real  onmistakable  sorrow  alontf 
with  these  aa  real  bet  not  so  new  joys  yoa  have  giren  me. 
How  strangely  this  connects  itself  in  my  mind  with  an- 
other snbject  in  your  note  I  I  looked  at  that  traoslatioB 
for  a  minnte,  not  longer,  years  ago,  knowing  nothing  aboat 
it  or  yoa,  and  I  only  looked  to  see  what  rendering  a  pas- 
sage had  received  that  waa  often  in  my  thooghta.'  Iforget 
your  veraion  (It  waa  not  youra,  my  '  yours  *  then;  I  mean  I 
had  no  extraordinary  interest  aboat  it) ,  but  the  original 
makes  Frometheaa  (telling  over  his  bestowments  towards 
homan  happiness)  say,  as  something  Ktpa.nlpia  r&vSt,  that 
he  stopped  mortals /i^  TpoSipxtaOat  [tipov — rd  koXov  td/>mf,  asks 
tiie  ChoruB,  T^»a«  fdpnaxov  vdeou^  Whereto  he  replies,  roip~ 
Xdf  iv  aiiToif  iXiciSat  ja.r<^iaa  (what  you  hear  men  dissertate 
npon  by  the  honr,  aa  proving  the  immortality  of  the  sool 
apart  from  revelation,  undying  yearnings,  restless  long- 
ings, instinddve  desires  which,  nnless  to  be  eventoally  in- 
dolged,  itwere  cmel  to  plant  io  as,  &.o.  &xs.).  Bat,  fir 
d^iiTj/ia  tout'  iSaipijam  fiporois  \  oonolades  the  ohorns,  like  a 
B^h  from  the  admitted  Eleosinian  .^Isohylas  was  I  Yoa 
cannot  think  how  this  foolish  circnmstance  straok  me  this, 
evening,  so  I  thought  I  would  e'en  tell  yoa  at  once  and  be 
done  with  it.  Are  you  not  my  dear  friend  already,  and 
shall  I  not  use  yoa?  And  pray  yoa  not  to  '  lean  oat  of  the 
window '  when  my  own  foot  is  only  on  the  stair;  do  wait  a 
UtUe  for 

Tours  ever, 
B.  B. 

'  [The  follovlag  li  the  verdon  of  the  puuge  Id  Mn.  Browning's 
later  tnnalaHon  of  the  'Prometheus  '  (11.  247-E61  of  tbe  orlglDal)  : 

Rvm.  I  did  restrain  besides 

Hf  mortals  from  premedltBting  death. 
Ofto.     Bow  didst  thou  medidiie  tbe  plague-fear  of  deitbt 
Avm.  I  set  blind  hopes  to  Inhabit  In  their  bouse. 
Glo.     By  that  gift  thou  didst  help  thy  mortals  well.] 
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R  S.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Hatch  B,  1843. 
But  I  did  not  mean  to  strike  a  '  ti^o  chord ; '  indeed  I 
did  not  I     Sometimes  one's  melancholy  will  be  uppermost 
and  sometimes  one's  mirth, — the  world  goes  ronnd,  70a 
know — and  I  sapposethat  in  that  letter  of  mine  the  melan- 
choly took  the  torn.    As  to  'escaping  with  my  life, '  it  was 
just  a  phrase — at  least  it  did  not  signify  more  than  that  the 
sense  of  mortality,  and  discomfort  of  it,  is  pecoliarly 
strong  with  me  when  east  winds  are  blowing  and  watras 
freezing.     For  the  rest,  I  am  esaenHaUy  better,  and  hare 
been  for  several  winters ;  and  I  feel  as  if  it  were  intended 
for  me  to  live  and  not  die,  and  I  am  tecouciled  to  the  feel- 
ing. Tea !  I  am  satisfied  to '  take  np '  with  the  blind  hopes 
again,  and  have  them  in  the  house  with  me,  for  all  that 
I  sit  by  the  window.     By  the  way,  did  the  choms  ntter 
Boom  in  the  t^if  ^ri^-tpta.    I  think  not.     It  is  well  to  6y 
towards  the  light,  even  where  there  may  be  some  flattering 
and  bruising  of  wings  against  the  windowpajies,  is  it  not? 
There  is  an  obsonrer  passage,  on  which  I  covet  your 
(honghts,  where  Prometheus,  after  the  sublime  declaration 
that,  with  a  full  knowledge  of  the  penalty  reserved  for  him, 
he  had  sinoed  of  free  will  and  choice — goes  on  to  say — or 
to  seem  to  say — that  he  had  rwt,  however,  foreseen  the  ex- 
tent and  detail  of  the  torment,  the  skiey  rooks,  and  the 
friendless  desolation.    See  v.  275.    The  intention  of  the 
poet  might  have  been  to  magnify  to  his  andience  the  tor- 
ment of  the  mar^rdom — bnt  the  heroism  of  the  martyr 
diminishes  in  proportion — and  there  appears  to  be  a  contra- 
diction, and  oversight.     Or  is  my  view  wrong?     Tell  me. 
And  tell  me  too,  if  .^Jschylns  is  not  the  divinest  of  all  the 
divine  Greek  soola?    People  say  after  Qnintilian,  that  he 
u  Bavage  and  mde ;  a  sort  of  poetic  Orson,  with  his  locks 
^  wild.    Bat  I  will  not  hear  it  of  my  master  I    He  is 
Btnmg  as  Zens  is — and  not  as  a  boxer — and  tender  as 
Fewer  itself,  which  always  is  tenderest. 
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Bnt  to  go  back  to  the  view  of  Life  vith  the  blind  Hopes; 
yon  are  not  to  think — ^wliatever  I  may  have  written  or  im- 
plied— that  I  lean  either  to  the  philosophy  or  affectation 
which  beholds  the  world  through  darkness  instead  of  light, 
and  speaks  of  it  wailii^Iy.  Now,  may  God  forbid  that  it 
shonld  be  so  with  me.  I  am  not  desponding  by  natnre, 
and  after  a  coarse  of  bitter  mental  discipline  and  long  bod- 
ily seclnsion,  I  come  out  with  two  learnt  lessons  (as  I 
sometimes  say  and  oftenor  feel), — the  wisdom  of  cheerfol- 
nesB—and  the  duty  of  social  interoonrse.  Angaish  has 
instmcted  me  in  joy,  and  solitude  in  society;  it  has  been 
a  wholesome  and  not  unnatural  reaction.  And  altogether, 
I  may  say  that  the  earth  looks  the  br^ter  to  me  in  pro- 
portion to  my  own  deprivations.  The  labomnm  trees  and 
rose  trees  are  plucked  np  by  the  roots — but  the  sunshine  is 
in  their  places,  and  the  root  of  the  sunshine  is  above  the 
storms.  What  we  call  Life  is  a  condition  of  the  soul,  and 
the  soul  must  improve  in  happiness  and  wisdom,  except  by 
its  own  fault.  These  tears  in  our  eyes,  these  fointings  of 
the  flesh,  will  not  hinder  such  improvement 

And  I  do  like  to  hear  testimonies  like  yours,  to  happi- 
neaa,  and  I  feel  it  to  be  a  testimony  of  a  higher  sort  tttas 
the  obvious  one.  Still,  it  is  obvious  too  that  you  have 
been  spared,  up  to  this  time,  the  great  natural  afflictions, 
against  which  we  are  nearly  all  called,  sooner  or  later,  to 
struggle  and  wrestle — or  yonr  step  would  not  be  '  on  the 
stair '  quite  so  lightly.  And  so,  we  tarn  to  you,  dear  Mr. 
Browning,  for  comfort  and  gentle  spiriting  I  Bememhcr 
that  aa  you  owe  your  unscathed  joy  to  God,  yon  should 
pay  it  back  to  His  world.  And  I  thank  you  for  some  of  it 
already. 

Also,  writing  as  from  friend  to  friend — as  yoa  say 
rightly  that  we  are — I  ought  to  confess  that  of  one  class  of 
griefs  (which  has  been  called  too  the  bitterest),  I  know  aa 
little  as  yon.  The  cruelty  of  the  wcn-ld,  and  the  treason  of 
it— the  unworthiness  of  the  dearest;  of  these  griefs  I  have 
scanty  knowledge.    It  seems  to  me  from  my  personal  exp&- 
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tianoe  &&i  there  is  Idndneaa  everyyrhetQ  in  different  pro- 
portions, and  more  goodness  and  tenderheartedness  than 
we  read  of  in  the  moralists.  People  have  been  kind  to  me, 
even  without  nnderstanding  me,  and  pitiful  to  me,  withont 
approving  of  me : — ^nay,  have  not  the  very  critics  tamed 
their  beardom  for  me,  and  roared  delicately  as  sncking 
doves,  on  behalf  of  me?  I  have  do  harm  to  say  of  your 
worid,  thong^  I  am  not  of  it,  as  yoa  see.  And  I  have  the 
cream  of  it  in  yoor  frieodship,  and  a  little  more,  and  I  do 
not  envy  mnoh  the  milkers  of  the  cows. 

Hoirkind  yoa  are  I — how  kindly  and  gently  yon  speak 
to  me !  Some  things  yoa  say  are  very  touching,  and  some, 
sarprising;  and  althoogh  I  am  aware  that  yoa  nnoon- 
sciooaly  exaggerate  what  I  can  be  to  yoa,  yet  it  is  delight* 
fol  to  be  broad  awake  and  think  of  yon  as  my  friend. 

Uay  God  bless  yoat 

FaithfoUy  yours, 

EUZABETB  B.  BaBBBFT. 


B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Tuesd&y  Homing. 
[Poft-mark,  March  13,  1B45.J 

Toor  letter  made  me  so  happy,  dear  Miss  Barrett,  that  I 
have  kept  quiet  this  while;  is  it  too  great  a  shame  if  I  be- 
(^  to  want  more  good  news  of  yoa,  and  to  say  ao?  Be- 
cause there  has  been  a  bitter  wind  ever  since.  Will  yon 
grant  me  a  great  tavoor?  Always  when  yon  write,  thoi^h 
about  year  own  works,  not  Greek  plays  merely,  put  me  in, 
alioaya,  a  little  official  baUetia-line  that  shall  say  '  I  am 
bettcor '  or  *  still  better,*  will  yon?  That  is  done,  then — and 
now,  what  do  I  wish  to  tell  yoa  first?  The  poem  yoo  pro- 
pose to  make,  for  the  times ;  the  fearless  fresh  living  work 
yon  describe,  is  the  only  Poem  to  be  undertaken  now  by 
yon  or  anyone  that  is  a  Poet  at  all;  the  only  reality,  only 
effective  piece  of  service  to  be  rendered  Ood  and  man;  it  is 
what  I  have  been  all  my  life  intending  to  do,  and  now  shall 
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be  mnch,  macb  nearer  doing,  since  yoa  will  along  irith 
me.  And  yon  can  do  it,  I  know  and  am  sore — so  sure,  th&t 
I  conld  find  in  my  heart  to  be  jealoos  of  yonr  stopping  in 
the  Tray  even  to  translate  the  Prometheos ;  though  the  ao- 
companying  monologue  will  make  amends  too.  Or  shall  I 
set  yon  a  task  I  meant  for  myself  once  upon  a  time? — 
which,  oh,  how  yon  would  fulfill  Bestore  the  Frometheos 
mpipdpot  as  Shelley  did  the  Aud/isfo^-  when  I  say  '  restore,' 
I  know,  or  very  mnch  fear,  that  the  Ttupfopo^  was  the  same 
with  the  -rupxatii^  which,  by  a  fragment,  we  sorrowfully  as- 
certain to  have  been  a  Satyrio  Drama ;  but  surely  the  capa- 
bilities of  the  subject  are  much  greater  than  in  this,  we  nov 
wcmder  at;  nay,  they  include  all  those  of  ^lis  last — for  jusit 
see  how  maguificentty  the  story  unrolls  itself.  The  b^;in- 
ning  of  Jupiter's  dynasty,  the  calm  in  Heaven  after  the 
storm,  the  ascending — (stop,  I  will  get  the  book  and  give 
the  words),  Sxiot  td^tara  Tdr  xarp^ov  it^  Opdvov  xadiZfr',  t&6bs 
Saiixoatv  vip»i  ylpa  SXloten  Slia — x.t.I.,'  all  the  while  From^ 
thens  being  the  first  among  the  first  in  honour,  as  xalrot 
Ototai  ToEf  vioK  Tourmf  yipa  ri'e  ikkoj,  ^  y(u,  teivrtlBt  fti^ptatj  * 
then  the  one  black  hand-cloudlet  storming  the  joyous  blue 
and  gold  everywhere,  ^porBv  8i  Ttuw  zaXatKupatv  iofov  ohx  itx** 
obSlvn*  and  the  design  of  Zens  to  blot  out  the  whole  raoe, 
and  plant  a  new  one.  And  Prometheus  with  his  grand 
solitary  ^  f  MXp-naa.,*  and  his  saving  them,  as  the  Jint 
good,  from  annihilation.  Then  comes  the  darkening  brow 
of  Zens,  and  estrangement  from  the  benign  circle  of  grate- 
ful gods,  and  the  dissuasion  of  old  confederates,  and  all  the 
Bight  that  one  may  fancy  in  Might,  the  strongest  reasons 

■  [Aeschjlus,  PromOhtnu,  S38ff. :  '  When  at  first 

He  fllled  his  father's  thrODe,  he  Infitontly 
Uade  various  g^fU  of  glory  to  the  gods. '] 
*  Jb,  489,  440 :  '  For  aee— tbeir  honours  to  those  new-made  godi. 
What  other  gave  but  I?  '] 

■  [A.  881,  283 :  '  Alone  of  men. 

Of  tnfaerablemen,  be  took  no  count.'] 
*[i(.  380:  'But  I  dared  It.'] 
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grauca-tfat  rpijcou  fikaxSpAjcou^  ooming  from  the  otm  mmd  of 
the  Titan,  if  you  will,  and  all  the  while  he  shall  be  pio- 
oeeding  eteadil;  in  the  alleyiatioQ  of  the  BnfferiiigB  of  moz^ 
tals  whom,    VTjitiouf  ivra^  tA    tcpin,  inioot  xal   fptvav  imjfioHou^ 

Ethjir,'  while  BtiU,  in  proportion,  sh^  the  doom  he  is  about 
to  draw  on  himself  maoifeet  itself  more  and  more  dis- 
tinctly, till  at  the  last,  he  shall  achieve  the  salvation  of 
man,  body  (by  the  gift  of  fire)  and  sonl  (by  even  those 
rofiai  iXjriStv'  hopes  of  immortality),  and  so  having  ren- 
dered him  ntterly,  according  to  the  mythos  here,  mdepen- 
dent  of  Jove — for  observe,  Frometheos  in  the  play  never 
talks  of  helping  mortals  more,  of  fearing  for  them  mOTe,  d 
«ven  benefiting  them  more  by  his  snfferinga.  The  rest  is 
between  Jove  and  himself;  he  will  reveal  the  master-secret 
to  Jove  when  he  shall  have  released  him,  &o.  There  is  no 
stipolation  that  the  gifts  to  mortals  shall  be  contLnaed; 
indeed,  by  the  &ct  that  it  is  Frometheos  who  hai^  on 
Caacaens while '  the  ephemerals  possess  fire,'  one  sees  that 
somehow  myeterionsly  they  are  past  Jove's  harming  now. 
Well,  this  wholly  achieved,  the  price  is  as  whoUy  accepted, 
and  off  into  the  darkness  passes  in  calm  triomphant  gran- 
deur the  Titan,  with  Strength  and  Tiolence,  and  Yolcan's 
silent  and  downcast  eyes,  and  then  the  gold  cloods  and 
renewed  finshings  of  felioity  shut  up  the  scene  again,  with 
Might  in  his  old  throne  again,  yet  with  a  new  element  of 
mistmst,  and  conscioas  shame,  and  fear,  that  writes  s^jiifi- 
cantly  enough  above  all  the  glory  and  rejoicing  that  all  is 
not  as  it  was,  nor  will  ever  be.  Sach  might  be  the  frame- 
work of  yonr  Drama,  jnst  what  cannot  help  striking  one  at 
first  glance,  and  would  not  such  a  Drama  go  well  before 
your  translation?  Do  think  of  this  and  tell  me — it  nearly 
writes  itself.     Yon  see,  I  meant  the  fiif  ^fi^i^O'*  to  be  a 

>  [lb.  11:     '  Leara  off  bis  old  trick  of  loTlng  man.'} 
•  [ii.  443,  4M ;  '  Being  f ooU  before, 

I  mwle  them  wise  and  true  In  aim  of  soul.'] 
»[i6.  860:  'Blind  hopes.'] 
<  [2ft.  £01:  'A  great  benefit.'] 
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deep  great  tmth ;  if  there  were  no  life  beyond  this,  I  think 
the  hope  in  one  would  be  on  incalonlable  bleaeing /or  this 
life,  which  is  melancholy  for  one  like  .^Sschylns  to  feel,  if 
he  coold  only  hope,  because  the  argoment  as  to  the  olterior 
good  of  ttiose  hopes  is  cnt  clean  away,  and  what  had  he 
left? 

I  do  not  find  it  taJce  away  from  my  feeling  of  the  magna- 
nimity of  Prometheus  that  he  should,  in  tmth,  complain 
(as  he  does  from  beginning  to  end)  of  what  he  finds  him- 
self anffering.  He  coold  have  prevented  all,  and  can  stop 
it  now — of  that  he  never  t>'i"Trt>  for  a  moment.  That  was 
the  old  Greek  way — they  never  let  an  antagonistio  passion 
nentralise  the  other  which  was  to  influence  the  man  to  his 
praise  or  blame.  A  Greek  hero  fears  exceedingly  and  bat- 
tles it  out,  cries  oat  when  he  is  wonnded  and  fights  on, 
does  not  say  his  love  or  hate  makes  him  see  no  duiger  or 
feel  no  pain.  .Slsohylas  from  first  word  to  last  {'ttaOl  /is^ 
ola  Ttda^ia'  to  iaopfi  /u,  a>s  SxStxa  T;da}[ai')  insists  on  the  nn- 
mitigated  reality  of  the  ponishment  which  only  the  son, 
and  divine  ether,  and  the  godhead  of  his  mother  can  com- 
prehend; still,  still  that  is  only  what  I  suppose  .Slschylos 
to  have  done — in  yoar  poem  yon  shalL  make  Prometheos 
onr  way. 

And  now  enough  of  Greek,  which  I  am  fast  forgetting 
^r  I  never  look  at  books  I  loved  once)  — it  was  yonr  men- 
tion of  the  translation  that  brought  oat  the  old  fast  fading 
oatUnes  of  the  Poem  in  my  brain — the  Greek  poem,  that 
is.  Tou  think — ^for  I  mast  get  to  you — that  I  'nncon- 
scionsly  exaggerate  what  yon  are  to  me.'  Now,  yon  don't 
know  what  that  is,  nor  can  I  very  well  tell  yon,  becaase  the 
language  with  which  I  talk  to  myself  of  these  matters  is 
spiritaal  Attic,  and  'loves  contractions,'  as  grammarians 
say ;  bnt  I  read  it  myself,  and  well  know  what  it  means, 
that's  why  I  told  yon  I  was  self-conscioas — I  meant  that  I 
never  yet  mistook  my  own  feelings,  one  for  another — there  I 
'  [i&.  D3 :  ■  Bebold  what  I  suffer. '] 
*  [lb,  1098  !  'Dost  see  how  I  suffer  this  wroagT '] 
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Of  what  nse  is  taJkisg?  Only  do  you  Bt&y  heie  with  me  in 
the  '  Hoaae '  these  few  short  years.  Do  yon  think  I  shall 
see  yon  in  two  months,  three  months?  I  may  travel,  per- 
haps. So  yon  have  got  to  like  society,  and  wonld  enjoy 
it,  you  think?  For  me,  I  always  hated  it — have  pot  np 
with  it  theae  six  or  seven  years  past,  lest  by  foregoing  it  I 
shonld  let  some  nnksown  good  escape  me,  in  the  true  time 
of  it,  and  only  discover  my  fault  when  too  late;  and  now 
that  I  have  done  most  of  what  is  to  be  done,  any  lodge  in 
a  garden  of  ououmbers  for  met  I  don't  even  care  about 
reading  now — the  world,  and  pictures  of  it,  rather  than 
writings  about  the  worldl  But  you  must  read  books  in 
order  to  get  words  and  forms  for  '  the  public '  if  yon  write, 
and  ^utt  you  needs  must  do,  if  you  fear  God.  I  have  do 
pleasure  in  writing  myself — none,  in  the  mere  act — though 
all  pleasure  in  the  sense  of  fulfilling  a  duty,  whence,  if  I 
have  done  my  real  best,  judge  how  heart-breaking  a  matter 
must  it  be  to  be  pronounced  a  poor  creature  by  critic  this 
and  acquaintance  the  other.  But  I  think  you  like  the  ope- 
ration of  writing  as  I  should  like  that  of  painting  or  making 
music,  do  you  not?  After  all,  there  is  a  great  delight  in 
the  heart  of  the  thing;  and  use  and  forethought  have  made 
me  ready  at  all  times  to  set  to  work — but — I  don't  know 
why — my  heart  sinks  whenever  I  open  this  desk,  and  rises 
when  I  shut  it.  Yet  but  for  what  I  have  written  yon  would 
never  have  heard  of  me— and  through  what  yon  have  writ- 
ten, not  properly /or  it,  I  love  and  wish  you  welll  Now, 
will  you  remember  what  I  began  my  letter  by  saying — how 
yoa  have  promised  to  let  me  know  if  my  wishing  takes 
effect,  and  if  you  still  continue  better?  And  not  even  .  . 
(since  we  are  learned  in  magnanimity)  don't  even  tell  me 
that  or  anything  else,  if  it  teases  you, — but  wait  your  own 
good  time,  and  know  me  f  or  .  .  if  these  words  were  but 
my  own,  and  fresh-minted  for  this  moment's  use  I  .  . 
Tours  ever  faithfully, 
*  B.  BBOwmHa. 
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E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

50  Wlmpola  Street;  March  SO,  1849. 

Whenever  I  del&y  to  write  to  you,  dear  Mr.  Browning, 
it  is  not,  be  sure,  that  I  take  my  '  ovn  good  time, '  bnt  snb- 
mifc  to  my  own  bad  time.  It  was  kind  of  yon  to  wish  to 
know  how  I  was,  and  not  unkind  of  me  to  sospend  my 
answer  to  your  question — foj  indeed  I  have  not  been 
very  well,  nor  have  had  m^h  heart  for  saying  so.  This 
implacable  weather  1  this  east  wind  that  seems  to  blov 
throng^'  the  son  and  moon !  who  can  be  well  in  soch  s 
wind?  Yet  for  me,  I  shoxild  not  grnmble.  There  has  been 
nothing  very  bad  the  matter  with  me,  as  there  used  to  be— 
I  only  grow  weaker  than  nsoal,  and  leatn  my  lesson  of  be- 
ing mortal,  in  a  comer — and  then  all  this  mnst  end  t  April 
is  coming.  There  will  be  both  a  May  and  a  Jnne  if  ve 
live  to  see  soch  things,  and  perhaps,  after  all,  we  may. 
And  as  to  seeing  you  besides,  I  observe  that  yon  distrust 
me,  and  that  perhaps  you  penetrate  my  morbidity  and 
guess  how  when  the  moment  comes  to  see  a  living  human 
face  to  which  I  am  not  accustomed,  l  shrink  and  grow  pale 
inthespirit.  Do  you?  Ton  are  learned  in  human  natmre, 
and  you  know  the  consequences  of  leading  anch  a  secluded 
"  life  as  mine — notwithstanding  all  my  fine  philosophy  about 
social  duties  and  the  like — well — if  yon  have  such  knowl- 
edge or  if  yon  have  it  not,  I  cannot  say,  but  I  do  say  that 
I  will  indeed  see  yon  when  the  warm  weather  has  revived 
me  a  little,  and  put  the  earth  '  to  rights '  again  so  as  to 
make  pleasures  of  the  sort  possible.  For  if  you  think  that 
I  shall  not  like  to  see  yon,  yon  are  wrong,  for  all  your 
learning.  But  I  shall  be  afraid  of  you  at  first — though  I 
am  not,  in  writing  thus.  Yon  are  Paracelsus,  and  I  am  a 
recluse,  with  nerves  that  have  been  all  broken  on  the  rack, 
and  now  hang  loosely — quivering  at  a  step  and  breath. 

And  what  yon  say  of  society  draws  me  on  to  many  com- 
parative thoughts  of  your  life  and  mine.     You  seem  to  have 
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dmnken  of  the  cap  of  life  fall,  Trith  the  Ban  Bhioing  on  it. 
I  have  lived  onl7  inwardly ;  or  with  eorrow,  for  a  Btrong 
emotion.  Sefore  this  BecIoBion  of  my  illnesB,  I  was  se- 
oloded  BtiU,  and  there  are  few  of  the  yoaii^est  women  in 
the  world  who  have  not  seen  more,  heard  more,  known 
more,  of  Booiety,  than  I,  who  am  scarcely  to  be  called 
yoang  now.  I  grew  ap  in  the  coantry — had  no  social  op- 
portnnitieB,  had  my  heart  in  books  and  poetry,  and  mj 
expeiieiioa  in  reveries.  My  sympathies  drooped  towards 
the  groimd  like  an  nntrained  hoaeysockle — and  bat  for 
one,  in  my  own  house — but  of  this  I  cannot  speak.  It  was 
a  lonely  life,  growing  green  like  the  grass  aroand  it. 
Books  and  dreams  were  what  I  lived  in — and  domwtic  life 
only  seemed  to  bazz  gently  aroimd,  like  the  bees  aboat  the 
grass.  And  so  time  passed,  and  passed — and  afterwards, 
when  my  lUneBS  came  and  I  seemed  to  stand  at  the  edge  of 
the  world  with  all  done,  and  no  prospect  (as  appeared  at 
one  time)  of  ever  passing  the  threshold  of  one  room  again; 
why  then,  I  tamed  to  thinking  with  some  bitterness  (after 
the  greatest  sorrow  of  my  life  had  given  me  room  and  time 
to  breathe)  that  I  had  stood  blind  in  this  temple  I  waa 
about  to  leave — that  Aad  seen  no  Haman  nature,  that  my 
brothers  and  sisters  of  the  earth  were  names  to  me,  that  I 
had  beheld  no  great  mountain  or  river,  nothing  in  fact.  I 
waa  as  a  mim  dying  who  had  not  read  Shakespeare,  and  it 
was  too  late  1  do  yon  nnderstond?  And  do  yon  alBo  know 
what  a  disadvantage  this  ignorance  ia  to  my  art?  Why,  if 
I  live  on  and  yet  do  not  escape  from  this  secloBion,  do  yon 
not  perceive  that  I  labour  onder  signal  diHadvantages — 
that  I  am,  in  a  manner,  aa  a  blind  poet?  Certainly,  there 
is  a  compensation  to  a  degree.  I  have  had  much  of  the 
inner  life,  and  from  the  habit  of  aelf-conscioosness  and  aelf- 
aaalysia,  I  make  great  gaeeses  at  Human  nature  in  the 
main.  But  how  willingly  I  would  as  a  poet  exchange  some 
of  this  Inmbering,  ponderous,  helpless  knowledge  of  bo(^, 
for  some  experience  of  life  and  man,  for  some  .  .  . 

But  all  grombling  is  a  vile  thing.     We  should  all  thank 
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God  for  OUT  measxiTes  of  life,  and  think  them  enough  tea 
eaol]  of  us.  I  write  bo,  that  jaa  ma;  not  miatake  vhat  I 
wrote  bsfore  in  relation  to  Bociety,  althongh  you  do  cot  see 
from  my  point  of  new;  and  that  yon  may  nnderstand  what 
I  mean  fully  when  I  say,  that  I  have  lived  all  my  chief 
joifS,  and  indeed  nearly  all  emotions  that  go  warmly  b; 
that  name  and  relate  to  myself  personally,  in  poetry  and  is 
poetry  alone.  Like  to  write?  Of  coniBe,  of  oonrse  I  do. 
I  seem  to  live  while  I  write — it  is  life,  for  me.  Why,  what 
is  to  live?  V^ot  to  eat  and  drink  and  breathe, — but  to  feel 
tlie  life  in  yon  down  all  the  fibres  of  being,  passionately 
and  joyfallyX  Acdthos,  one  lives  in  composition  sorely— 
not  always — tmt  when  the  wheel  goes  round  and  the  pro- 
cession is  nninterrapted.  Is  it  not  so  with  yon?  oh — it 
most  be  so.  For  the  rest,  there  will  be  necessarily  a  re- 
action; and,  in  my  own  particular  case,  whenever  I  see  a 
poem  of  mine  in  print,  or  even  smoothly  transcribed,  the 
reaction  is  most  x>ainfal.  The  pleasnre,  the  sense  of  power, 
without  which  I  conld  not  write  a  line,  is  gone  in  a  mo- 
ment; and  nothing  remains  but  disappointment  and  homilp 
iation.  I  never  wrote  a  poem  which  yon  could  not  pei- 
sosde  me  to  tear  to  pieces  if  you^ok  me  at  the  r^ht 
moment!    I  have  a  eeaaonable  humility,  I  do  assare  you. 

How  delightful  to  talk  ebont  oneself;  but  as  yon 
'  tempted  me  and  I  did  eat, '  I  entreat  your  longsnffering  ol 
my  sin,  and  abl  if  yon  would  but  sin  back  so  in  turn  I 
Yon  and  I  seem  to  meet  in  a  mild  contrarious  harmony  .  . 
as  in  the  '  si  no,  si  no '  of  an  Italian  duet.  I  want  to  see 
more  of  men,  and  yoo  have  seen  too  much,  yon  eay.  I  am 
in  ignorance,  and  yon,  in  satiety.  '  You  don't  even  care 
about  reading  now. '  Is  it  possible?  And  I  am  as  '  fresh  * 
abont  reading,  as  ever  I  was — as  long  as  I  keep  out  of  the 
shadow  of  the  dictionaries  and  of  theological  controversieB, 
and  the  Uke.  Shall  I  whisper  it  to  yon  under  the  memory 
of  the  last  rose  of  last  summer?  /  am  very  fond  of  ro- 
mances ;  yes !  and  I  read  them  not  only  as  some  wise  peo- 
ple are  known  to  do,  for  the  sake  of  the  eloquence  here  and 
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the  sentiment  theie,  and  the  graphio  intermixtorea  heie 
and  theie,  but  for  the  story  1  jost  as  little  ohildien  would, 
siitbg  on  their  papa's  knee.  My  childish  Iotb  of  a  Bbary 
never  wore  out  with  my  love  of  plnm  cake,  and  now  there 
is  not  a  hole  in  it.  I  make  it  a  role,  for  the  most  part,  to 
read  all  the  romances  that  other  people  are  kind  enoiigh  to 
write — and  woe  to  the  miserable  wight  who  tells  me  how 
the  third  voltime  endeth.  Have  you  in  you  any  Burriving 
innocence  of  this  sort?  or  do  yon  call  it  idiocy?  If  you 
do,  I  will  forgive  yon,  only  smiling  to  myself — I  giTe  you 
notice — with  a  smile  of  superior  pleasure  1  Mr.  Chorley 
made  me  quite  laugh  the  other  day  by  recommending  Mary 
Hewitt's  '  Improvisatore,'  with  a  sort  of  deprecating  refer* 
ence  to  the  descripttona  in  the  book,  juat  as  if  I  never  read 
a  novel — II  I  wrote  a  confeeeion  back  to  him  which  made 
him  shake  hia  head  perhaps,  and  now  I  confess  to  you, 
nnproToked.  I  am  one  who  could  have  forgotten  the 
plague,  listening  to  Boccaccio's  stories;  and  I  am  not 
ashamed  of  it,  I  do  not  even '  see  the  better  part, '  I  am  so 
silly. 

Ah  I  you  tempt  me  with  a  grand  vision  of  Prometheus  t 
/,  who  have  juet  escaped  with  my  life,  after  treading  Mil- 
ton's ground,  yoilwould  sand  me  to  .^^hylus's.  No,  I  do 
not  dare.  And  besides  ...  I  am  inclined  to  think  that 
we  want  ntsw  forms,  as  well  as  thoughts.  The  old  gods  are 
dethroned.  Why  should  we  go  hac^  to  the  antique  moulds, 
classical  moulds,  as  they  are  so  improperly  called?  If  it 
is  a  necessity  of  Art  to  do  so,  why  then  those  critics  axe 
right  who  hold  that  Art  is  exhausted  and  the  world  too 
worn  out  for  poetry.  I  do  not,  for  my  part,  believe  this : 
and  I  believe  the  so-called  necessity  of  Art  to  be  the  mere 
feebleness  of  the  artist.  Let  us  all  aspire  rather  to  Life, 
and  let  the  dead  bury  their  dead.  If  we  have  but  courage 
to  face  these  conventions,  to  touch  this  low  ground,  we 
shall  take  strength  from  it  instead  of  losing  it ;  and  of  that, 
I  am  intimately  perBuaded.  For  there  is  poetry  every- 
where ;  &e  '  treasure '  (see  the  old  fable)  lies  all  over  the 
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field.     And  then  ChristianitT'  is  a  worthy  na/ih,  and  poeti- 
oally  acceptable. 

I  had  much  to  say  to  yoTi,  or  at  least  something,  cd  the 
'  bUod  hopes '  &c.,  but  am  ashamed  to  take  a  step  into  & 
nev  sheet.  If  yon  mean  *  to  trarel,'  why,  I  shall  have  to 
miss  yon.  Do  yoa  leally  mean  it?  How  is  the  play  going 
OQ?  and  the  poem? 

May  Ood  Uess  yoa  1 

Eyet  and  troly  yonrs, 

E.  B.  B. 

B.  B.toE.  B.  B. 

Monday  Honing 
[Post-mark,  March  81,  1849.] 

When  yon  read  Don  Qnizote,  my  dear  romance-reader, 
do  yoa  ever  notioe  that  flower  of  an  incident  of  good  fel- 
lowship where  the  friendly  Squire  of  Him  of  the  Moon,  or 
the  Looking  glasses,  (J.  foi^et  which)  passes  to  Sancho's 
dry  lips,  (all  onder  a  cork-tree  one  momii^ — a  plump 
wine-fikin, — and  do  yoa  admire  dear  brave  lltCgners  kdowl- 
edge  of  thirsty  nature  when  he  tells  yoa  that  the  Drinker, 
having  seriously  considered  for  a  space  the  pleiads,  or 
place  where  they  should  be,  fell,  as  he  slowly  returned  the 
shrivelled  bottle  to  its  donor,  into  a  deep  musing  of  an 
hour's  length,  or  theteaboats,  and  then  .  .  mark  .  .  only 
(hen,  fetching  a  profound  sigh,  broke  silence  with  .  ,  sach 
a  piece  of  praise  as  tarns  pale  the  labours  in  that  way  of 
Babelais  and  the  Teion  (if  he  wasn't  a  Byzantine  monk, 
alas  I)  and  oar  Mr.  Kenyon's  stately  self — (since  my  own 
especial  poet  h  mm,  that  can  do  all  with  anybody,  only 
*  sips  like  a  fly, '  she  says,  and  so  cares  not  to  compete  with 
these  behemoths  that  drink  up  Jordan) — Well,  then  .  . 
(oh,  I  mast  get  qnick  to  the  sentence's  end,  and  be  brief  as 
an  oracle-explainer  I) — the  giver  is  yon  and  the  taker  is  J, 
and  the  letter  is  the  wine,  and  the  star-gazing  is  the  read- 
ing the  same,  and  the  brown  stndy  is — how  shall  I  deserve 
and  be  gratefal  enoogh  to  this  new  strange  friend  of  my 


C,q,t,=cdbvG00g[C 


1815]  AUD  ELIZABETH  BASKETI  47 

own,  that  has  taken  away  my  reproach  among  men,  that 
liara  aabh  and  all  their  friend,  so  they  say  (  .  .  not  thai  I 
believe  all  they  say — they  boast  too  soon  sometiines,  no 
doabt, — ^I  once  was  shown  a  letter  wherein  the  trath  stom- 
bled  oot  after  this  fashion  'Bere  Smith, — I  calls  yon 
'dere"  .  .  becanse  yon  are  so  in  yonr  shopl ') — and  the 
great  sigh  is, — there  is  no  deserving  nor  being  grateful  at 
all, —and  the  breaking  silence  is,  and  Qi6  praise  is  .  .  ah, 
Oxen,  enough  of  it  I  • 

This  sunny  morning  is  as  if  I  wished  it  for  yon — ^10 
strikes  by  tiie  clock  now — tell  me  if  at  10  this  morning 
yon  feel  any  good  from  my  heart's  wishes  for  yon — Z 
would  give  yon  all  yon  want  out  <^  my  own  life  and  glad- 
ness and  yet  keep  twice  the  stock  that  shoidd  by  right  have 
sufficed  the  thin  white  face  that  is  laoghing  at  me  in  the 
glass  yonder  at  the  fancy  of  its  making  anyone  afraid  .  . 
and  now,  with  another  kind  of  laugh,  at  the  thought  that 
when  its  owner  '  travels '  next,  he  will  leave  off  Miss  Barrett 
along  with  port-wine — I^i  meliora  pUa,  and,  among  them  to 
Yonrs  every  where,  and  at  all  times  yonrs 

B.  BBOWHnia. 

I  have  all  to  say  yet — next  letter.    B.  B. 

B.B.toE.  B.  B. 

TaaBdayingbt. 
[Port-muk,  April  10,  18tS.] 

I  heard  of  yon,  dear  Miss  Barrett,  between  a  Polka  and 
a  Cellarins  the  other  evening,  of  Mr.  Kenyon — how  this 
tnnd  most  hnrt  yon  I  And  yesterday  I  had  occasion  to  go 
your  way — past,  that  is,  Wimpole  Street,  the  end  of  it, — 
sad,  do  yon  know,  I  did  not  seem  to  have  leave  from  yon 
to  go  down  it  yet,  much  less  count  nmnber  after  nomber 
till  I  came  to  yonis, — moch  least  than  less,  look  np  when 
[  did  come  IQiere.  So  I  went  on  to  a  viperine  she-friend  of 
mine  who,  I  think,  rather  loves  me  she  does  so  hate  me, 
ind  we  talked  over  the  chances  of  certain  other  friends  who 
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yrere  to  be  balloted  for  at  tlie  'Atheiueaiu '  last  sight, — one 
of  whom,  it  seema,  was  in  a  fright  about  it — '  to  such  little 
purpose '  said  my  friend — '  for  he  is  so  iooffensiTe — now, 
if  one  were  to  style  you  that — ' '  Or  you  * — I  said — and  bo  we 
bi^ad  onraelvea  in  our  grimnees  like  tiger-cats.  Then 
there  is  a  deal  in  the  papers  to-day  about  Maynooth,  and 
a  meeting  presided  over  by  Lord  Mayor  Gibbs,  and  the 
Bererend  Mr.  Somebody's  speech.  And  Bbs.  Norton  has 
gone  and  book-made  at  a  "great  rate  about  the  Prince  of 
VN^ales,  pleasantly  putting  off  till  his  time  all  that  used 
of  old  to  be  pat  off  till  his  mother's  time;  altogether^  I 
should  dearly  like  to  hear  from  you,  but  not  till  the  wind 
goes,  aod  sun  oomes — because  I  shall  see  Mr.  Kenyon  next 
week  and  get  him  to  tell  me  some  more.  By  the  way,  do 
you  suppose  anybody  else  looks  like  him?  If  yon  do,  the 
first  room  full  of  real  London  people  you  go  among  yon 
will  fancy  to  be  lighted  up  by  a  saucer  of  burning  salt  and 
spirits  of  wine  in  the  back  ground. 

Monday — last  night  when  I  could  do  nothing  else  I  be- 
gan to  write  to  you,  such  writing  as  you  have  seen — 
strange  I  The  proper  time  and  season  for  good  sound  sen- 
Bible  and  profitable  forms  of  speech — when  ought  it  to 
have  occurred,  and  how  did  I  evade  it  in  these  letters  <tf 
mine?  For  people  begin  with  a  graceful  skittish  levity, 
lestyon  should  be  stmokall  of  a  heap  with  what  is  to  come^ 
and  that  is  sure  to  be  iha  stuff  and  staple  of  the  man,  full 
of  wisdom  and  sorrow, — and  then  again  comes  tiie  fringe 
of  reeds  and  pink  little  stones  on  the  other  aide,  that  you 
may  put  foot  on  land,  and  draw  breath,  and  think  what  a 
deep  pond  yon  have  swum  across.  But  you  are  the  real 
deep  wonder  of  a  creature, — and  I  sail  these  paper-boats 
on  yon  rather  impudently.  But  I  always  mean  to  be  very 
grave  one  day, — when  I  am  in  better  spirits  and  can  go 
yiiort  di  me. 

And  one  thing  I  want  to  persuade  you  of,  which  is,  that 
all  yon  gain  by  travel  is  the  discovery  that  yon  have  gianed 
nothing,  and  have  done  rightly  in  trosting  to  your  innate 
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ideas — or  nok  rightly  in  distnisting  them,  as  the  eaaa  ma7 
be.  Yoa  get,  too,  a  little  .  .  perhaps  a  oooBiderahle,  good, 
in  findii%  the  world's  aooepted  taondda  every  where,  into 
which  yon  may  nm  and  fix  your  own  fused  metal, — bat 
not  a  grain  Troy-weight  do  yen  get  of  new  gold,  silver  or 
biaes.  After  this,  yoa  go  boldly  on  your  own  resoarcea, 
and  are  justified  to  yoanielf,  that's  all.  Three  soratohea 
with  a  pen,'  even  with  this  pen, — and  yoa  have  the  green 
little  Syrenosa  where  I  have  sate  and  heard  the  qoails 
aiog.  One  of  these  days  I  shall  destnribe  a  country  I  have 
seen  in  my  sonl  only,  fmits,  flowers,  birds  and  all. 
£rar  yooxs,  dear  Miss  Barrett, 

B.  BBowNma. 


K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Tbnnday  Uoming. 
[Poflt-mark,  April  IS,  184S.] 

If  yoa  did  bat  know  dear  Mr.  Browning  how  often  I 
Itave  written  .  .  not  this  letter  I  am  about  to  write,  but 
another  better  letter  to  yon,  .  .  in  the  midst  of  my  silence, 
.  .  yon  woold  not  think  for  a  moment  that  the  east  wind, 
with  all  the  harm  it  does  to  me,  is  able  to  do  the  great 
harm  of  pnttii^  out  Qie  light  of  the  thocght  of  yoa  to  my 
mind;  for  this,  indeed,  it  has  no  power  to  do.  I  had  the 
pes  in  my  hand  once  to  write ;  and  why  it  fell  oat,  I  can- 
not tell  yoa.  And  yoa  see,  .  .  all  yonr  writing  will  not 
ohange  the  windl  Yoa  wished  all  manner  of  good  to  me 
one  day  as  the  clock  struck  ten;  yes,  and  I  assure  yoa  I 
van  better  that  day — and  I  most  aot  iovgei  to  tell  you  so 
though  it  is  so  long  since.  And  there/ore,  I  was  logically 
boimd  to  believe  thai  yoa  had  never  thought  of  me  since 
.  .  unless  you  thought  east  winds  ol  me  I  That  was  quite 
oleu;  was  it  not?  or  woold  have  been;  if  it  had  not  been 
tor  the  snpematural  conviction,  I  had  above  all,  of  yonr 
kisduees,  which  was  too  large  to  be  taken  in  the  hinge  of 
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a  syUogiBm.  In  iaci  I  have  long  left  off  thinkiiig  thai 
l<^o  proves  anything— it  doesn't,  you  know. 

Bat  your  liamia  has  tai^t  yoa  some  aabtle '  vipOTine  * 
reasonit^  and  motiving,  for  the  taming  down  one  street  in* 
stead  of  another.    It  was  oonclosive. 

Ah — bat  yoa  will  nerer  persuade  me  that  I  am  the  bet- 
ter, or  as  veU,  for  the  thii^  that  I  have  not.  We  look 
from  different  points  of  view,  and  yoars  is  the  point  of  at- 
tainment. Not  that  yon  do  not  truly  say  that,  when  all  is 
done,  we  must  come  home  to  place  oar  engines,  and  act  by 
oar  own  strength.  I  do  not  want  material  as  material;  no 
one  does — but  every  life  requires  a  full  experience,  a  va- 
rioos  experience — and  I  have  a  profound  convictioii  that 
where  a  poet  has  been  shut  from  most  of  the  outward  as- 
pects of  life,  be  is  at  a  lamentable  disadvantage.  Can  yoa, 
speaking  for  youraelf,  separate  the  results  in  you  from  the 
external  influences  at  work  around  you,  that  you  say  so 
boldly  that  you  get  nothing  from  the  world?  Tou  do  not 
dxrecdy,  I  know— but  you  do  indirectly  and  by  a  rebound. 
"Whatever  acts  upon  yon,  becomes  you — and  whatever  yon 
love  or  hate,  whatever  charms  you  or  is  scorned  by  yoa, 
acts  on  you  and  becomes  you.  Have  yoa  read  the  '  Lnpro- 
visatore '?  or  will  you?  The  writer  seems  to  feel,  just  as 
I  do,  the  good  of  the  outward  life;  and  he  is  a  poet  in  his 
soul.  It  is  a  bookfnll  of  beaufy  and  had  a  great  charm  to 
me. 

Ab  to  the  Polkas  and  Cellariases  I  do  not  covet  them  of 
course  .  .  but  what  a  strange  world  yoa  seem  to  have,  to 
me  at  a  distance — what  a  strange  husk  of  a  world !  How 
it  looks  to  me  like  mandarin-life  or  something  aa  remote ; 
nay,  not  mandarin-life  but  mandarin  manners,  .  .  life, 
even  the  outer  life,  meaning  somethii^  deeper,  in  my  ac- 
count of  it.  As  to  dear  T&t.  Eenyon  I  do  not  make  the 
mistake  of  fancying  that  many  can  look  like  liiTn  or  talk 
like  him  or  he  like  him.  I  know  enough  to  know  other- 
wise. When  he  spoke  of  me  he  should  have  said  that  I 
was  better  notwithstanding  the  east  wind.    It  is  really  true 
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—I  am  geULng  alowl;  up  from  the  prostration  of  the  Bevere 
oold,  and  feel  stronger  in  myself. 

Bat  Mrs.  Norton  disconrses  esoellent  mTuio — and  for  the 

rest,  there  are  frnits  in  the  vorld  so  over-ripe,  that  they 

will  fall,  .  .  withoat  being  gathered.    Let  Maynooth  wit- 

neastoiil  i/yoa  thmk  it  toorth  while! 

Ever  yonre, 

ELTZAPgTH  B.   BaBRETT. 

And  is  it  nothing  to  be  '  jostified  to  one's  self  in  one's 
reaonrcee?  '  'TAo/'soZ!,' indeedl  For  the ' sool's  oountry  * 
we  will  have  it  also — and  I  know  hoT  well  the  birds  sing 
in  it.    How  glad  I  was  by  the  way  to  see  yonr  letter ! 


B.  B.  to  K  B.  B. 

Wednesday  Homing. 
[FoBt-inaTk,  April  80,  1840.] 

B  yon  did  bnt  know,  dear  Miss  Barrett,  how  the  '  fnll 
stop  *  after  *  Morning '  jnst  above,  has  tamed  ont  the  fnUest 
of  stops, — and  how  for  aboat  a  qoarter  of  an  honr  since  the 
ink  dried  I  have  been  reasoning  out  the  why  and  wherefore 
of  the  stopping,  the  wisdom  of  it,  and  the  folly  of  it  .  .  , 

By  this  time  yon  see  what  yon  have  got  in  me— Ton 
ask  me  qoestions, '  if  I  like  novels, "  if  the  '  Improvisatore ' 
is  not  good,' '  if  travel  and  sightseeing  do  not  eiffect  this 
and  that  for  one,  *  and '  what  I  am  devisii^ — play  or  poem, ' 
— uid  I  shall  not  say  I  conid  not  answer  at  alt  manner  of 
lengths — bnt,  let  me  only  begin  some  good  piece  of  writing 
of  the  kind,  and  .  .  no,  yon  shall  have  it,  have  what  I  vras 
gmng  to  tell  yon  stops  snch  judiciona  b^innings, — in  a 
parallel  case,  ont  of  which  yoar  ingennity  shall,  please, 
pii^  the  meaning — There  is  a  story  of  D'Israeli's,  an  old 
one,  with  an  episode  of  strange  interest,  or  so  I  fonnd  it 
years  ago, — well,  yon  go  breathlessly  on  with  the  people 
ot  it,  page  after  p^e,  till  at  last  the  end  must  come,  yoa 
feel— and  the  tangled  threads  draw  to  one,  and  an  OQtK>f- 
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doox  feast  in  tlie  woods  helps  yon  .  .  tliat  i%,  helpa  tfaeio, 
tlie  people,  wonderfnllj  on, — uid,  lo,  dinner  ia  done,  and 
Vinan  Grey  is  here,  and  Tiolet  Fane  there, — and  a  detach- 
ment of  the  party  is  drafted  off  to  go  oatch  bntterfliee,  and 
only  two  or  three  stop  behind.  At  this  moment,  Mr. 
Somebody,  a  good  man  and  rather  the  lady's  onole, '  in 
answer  to  a  question  from  Tiolet,  drew  from  his  pocket  ft 
small  neatly  written  manuscript,  and,  seating  himself  on 
an  inverted  wine-cooler,  proceeded  to  read  the  followit^ 
brief  remarks  npon  the  characteristics  of  the  Mceso-gothio 
literatore ' — this  ends  the  page, — which  yoa  don't  torn  at 
once  1  Bat  when  yoa  do,  in  bitterness  of  soal,  torn  it,  you 
read — '  On  otmsideration,  I '  (Ben,  himself  )  *  shall  keep 
them  for  Mr.  Colbnm's  New  Magasine ' — and  deeply  yon 
draw  thankfcl  breath  I  (Note  this  'parallel  case'  of  mine 
is  pretty  snre  to  meet  the  nsnal  forhme  of  my  writings— 
yon  will  ask  what  it  means — and  this  it  means,  or  shoald 
mean,  all  of  it,  instance  and  reasoning  and  all, — that  I  am 
nataraUy  earnest,  in  earnest  abont  whatever  thing  I  do, 
and  little  able  to  write  abont  one  thing  while  I  think  of 
another) — 

I  think  I  will  really  write  verse  to  yon  some  day — 6Ui 
day,  it  is  qnite  dear  I  had  better  give  np  trying. 

No,  spite  of  all  the  lines  in  the  world,  I  will  make  an 
end  of  it,  as  Ophelia  with  her  swan's-song, — for  it  grows 
too  absnrd.  Bat  remember  that  I  write  letters  to  nobody 
bnt  yoa,  and  that  I  want  method  and  much  more.  That 
book  yoa  like  so,  the  Danish  novel,  mast  be  fnll  of  troth 
and  besnty,  to  judge  from  the  few  extracts  I  have  seen  in 
Beviews.  That  a  Dane  ahonld  write  so,  confirms  nae  in 
an  old  belief — that  Italy  is  staff  for  the  nse  of  the  North, 
and  no  more — pore  Poetry  there  is  none,  nearly  as  possi- 
ble none,  in  Dante  even — material  for  Poetry  in  the  pitifnl- 
lest  romandst  of  their  thonsands,  on  the  oonbary — strange 
that  those  great  wide  black  eyes  should  stare  nothing  ont 
of  the  earth  that  lies  before  them  1  AHeri,  with  even  grey 
eyes,  and  a  life  of  travel,  writes  yon  some  fifteen  tragedies 
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as  coloorlefls  as  naiad  grown  Tinder  a  garden  glass  irith 
matting  over  it — as  free,  that  is,  from  loo&l  oolonring, 
tonoheB  of  the  aoil  tbej  are  said  to  spring  from, — think  of 
'  SaoUe,'  and  his  Greek  attempts  I 

I  expected  to  see  Ur,  Keoyon,  at  a  place  where  I  was 
last  week»  bat  he  kept  away.  Here  is  the  bad  wind  back 
again,  and  the  black  sky,  lam  sore  I  nevw  knew  till  now 
whether  the  East  or  West  or  Sonth  were  the  quarter  to 
pray  for-^Bnt  sorely  the  weather  was  a  little  better  last 
week,  and  yoo,  were  yon  not  betteo:?  And  do  yon  know- 
hot  it's  all  self-^ttery  I  beliere,— still  I  cannot  help  fan* 
eying  the  East  wind  does  my  head  harm  too  I 
Ever  yoniB  faithfolly, 

B.  Bbowndh}. 

KB.S.toB.B. 

Tbunday, 
[Po«t-inark,  Maya.  I84B.] 

People  say  of  yon  and  of  me,  dear  Mr.  Browning,  that 
we  love  the  darkness  and  nse  a  sphinxine  idiom  inonrtalk; 
and  really  yon  do  talk  a  little  like  a  sphinx  in  yonr  argn* 
ment  drawn  from  '  Yivian  Grey.'  Once  I  sate  np  all  night 
to  read  '  Vivian  Grey ' ;  bnt  I  never  drew  soch  an  argument 
from  him.  Not  that  I  give  it  np  (nor  you  op)  for  a  mere 
mystery.  Kor  that  I  can  'see  lahai  you  have  got  in  you,' 
from  a  mere  gnesa.  But  joat  observe  I  If  I  ask  qoeetions 
about  novels,  la  it  not  becaose  I  want  to  know  how  much 
elbow-ioom  tiiere  may  be  for  oor  sympathies  .  .  and 
whether  there  is  room  for  my  loose  sleeves,  and  the  laoe 
lappets,  as  well  as  for  my  elbows ;  and  because  I  want  to 
Beeyou  by  the  r^raoted  lights  as  well  as  by  the  direct  ones; 
and  because  I  am  willing  for  you  to  know  vie  from  the 
beginning,  with  all  my  weaknesses  and  foolishnesses,  .  .  as 
they  are  accoonted  by  people  who  say  to  me  *  no  one  woold 
ever  think,  withont  knowing  yon,  that  yon  were  so  and  bo.  ' 
Now  if  I  send  all  my  idle  qoestions  to  Co&iim's  Magazine, 
with  otiier  Oothiti  literatore,  and  take  to  standing  np  in  a 
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perpendiciilar  perBonalitf  like  the  &ngel  on  the  Bohool- 
man's  needle,  in  m;  letters  to  come,  without  farther  lean- 
ing to  the  left  or  the  right — vby  the  end  would  be  that  you 
woold  take  to  '  running  after  Uie  butterflies,'  for  change  of 
air  and  exercise.  And  then  .  .  oh  .  .  then,  my  *  small  neatl; 
written  manuscripts '  might  fall  ba*^  into  my  desk  ...  I 
(JVo(a'foll,Btop'!.) 

Indeed  .  .  I  do  aaanre  yon  .  ,  I  never  for  a  moment 
thoQght  of  '  making  conTeisation '  aboQt  the  '  ImpioTisa- 
tore  *  or  novels  in  general,  when  I  wrote  what  I  did  to  you. 
I  might,  to  other  persons  .  .  perhaps.  Certainly  not  to 
you.  I  was  not  dealing  round  from  one  paisk  of  cards  to 
you  and  to  others.  That's  what  you  meant  to  reproach  me 
for,  yon  know— and  of  that,  I  am  not  guilty  at  all.  I  never 
could  think  of  *  mftTring  converHation '  in  a  letter  to  you— 
never.  Women  are  said  to  partake  of  the  nature  of  chil- 
dren— and  my  brothers  call  me  '  absurdly  childish '  some- 
times :  and  I  am  capable  of  being  childishly  '  in  earnest ' 
abont  novels,  and  straws,  and  such  '  puppydo^'  tails '  ta 
my  Flush's  t  Also  I  write  more  letters  than  yon  do,  .  .  I 
write  in  fact  almost  as  yon  pay  visits,  .  .  and  one  has 
to  'make  conversation'  in  torn,  of  course.  But — give  me 
something  to  vow  by — whatever  yon  meant  in  the  '  Yivian 
Grey '  argnment,  yon  were  vrrong  in  it  1  and  yon  never  can 
be  much  more  vnong — which  is  a  comfortable  reflection. 

Tet  yon  leap  very  high  at  Dante's  crown — or  yon  do 
not  leap,  .  .  yon  simply  extend  yonr  hand  to  it,  and  make 
a  rustling  among  the  laurel  leaves,  which  is  somewhat  pro- 
phane.  Dante's  poetry  only  materials  for  the  northers 
rhymers !  I  must  think  of  that  .  .  if  you  please  .  .  be- 
fore I  agree  with  yon.  Dante's  poetry  seems  to  oome 
down  in  hail,  rather  than  in  rain — but  count  me  the  drops 
congealed  in  one  hailstone  I  Oh  I  the  '  Flight  of  Qib  Dnch- 
eee ' — do  let  ua  hear  more  of  her  I  Are  you  (I  wonder)  .  .  . 
nota'seU-fiaiterer,'  .  .  bat  .  .  aflatterer. 

Ever  yooiB, 

E.  B.  B. 
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B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Saturday  Momlng, 
[Pott-nmrk,  May  8,  1840.] 

Not  Bhall  yoa  see  vhat  yoa  shall  see — here  sliall  be 
'Bound  speeoh  act  to  be  reproved/ — for  this  momiiig  7011 
are  to  koow  tliftt  the  soul  of  me  has  it  all  her  own  way,  dear 
Miss  Earrett,  this  greeii  cool  tmie-iii-thfl-moming  time  for 
my  choatnat  tree  over  there,  and  for  me  who  only  coaxed 
m;  good-nstnred — (really) — body  ap,  after  ita  three-hours 
night-reet  on  condition  it  ahoold  lounge,  or  creep  aboat, 
isoognito  and  vithont  conaeqnenceB — and  so  it  shall,  all 
bat  my  right-hand  which  is  half-spirit  and  'cats '  its  poor 
relation,  and  passes  itself  off  for  somebody  (that  is,  some 
Bonl)  and  is  doubly  active  and  ready  on  such  occasions — 
Now  I  shall  tell  70a  all  about  it,  first  what  last  letter 
meant,  and  then  more.  You  are  to  know,  then,  that  for 
some  reason,  that  looked  like  an  instinct,  I  thooglit  I 
onght  not  to  send  shaft  on  shaft,  letter-plague  on  letter, 
with  such  an  nninterrapted  clanging  .  .  that  I  onght  to 
wait,  say  a  week  at  least  having  killed  all  yonr  mnles  for 
yoa,  before  I  shot  down  yonr  dogs — but  not  being  exactly 
Fhoibos  ApoUon,  yoo  are  to  know  further  that  when  I  dwL 
think  I  might  go  modestly  on,  .  ,  ^lioi,  let  me  get  oat  of 
this  slough  of  a  simile,  never  mind  with  what  dislocation 
of  ancles  1  Plainly,  from  waiting  and  taming  my  eyes 
away  (not  from  yoit^  but  from  you  in  yonr  special  capacity 
of  being  imt/en-to,  not  spoken-to)  when  I  turned  again  yoa 
had  grown  formidable  somehow — though  that's  not  the 
word, — nor  are  you  the  person,  either, — it  was  my  fortune, 
my  privilege  of  being  your  friend  this  one  way,  that  it 
seemed  a  shame  for  me  to  make  no  better  use  of  than  tak- 
ing it  up  with  talk  about  books  and  I  don't  know  what. 
Write  what  I  vrill,  yon  would  read  for  once,  I  think — well, 
then, — what  I  shall  write  shall  be — something  on  this 
book,  and  the  other  book,  and  my  own  books,  and  Abzy 
Hewitt's  books,  and  at  the  end  of  it— good  bye,  and  I  hope 
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heie  is  a  quarter  of  an  bonr  rationally  spent.  So  the 
thought  of  what  I  shoold  find  in  my  heart  to  Bay,  and  the 
contrast  with  what  I  suppose  I  onght  to  say  .  .  all  these 
things  are  against  me.  But  this  is  very  foolish,  all  the 
same,  Z  need  not  be  told — and  is  part  and  parcel  of  an  older 
— indeed  primitiTe  body  of  mine,  which  I  shall  never 
wholly  get  rid  of,  of  desiring  to  do  nothing  when  I  cannot 
do  all ;  seeing  nothing,  gettii^,  enjoying  nothing,  where 
there  is  no  seeing  and  getting  and  enjoying  wht^ — and  in 
this  case,  moreover,  you  are  you,  and  know  something 
about  me,  if  not  mnoh,  and  have  read  Bos  on  the  art  cdf 
supplying  Ellipses,  and  (after,  particularly,  I  have  con- 
fessed all  this,  why  and  how  it  has  been)  you  will  subaudirt 
when  I  puU  out  my  MediEeval-Gothio-Arohitectural-Maiia- 
script  (so  it  was,  I  remember  now)  and  instruct  yon  about 
oorbeils  and  ogives  .  .  though,  after  all,  it  was  none  of 
Vivian's  doing,  that, — all  thennclekind  of  man's,  which  I 
never  professed  to  be.  Now  you  see  how  I  came  to  say 
Some  nonsense  (J.  very  vaguely  think  what)  about  Dante — 
some  desperate  splash  I  know  I  made  for  the  beginning  of 
my  piotore,  as  when  a  painter  at  hia  wits'  end  and  hunger's 
beginning  says  'Here  shall  the  figure's  hand  be' — and 
spots  that  down,  meaning  to  reach  it  naturally  from  the 
other  end  of  his  canvas, — and  leaving  off  tired,  there  yon 
see  the  speotnd  disjoined  thing,  and  nothing  between  it 
and  rationality.  I  intended  to  shade  down  and  soften  o£f 
and  put  in  and  leave  out,  and,  before  I  had  done,  Ining 
Italian  Poeis  round  to  their  old  place  again  in  my  heart, 
giving  new  praise  if  I  took  old, — anyhow  Dante  is  out  <^ 
it  aU,  as  who  knows  but  I,  with  all  of  him  in  my  head  and 
heart?  But  they  do  fret  one,  those  tantalizing  creatures, 
of  fine  passionate  class,  with  such  capabilities,  and  such  a 
facility  of  being  made  pure  mind  of.  And  the  special  in- 
stance that  vexed  me,  was  that  a  man  of  sands  and  dog- 
roses  and  white  rock  and  green  sea-water  just  under,  should 
come  to  Italy  where  my  heart  lives,  and  discover  the  sights 
and  sounds  .  .  certainly  discover  them.    And  so  do  aU 
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Noiihem  writets ;  for  take  np  handfnlB  of  sonetti,  rime, 
poemetti,  doings  of  those  vlio  never  did  aorthing  else, — 
and  ixj  and  make  out,  for  yonrself,  what  .  .  saj,  what 
floveiB  they  tread  on,  or  trees  they  walk  under, — as  yon 
might  bid  them,  those  tree  and  flower  loving  creatures,  pick 
out  of  our  North  poetry  a  notion  of  what  our  daisies  and 
hsiebells'and  fmze  boshes  and  brambles  are — '  Odorosi 
fioretti,  rose  porporine,  bianohiseimi  gigli. '  And  which  of 
yon  eternal  triflers  was  it  called  yonrself  '  Shelley '  and  so 
told  me  years  ago  that  in  the  monntains  it  was  a  feaet 

Whan  ona  ahould  flnd  Umm  globes  of  deep  red  (old— 
WUcb  In  the  woods  the  strawberry-tree  doth  benr. 
Suspended  In  thdr  emerald  atmosphere. 

SO  thai  vhen  my  Uncle  walked  into  a  sorb-tree,  not  to  tnm- 
ble  sheer  over  Monte  Calvano,  and  I  felt  the  fmit  against 
my  faoe,  the  little  ragged  bare-le^ed  goide  fairly  langhed 
at  my  knowing  them  so  well — '  Ninrsi — sorbi  I '  "No,  no,  -^ 
does  not  all  Kaples-bay  and  half  Sicily,  shore  and  inland, 
ooms  flocking  once  a  year  to  the  Piedigrotta  fSte  only  to 
see  the  blessed  King's  y(danti,  or  livery  servants  all  in 
their  best;  as  though  heaven  opened;  and  wonld  not  I  en- 
gage to  bring  the  whole  of  the  Piano  (of  Sorrento)  in  like- 
ness to  a  red  velvet  dreHsing  gows  properly  spangled  over, 
before  the  priest  that  held  it  ont  on  a  pole  had  even  b^pin 
bis  story  of  how  Noah's  son  Shem,  the  founder  of  Sorrento, 
threw  it  off  to  swim  thither,  as  the  world  knows  he  did? 
Oh,  it  makes  one's  Bonl  angry,  so  enongh  of  it.  Batnever 
enongh  of  telling  yon — bring  all  your  sympathies,  come 
with  loosest  sleeves  and  longest  lace-lappets,  and  yon  and 
yonis  shall  find  'elbow  room,'  oh,  shall  yon  not  I  For 
never  did  man,  w<»nan  or  child,  Greek,  Hebrew,  or  as 
Dui^  as  our  friend,  like  a  thing,  not  to  say  love  it,  bnt 
I  liked  and  loved  it,  one  liking  neutralizing  the  rebelUoos 
stir  ol  ito  fellow,  so  that  I  don't  go  about  now  wanting  the 
fixed  stars  before  my  time;  this  world  has  not  escaped  me, 
thank  Qod;  and — what  oU>er  people  say  is  the  best  of  it, 
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mar  not  escape  me  after  all,  though  until  so  very  lately  I  I 
made  up  my  mind  to  do  witboat  it; — perhaps,  on  that  an-  1 
ooimt,  and  to  make  fair  amends  to  other  people,  who,  I  . 
havu  no  right  to  say,  oomplain  withoat  oaose.  I  have  been 
Borprised,  rather,  with  something  not  nnlike  Ulneaa  of  late 
— I  have  had  a  constant  pain  in  the  head  for  these  two 
months,  which  only  very  rough  exercise  gets  rid  of,  and 
which  stops  my  *  Lnria '  and  maoh  besides.  I  thoiight  I 
never  oonld  be  nnwell.  Just  now  all  of  it  is  gone,  thanks 
to  polkuig  aU  night  and  walking  home  by  broad  daylight 
to  the  surprise  of  the  thmshes  in  the  bosh  here.  And  do 
yon  know  I  said  '  this  mnst  go,  cannot  mean  to  Btay,  so  I 
will  not  tell  Mias  Barrett  why  this  and  this  is  not  done,  '— 
bat  I  mean  to  tell  yon  aU,  or  more  of  the  tmth,  beoaose 
yoacallme  'flatterer, 'so  that  my  eyes  widened  again  I  I, 
and  in  what?  And  of  whom,  pray?  not  of  you,  at  all 
events, — of  whom  then?  Do  tell  me,  beoaose  I  want  to 
stand  with  yon — and  am  qnite  in  earnest  there.  And  '  The 
Flight  of  tiie  Pnohess,'  to  leave  nothing  oaf^  is  only  the 
beginning  of  a  story  written  some  time  ago,  and  given  to 
poor  Hood  in  lus  emergency  at  a  day's  notice, — ^the  true 
staff  and  story  is  all  to  come,  the  '  Flight, '  and  what  yon 
allnde  to  is  the  mere  introdaction — but  the  Magazine  has 
passed  into  other  hands  and  I  mast  pat  the  rest  in  some 
*  Belt '  or  other — it  is  one  of  my  Dramatic  Bontanoes.  So 
is  a  certain  '  Saal '  I  should  like  to  show  you  one  day — an  | 
ominoos  liking — ^for  nobody  ever  sees  what  I  do  till  it  is  ' 
printed.  Bat  as  yon  do  know  the  printed  little  part  of  me, 
I  shoold  not  be  sorry  if,  in  jostioe,  yon  knew  all  I  have 
reaUy  done, — ^written  in  the  portfolio  there, — ^though  that 
would  be  far  enoogh  from  thU  me,  that  wishes  to  yon  now. 
I  should  like  to  write  something  in  concert  with  yoa,  how 
I  would  try  I 

I  have  read  your  letter  through  again.  Does  this  clear 
up  all  the  difficulty,  and  do  yoa  see  thati  never  dreamed  of 
'  reproaching  yoa  for  dealing  oat  one  sort  of  cards  to  me 
and  everybody  else ' — but  that. .  why,  '(Aoi' which  I  have. 
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I  hope,  Bfud,  BO  need  not  res&y.  I  will  tell  yoa — Sydney 
ftnith  langhs  BomeThere  at  some  Methodiat  or  other  whose 
wont  was,  on  meetiiig  an  aoqaaintance  in  the  street,  to  open 
at  onoe  on  him  with  Bome  enquiry  after  the  state  of  bis 
Bonl — Sydney  knows  better  now,  and  sees  that  one  might 
qnite  as  wisely  ask  snch  qnestions  as  the  price  of  Blinois 
stock  or  conditioD  of  glebe-land, — and  I  amid  say  sncb — 
'could,' — ^the  plagoe  of  it  I  So  no  more  at  present  from 
yonr  loving  ,  .  Or,  let  me  tell  yon  I  am  going  to  see  Mr. 
Kenyon  on  the  12tb  inst. — that  yon  do  not  tell  me  bow 
yon  are,  and  that  yet  if  you  do  not  continne  to  improve 
in  health  .  .  I  shall  not  see  yon — not — not — not — ^what 
'  knots  *  to  nntiel  Barely  the  wind  that  sets  my  chestnut- 
tree  dancing,  all  its  bat^-cfme-blossoma,  green  now,  rooking 
like  £airy  oasttes  on  a  bill  in  an  eutiiqnake, — that  is  Soath 
West,  sorely!  God  bless  yon,  and  me  in  that — and  do 
write  to  me  soon,  and  tell  me  who  was  the  '  flatterer,'  and 
how  he  never  was 

Yoors 
B.  B. 

E.  S.  S.  to  S.  S. 

Holiday— and  Toeiday. 
[Poet-mark,  May  6,  184S.] 

So  when  wise  people  happen  to  be  ill,  tiiey  sit  np  till 
fflx  o'dock  in  tiie  morning  and  get  np  again  at  nine?  Do 
tell  me  how  Lnrias  can  ever  be  made  ont  of  snob  nngodl; 
improdences.  If  the  wind  blows  east  or  west,  whffl»  can 
any  remedy  be,  while  soch  evil  deeds  are  being  committed  ? 
And  what  is  to  be  the  end  at  it?  And  what  is  the  reasona- 
Uenees  of  it  in  the  meantime,  when  we  all  know  that  think- 
ing, dreaming,  creating  people  like  yooiHelf,  have  two  lives 
to  bear  instead  of  one,  and  therefore  ooght  to  sleep  more 
Qian  others,  .  .  throwing  over  and  bnckling  in  that  fold  of 
death,  to  stroke  the  life-porple  smoother.  Ton  have  to 
live  yoni  own  personal  life,  and  also  Loria's  life — and 
tiierefore  yon  shoold  sleep  for  both.    It  is  logical  indeed — 
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and  lation&l,  .  .  which  It^o  is  not  always  .  .  and  if  I 
had  '  the  tongue  of  men  and  of  angels,'  I  wonld  use  it  to 
peiBxiade  70a.  Polka,  for  the  reat,  may  be  good;  but 
sleep  ia  better.  I  think  better  of  sleep  than  I  ever  did, 
now  that  she  will  not  easily  come  near  me  except  in  a 
red  hood  of  poppies.  And  beaides,  .  ,  praise  your  'good- 
natured  body '  as  you  like,  .  .  it  is  only  a  seeming  good- 
nature I  Bodies  bear  malice  in  a  terrible  way,  be  very  auie ! 
— appear  mild  and  smiling  for  a  few  short  years,  and  then 
.  .  out  with  a  cold  steel ;  and  the  soul  hat  it,  *  with  a  ven- 
geance,* .  .  according  to  the  phrase  1  Yon  will  not  persist, 
(will  yon?)  is  this  experimental  homicide.  Or  tell  ma  if 
yon  will,  that  I  may  do  some  more  tearing.  It  reaUy, 
really  is  wrong.  ElzeroiBe  is  one  sort  oS  rest  and  yon  fed 
teUered  by  it~and  sleep  is  another :  one  being  as  neoee- 
aary  as  the  other. 

This  is  the  first  thing  I  have  to  say.  The  next  is  a 
question.  What  do  you  mean  c^xmt  your  matnucr^ta  .  , 
{^mui  'Scad '  and  the  portf olio  ?  for  I  am  afraid  of  hazard- 
ously supplying  ellipses — and  your  '  Bos '  comes  to  fiobt  ixl 
rXdafji.'  I  get  half  bribed  to  silence  by  the  very  pleasure 
of  fancying.  Bnt  if  it  could  be  possible  that  yon  should 
mean  to  say  you  wonld  show  me  .  .  .  Can  it  be?  or  am  I 
reading  this  'Attic  contraction '  quite  the  wrong  way  ?  You 
see  I  am  afraid  of  the  difference  between  flattering  myself 
and  being  flattered;  the  fatal  difference.  And  now  will 
jaa  understand  that  I  should  be  too  overjoyed  to  have 
revelations  from  the  'Portfolio,'  .  ,  however  incarnated 
wiih  blots  and  pen-SOTatohes,  .  .  to  be  able  to  aak  impu- 
dently of  them  now?    Is  that  plain? 

It  must  be,  .  .  at  any  rate,  .  .  that  if  you  wonld  like 
to  *  write  sometiiing  together '  with  me,  I  should  like  it 
still  better.  I  should  like  it  for  some  ineffable  reasons. 
And  I  should  not  like  it  a  bit  the  less  for  the  grand  supply 
of  jests  it  would  administer  to  the  critical  Board  of  Trade, 
'  [Aeachyliu,  Agamennum  86 :  ■  An  ox  hath  trodden  on  my  tongue'— « 
Cheek  proverb  Implying  Bllence.] 
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aboni  visible  darknees,  multiplied  by  two,  motmtmg  into 
palpable  obBcare.  We  should  not  mind  .  .  Bhoiild  we? 
you  -would  not  mind,  if  yoa  had  got  over  certain  other  con- 
sider&tioiis  deoossideratiiig  to  yoor  coadjator.  Tea — but 
I  dare  not  do  it,  .  .  I  mean,  think  of  it,  .  .  jost  now,  if 
ever:  and  I  will  tell  yon  why  in  a  Medieeval>Gothio-arohi^ 
tectnxal  manuscript. 

The  only  poet  by  profession  (if  I  may  say  so)  except 
yoTUselt,  with  whom  I  ever  had  maoh  intercourse  even  on 
paper,  (if  this  is  near  to  '  much ')  has  been  Mr.  Home. 
We  approached  each  other  on  the  point  of  one  of  Mias  Mii> 
ford's  annual  editorships;  and  ever  since,  he  has  had  the 
halst  of  writing  to  me  occasionally ;  and  when  I  was  too  ill 
to  write  at  aU,  in  my  dieary  Devonshire  days,  I  was  his 
debtor  for  varioos  little  kindnesses,  .  for  which  I  coutinite 
his  debtor.  In  my  opinion  he  is  a  tmehearted  and  gener- 
OQB  man.  Do  yoa  not  think  bo?  Well — long  and  long 
ago,  he  asked  me  to  write  a  drama  with  him  on  the  Greek 
model;  that  is,  for  me  to  write  the  chomses,  and  for  him 
to  do  the  dialogue.  Jnst  then  it  was  quite  donbtfnl  in  my 
own  mind,  and  worse  than  donbtfnl,  whether  I  ever  should 
write  again;  and  the  very  doabtfulnees  made  me  speak  my 
'  yee  *  more  readily.  Then  I  was  deeired  to  make  a  subject, 
.  .  to  conceive  a  plan;  and  my  plan  was  of  a  man,  hannted 
by  his  own  sool,  ,  .  (making  her  a  separate  personal 
"Bsyvhe),  a  dreadful,  beantihil  Psyche) — the  man  being 
haunted  and  terrified  through  all  the  tuns  of  life  by  her. 
Did  yon  ever  feel  afraid  of  your  own  sonl,  as  I  have  done? 
I  think  it  is  a  tme  wonder  of  onr  hnmanity — and  fit  sabjeci 
enough  for  a  wild  lyrical  drama.  I  should  like  to  write  it 
by  myself  at  leasts  veil  enough.  But  with  him  I  will  not 
now.  It  was  delayed  .  .delayed.  He  cut  the  plan  np  into 
scenes  .  .  I  mean  into  a  list  of  scenes  .  .  asortof  gronnd- 
map  to  work  on — and  there  it  lies.  Nothing  more  was  " 
done.  It  all  lies  in  one  sheet — and  I  have  tiered  to  give 
np  my  copyright  of  idea  In  it — if  he  likes  to  use  it  alone — 
or  I  should  not  object  to  work  it  out  alone  cm  my  own  side, 
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sioce  it  oomeB  from  me :  only  I  will  not  oonsent  now  to  A 
double  toori  in  it.  There  are  objections — none,  be  it  well 
understood,  in  Mr.  Home's  disfavoor — for  I  think  of  him 
as  well  at  this  moment,  and  the  same  in  all  essential  poicts, 
as  I  ever  did.  He  is  a  man  of  fine  imagination,  and  ia  be- 
sides good  and  generons.  In  the  course  of  oar  acquain- 
tance (on  paper — for  I  never  saw  him)  I  never  was  angiy 
-  with  him  except  once;  and  then,  /was  qoite  wrong  and 
had  to  confess  it.  Bat  tiiis  ia  being  too '  medieeval.'  Only 
yoa  wUl  see  from  it  that  I  am  a  little  entangled  on  the  sab- 
ject  of  compound  works,  and  most  look  where  I  tread  .  . 
and  yoa  will  understand  (if  yoa  ever  hear  from  Mr.  Ken- 
yon  or  elsewhere  that  I  am  going  to  write  a  compotmd- 
poem  with  Mr.  Home)  how  it  vxu  true,  and  isn't  tme  any 
more. 

Tea— you  are  going  to  Ifc.  Kenyon's  on  the  12th — and 
yes — my  brother  and  sister  are  going  to  meet  you  and  your 
sister  there  one  day  to  dinner.  Shall  I  have  courage  to  see 
you  soon,  I  wonder  I  If  yon  ask  me,  I  must  ask  myself. 
But  oh,  this  make-believe  May — it  can't  be  May  after  all! 
If  a  south-west  wind  Bate  in  your  chestnut  tree,  it  iras  bnt 
for  a  few  hours — the  east  wind  '  came  up  this  way '  by  the 
earliest  opportonity  of  Buccession.  As  the  old '  mysteries ' 
showed '  Beelzebub  with  a  bearde, '  even  so  has  the  east  wind 
had  a  '  bearde '  of  late,  in  a  fall  growth  of  bristling  exagger- 
ations— the  English  spring-winds  have  excelled  themselves 
in  evil  this  year;  and  I  have  not  been  down  stairs  yet — 
But  I  am  certainly  strcmger  and  better  than  I  was — that  is 
undeniable — and  I  ahalt  be  better  still.  You  are  not  going 
away  soon — are  you?  In  the  meantime  you  do  not  know 
what  it  is  to  be  ..  a  littie  afraid  of  Paracelsus.  So  right 
about  the  It^ians  1  and  the  *  rose  porporine  *  which  made 
me  smile.    How  is  the  head? 

Ever  yours, 

E.  B.  B. 

Is  the  '  Flight  of  the  Duchess '  in  the  portfolio?  Of 
oonise  yon  must  ring  the  Bell.    That  poem  has  a  strong 
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heart  in  it,  to  b^^  so  strongly.    Poor  Hood  I    And  all 
tboBe  thoughte  fall  mixed  together.    May  God  bleas  yon. 

E.  B.  S.  to  B.  B. 

Bnndftf — In  Uie  bat  liour  of  tt. 

[Post-mark.  Kby  IS,  ie4S.J 

(  May  I  ask  how  the  head  is?  jost  onder  the  bag?  Mr. 
Kenyon  was  here  to-day  and  told  me  snch  bad  news  thai 
I  cannot  sleep  to-night  (alihongh  I  did  think  once  of 
d<dng  it)  withoat  asking  snch  a  question  as  this,  dear  Mr. 
Browning. 

Let  me  hear  how  yoa  are — Will  yoa?  and  let  me  bear 
0f  I  can)  that  it  was  pradence  or  some  miohristian  -virtae 
of  the  sort,  and  not  a  dreary  necessity,  which  made  yon 
pnt  aside  the  engagement  for  Tuesday — for  Monday.  I 
bad  been  tliintiTig  so  of  seeing  yoa  on  Tuesday  .  .  with 
my  sister's  eyes — for  the  first  sight. 

And  now  if  yoa  have  done  killing  the  mnles  and  the 
dc^,  let  me  have  a  straight  quick  arrow  for  myself,  if 
yon  please.  Jast  a  word,  to  say  how  yon  are.  I  ask  for 
no  more  than  a  word,  lest  the  writing  should  be  hurtful 
toyou.  ") 

May  Ood  bless  yoa  always. 

Tour  friend, 

E.  B.  B. 
B.B.to£.  B.  B. 

Mond&y. 
[PoBt-muk,  May  19,  1840.] 

Hy  dear,  own  friend,  I  am  qoite  well  now,  or  next  to  it 
—bat  this  is  how  it  was, — I  have  gone  oat  a  great  deal  of 
late,  and  my  head  took  to  ringing  each  a  literal  alarum 
tiiat  I  wondered  what  was  to  come  of  it;  and  at  last,  a  few 
erenii^  ago,  as  I  was  dressing  for  a  dinner  somewhere,  I 
got  really  bad  of  a  sudden,  and  kept  at  home  to  my  friend's 
heartrending  disappointmrait — Next  morning  I  was  no  betr- 
ter— and  it  strook  me  that  I  should  be  really  disappointing 
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dear  Idod  Mr.  Eenyon,  and  wasting  his  time,  if  that  engage- 
ment, too,  were  broken  vith  as  little  vaming, — solthonght 
it  beBt  to  forego  all  hopes  of  seeing  him,  at  sadi  a  risk. 
And  that  done,  I  got  rid  of  evory  oiheT  promise  to  pay 
visits  for  next  week  and  next,  and  told  everybody,  with 
considerable  dignity,  that  my  London  season  was  orer  for 
this  year,  as  it  assuredly  is — and  I  shall  be  vorried  do 
more,  and  let  walk  in  the  garden,  and  go  to  bed  at  tea 
o'clock,  and  get  done  with  what  is  most  expedient  to  do^ 
and  my  '  flesh  shall  come  again  like  a  little  child's,'  and 
one  day,  oh  the  day,  I  shall  see  you  with  my  own,  own 
eyes  .  .  for,  how  littie  yon  understand  me ;  or  rather,  yonr 
self,^if  yon  think  I  would  dare  see  you,  without  yoor 
leave,  that  way  I  Do  yon  suppose  that  yoor  power  of  giv- 
ing and  refusing  ends  when  yon  have  shut  yonr  roon»- 
door?  Did  I  not  tell  yoa  I  tamed  down  another  street, 
even,  the  other  day,  and  why  not  down  yonr's?  And  often 
as  I  see  Mr.  Eenyon,  have  I  ever  dreamed  of  askii^  any 
but  the  merest  conventional  qaestioss  about  yon;  yonr 
health,  and  no  more? 

I  will  answer  yonr  letter,  the  last  one,  io-mortow — I 
have  said  nothing  of  what  I  want  to  say. 

Everyonrs 

E.  B. 
B.B.toE.  B.  B. 

Tuesd&y  Uorolng. 
[PoM-mailc,  Ua7  18,  1845.] 

Did  I  thank  yon  with  any  effect  in  the  lines  I  sent  yes-  ' 
terday,  dear  Miss  Barrett?  I  know  I  felt  most  thankfnl, 
and,  of  conrse,  b^an  reasoning  myself  into  tiie  impropriety 
of  allowing  a  '  more '  or  a  *  most '  in  feelings  of  that  sort 
towards  yon.  I  am  thankfnl  for  yon,  all  aboni  yon — as, 
do  yon  not  know? 

Thank  you,  from  my  sonl. 

Kow,  let  me  never  pass  oooasion  of  speaking  well  of 
Home,  who  deserves  your  opinion  of  him, — ^it  is  my  own, 
too. — He  has  munistakeable  genius,  and  is  a  fine,  honest, 
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eaxftnsiastio  duTalroaB  fellow — ^it  la  the  fashion  to  affect 
to  sseer  at  him,  of  late,  I  think — the  people  he  has  praieed 
iaocying  that  they  '  poee '  themselTes  scolptoreaqTiely  in 
playing  the  Greatly  Indifferent,  and  the  other  kind  shak- 
ing each  other's  hands  in  hysterical  congratnlationB  at 
having  escaped  snch  a  dishoDoar:  J  feel  grateful  to  him,  I 
know,  for  his  generous  criticism,  and  glad  and  prond  of  in 
any  way  approaching  sack  a  man's  standard  of  poetical 
height  And  he  might  be  a  disappointed  man  too, — for 
the  players  trifled  vith  and  teased  oat  his  very  natnre, 
vhich  has  a  strai^e  aspiration  for  the  horrible  tin-and-lac- 
qner  '  crown '  they  give  one  from  tiieir  cloads  (of  smooth 
ahaveu  deal  done  over  bine) — and  he  don't  give  up  the  bad 
bnsineas  yet,  but  thinks  a  '  small '  theatre  would  somehow 
not  be  a  theatre,  and  an  actor  not  quite  an  actor  .  .  I  for- 
get in  what  way,  but  the  apshot  is,  he  bates  not  a  jot 
in  that  rouged,  wigged,  padded,  empty  headed,  heartless 
tribe  of  grimacers  that  came  and  canted  me;  not  I,  them; 
a  thii^  he  cannot  understand — so,  I  am  not  the  one  he 
Tonld  have  picked  out  to  praise,  had  he  not  been  loyal.  I 
know  he  admires  your  poetry  properly.  Qod  help  him, 
and  send  some  great  artist  from  the  country,  (who  can 
read  and  write  beside  comprehending  Shakspeare,  and  who 
'  exasperates  his  H's '  when  the  feat  is  to  be  done) — to  un- 
dertake the  part  of  Cosmo,  or  Qr^ory,  or  what  shall  most 
soothe  his  spirit  I  The  subject  of  your  play  is  tempting 
indeed — and  reminds  one  of  that  wild  Drama  of  Calderon's 
Vhich  frightened  Shelley  just  before  his  death — also,  of 
Fuseli's  theory  with  reference  to  his  own  Picture  of  Mac- 
beth in  the  witches'  cave  .  .  wherein  the  apparition  of  the 
anned  head  from  tlie  caoldton  is  Moobeth's  own. 

'If  you  ask  me,  I  must  ask  myself' — that  is,  when  lam 
to  see  you — 1  will  never  ask  you !  Ton  do  not  know  what 
I  shall  estimate  that  permission  at, — ^nor  do  I,  quite — ^but 
yaa  do — do  not  you?  know  so  much  of  me  as  to  make  my 
'  asking '  worse  than  a  form — I  do  not '  ask '  yon  to  write 
to  me— not  clxrecOy  ask,  at  least. 
Vol.  L— fl 

C,q,t,=cdbvG00glC 


66     THE  LETTER8  OF  BOBERT  BEOWNmO   [MatD 

I  will  tell  yoa — I  ask  yon  710^  to  see  me  bo  long  as  yon 
aie  unwell,  or  mistrastfol  of — 

No,  Qo,  that  is  being  too  gnmd  I    Do  see  me  when  yoa 
can,  and  let  me  not  be  only  vriting  myself 

Yoora 
R  B. 
A  kind,  so  kind,  note  from  Mr.  Kenyon  came.    'We,  I 
and  my  sister,  are  to  go  in  Jane  instead  .  .  I  sh^  go  no* 
where  till  then;  I  am  nearly  well — all  save  one  little  wheel 
Soatenuto 

in  my  head  that  keeps  on  its(g         f 


That  yon  are  better  I  am  most  thankfol. 

'  Kext  letter '  to  say  how  yoa  most  help  me  with  sU  my 
new  Bomances  and  Lyrics,  and  Lays  and  Plays,  and  tead 
them  and  heed  them  and  end  them  and  mend  them  I 

K  B.  B.  toB.B. 

Tbunday,  I 

[FoBt-m&rk,  Hay  IS,  1846.] 

Bathow'miatnistfiilnees'?  Andhow' that  way?'  What 
have  I  said  or  done,  /,  who  am  not  apt  to  be  mistmstfnl  of 
anybody  and  shoold  be  a  miraoolons  monster  if  I  began  with 
yout  WhatoanIhaTesaid,IsaytomyBelf againandagain. 

One  thing,  at  any  rate,  I  have  done,  '  that  way '  or  this 
way  t  I  have  made  what  is  volgarly  called  a '  piece  of  work ' 
abont  little ;  or  seemed  to  make  it.  Forgive  me.  I  am 
shy  by  natnre : — and  by  position  and  experience,  .  .  by 
having  had  my  nerves  shaken  to  excess,  and  by  leading  a 
life  of  each  sedoaion,  .  .  by  these  things  togeUier  and  by 
others  besides,  I  have  appeared  shy  and  nngratefal  to  yon. 
Only  not  miabnstfnl.  Ton  coold  not  mean  to  jndge  me  so. 
Mistrostinl  people  do  not  write  as  I  write,  surely  I  for 
wasn't  it  a  Bicheliea  or  Mazarin  (or  who? )  who  said  that 
with  five  lines  from  anyone's  hand,  he  coold  take  off  his 
head  for  a  corollary  ?    I  think  so. 


C,q,t,=cdbvG00g[C 


IM]  AlTD  ELIZABETH  BABBETT  67 

Weill— bat  thia  is  to  prove  that  I  am  not  nustrastfiil, 
and  to  saj,  that  if  yon  care  to  come  to  see  ma  yon  can 
come;  and  that  it  is  my  gain  (as  I  feel  it  to  be)  and  not 
yours,  vhenerer  yon  do  come.  Tea  will  not  talk  of  hav- 
ing come  afterwards  I  know,  because  although  I  am  '  fast 
bonnd '  to  see  one  or  two  persons  this  summer  (besides 
yourself,  whom  I  receive  of  choice  and  willingly)  I  cannot 
admit  visitors  in  a  general  way — and  putting  the  qaestion 
of  health  quite  aside,  it  would  be  unbecoming  to  lie  here 
on  the  sofa  and  make  a  company-show  of  an  infirmity,  and 
hold  a  b^gar's  hat  for  sympathy.  I  shoold  blame  it  in 
another  woman — and  the  sense  of  it  has  had  its  weight 
with  me  sometimes. 

For  the  rest,  .  .  when  yon  write  *  that  I  do  not  know 
how  you  wonld  valne,  &c  nor  yourae^  jutfc,'  yon  touch 
wry  accnraffily  on  the  truth,  .  .  and  bo  aconrately  in  the 
last  clause,  that  to  read  it,  made  me  smile  '  tant  bien  qne 
mal.'  Certainly  yon  cannot  'quite  know,'  or  know  at  all, 
whether  the  least  straw  of  pleasure  can  go  to  yon  from 
knowing  me  otherwise  than  on  this  i)aper — and  I,  for  my 
part, '  quite  know '  my  own  honest  impression,  dear  Mr. 
downing,  that  none  is  likely  to  go  to  yon.  There  is  noth- 
ing to  see  in  me;  nor  to  hear  in  me — I  never  learnt  to  talk 
as  yon  do  in  London;  although  I  can  admire  that  bright- 
ness of  carved  speech  in  Mr.  Kenyon  and  others.  If  my 
poetry  is  worth  anything  to  any  eye,  it  is  the  flower  of  me. 
I  have  lived  most  and  been  most  happy  in  it,  and  so  it  has 
all  my  colours ;  the  rest  of  me  is  nothing  but  a  root,  fit  for 
the  ground  and  the  dark.  And  it  I  write  all  this  egotism, 
■  .  it  is  for  shame ;  and  because  I  feel  ashamed  of  having 
made  a  fuss  abont  what  is  not  worth  it ;  and  because  you 
ue  extravagant  in  caring  so  for  a  permission,  which  will 
be  Dothing  to  yon  aftenrards.  Not  that  I  am  not  touched 
by  your  caring  so  at  all  1  I  am  deeply  tonched  now ;  aud 
presently,  .  .  I  shall  understand.  Come  then.  There 
will  be  truth  and  simplicity  for  yon  in  any  case;  and  a 
friend.    And  do  not  answer  this — I  do  not  write  it  as  a  fly 
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fa^p  for  oomplimeDts.    Your  spider  would  Boom  me  for  it 
too  mach. 

Ako,  .  .  as  to  the  how  and  when.  Yon  are  not  well 
now,  and  it  cannot  be  good  for  yon  to  do  anythiiif;  bat  be 
quiet  and  keep  away  that  dreadfnl  musical  note  in  the 
bead.  I  entreat  yon  not  to  think  of  coming  until  ffuit  is  all  I 
pot  to  silence  satisfactorily.  When  it  is  done,  .  .  yon 
most  choose  whether  yon  would  like  best  to  come  with  Mr.  ' 
Eenyon  or  to  come  alone — and  if  yoa  would  come  alone, 
yoa  most  jnat  tell  me  on  what  day,  and  I  will  see  yon  on 
any  day  unless  there  should  be  an  unforeseen  obstacle,  .  . 
any  d&y  after  two,  or  before  six.  And  my  sister  will  bring 
yon  upstairs  to  me;  and  we  will  talk;  or  you  will  talk; 
and  yon  will  try  to  be  indulgent,  and  like  me  as  well  ai 
yon  can.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  yon  would  rather  come  i 
with  Mr.  Eenyon,  you  must  wait,  I  imagine,  till  June,— 
beoanse  he  goes  away  on  Monday  and  is  not  likely  imme- 
diately to  retnm— no,  on  Saturday,  tomorrow. 

In  the  meantime,  why  I  should  be  'thanked, '  is  an  abso- 
lute mystery  to  me — ^but  I  leave  it! 

You  are  generous  and  impetuous ;  ihai,  I  can  see  and 
feel;  and  so  far  from  being  of  an  inclination  to  mistrnet 
yon  or  dlBtmsl  you,  I  do  profess  to  have  as  much  faith  in 
your  fnll,  pure  loyalty,  as  if  I  had  known  you  personally 
as  many  years  as  I  have  appreciated  your  genius.  BeUeve 
this  of  me — for  it  is  spoken  tmly. 

In  the  matter  of  Shakespeare's  'jmor  players '  yon  aie 
severe — and  yet  I  waa  glad  to  hear  yon  severe — it  is  a 
happy  excess,  1  think.  When  men  of  intense  reality,  as 
all  great  poets  must  be,  give  their  hearts  to  be  trodden  on 
and  tied  up  with  ribbons  in  tnm,  by  men  of  masks,  there 
will  be  tertnre  if  there  is  not  desecration.  Kot  that  I  know 
much  of  snob  thii^ — ^bnt  I  have  heard.  Heard  from  Mr. 
Eenyon ;  heard  from  Miss  Mitford ;  who  however  is  pas- 
sionately fond  of  the  theatre  as  a  writer's  medium — not  at 
a2^  from  Mr.  Home  himself,  .  .  except  what  he  has  printed 
on  the  Bubjeot. 
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Yea — he  has  been  in&moosly  used  on  the  point  of  the 
'  New  Spirit ' — only  he  should  haye  been  prepared  for  the 
infamy — it  was  leaping  into  a  gnlph,  .  .  not  to  '  save  the 
rspablio,'  bat  'pour  rire ' :  it  was  not  merely  putting  one's 
foot  into  a  hornet's  neat,  bat  taking  off  a  shoe  and  stocking 
to  do  it.  And  to  think  of  Diokens  being  dissatisfied  1  To 
think  of  TennyBon's  friends  grambling! — ^he  himself  did 
not,  I  hope  and  trost.  For  you,  yoa  certainly  were  not 
adeqoately  treated — and  above  all,  yon  were  not  placed  with 
yooT  peer$  in  that  chapter — ^bnt  that  there  was  an  intention 
to  do  yoa  jostice,  and  that  there  u  a  righteons  appieoia- 
tion  of  yoa  in  the  writer,  I  know  and  am  sare, — and  that 
you  shoold  be  sensible  to  this,  is  only  what  I  should  know 
and  be  siue  of  you.  Mr.  Home  is  quite  above  the  narrow, 
ficioaa,  hatefal  jealoaay  of  contemporaries,  which  we  hear 
reproached,  too  jastly  sometimes,  on  men  of  letters. 

I  go  on  writing  as  if  I  were  not  going  to  see  yon — soon 
perhaps.  Bemember  that  the  how  and  the  when  rest  with 
yon — except  that  it  cannot  be  before  next  week  at  the  soon- 
est.   Yoa  are  to  decide. 

Always  yonr  friend, 

E.  B.  B. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

FildBT  NIgbt 
[PoBt-muk,  Hay  17,  1840.] 

My  friend  is  not '  mistmstfnl  *  of  me,  no,  because  she 
don't  fear  I  shall  make  mainprize  of  the  stray  cloaks  and 
ambrellas  down-stairs,  or  turn  an  article  for  '  Colbam's  *  on 
her  sayings  and  doings  up  stairs, — bnt  spite  of  that,  she 
does  mistrust  .  .  so  mistmst  my  common  sense, — nay, 
uncommon  and  dramatic-poet's  sense,  if  I  am  put  on  as- 
serting it ! — all  whicli  pieces  of  mistrust  I  coold  detect,  and 
catch  stmgglii^,  and  pin  to  death  in  a  moment,  and  pat  a 
label  in,  with  name,  genos  and  species,  just  like  a  horrible 
entomologist;  only  I  won't,  because  the  first  visit  of  the 
Notthwind  will  carry  the  whole  tribe  into  the  Bed  Sea — 
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and  those  horns  and  taUa  and  scalewiugs  are  beat  f oz^otteo 
alt(%ether.  And  now  will  I  say  a  cattmg  thing  and  have 
done.  Have  I  trosted  my  friend  so, — or  said  even  to  my- 
self, mnch  less  to  her,  she  is  even  ss — '  Mr.  Simpson '  who 
desireth  the  hononr  of  the  acqwuntonce  of  Mr.  B.  whose 
admirable  works  have  long  been  his,  Simpson's,  especial 
solace  in  private — and  who  accordingly  is  led  to  thai  per^ 
sonage  by  a  mataal  friend — Simpson  blushing  as  only  adoi^ 
able  ingennonsnesB  can,  and  twisting  the  brim  of  his  hat 
like  a  sailor  giving  evidence.  Whereupon  Mr.  B.  be^n- 
neth  by  remarking  that  the  rooms  are  growing  hot — or  that 
he  sapposes  Mr.  S.  has  not  heard  if  there  will  be  anoflier 
adjoomment  of  the  Honse  to-night — whereapon  Mr.  S. 
looketh  up  all  at  once,  brosheth  the  brim  smooth  again  with 
his  sleeve,  and  takes  to  his  assurance  once  more,  in  some- 
thii^  of  a  hnff,  and  after  staying  his  five  minutes  out  for 
decency's  sake,  noddeth  familiarly  an  adiea,  and  spinning 
round  on  his  heel  ejacnlateth  mentally — '  Well,  I  did  exiwct 
to  see  somethii^  different  from  that  little  yellow  common- 
place man  .  .  and,  now  I  come  to  think,  there  was  some 
precious  traah  in  that  book  of  his ' — Have  /  said  '  so  will 
Miss  Barrett  ejacnlate? ' 

Dear  Miss  Barrett,  I  thank  you  (or  the  leave  you  give 
me,  and  for  the  infinite  kindness  of  the  way  of  giving  it. 
I  will  call  at  2  on  Tuesday — not  sooner,  that  you  may  have 
time  to  write  should  any  adverse  oircumstances  happen  .  . 
not  that  they  need  inconvenience  yon,  becanse  .  .  what  I 
want  particularly  to  tell  yon  for  now  and  hereafter — do  not 
mind  my  coming  in  the  least,  but — should  you  be  unwell, 
for  instance, — ^jnst  send  or  leave  word,  and  I  will  come 
again,  and  again,  and  again — my  time  is  of  iu>  importance, 
and  I  have  acquaintances  tiiiok  in  the  vicinity. 

Now  if  I  do  not  seem  grateful  enough  to  yon,  am  I  so 
much  to  blame?  Ton  see  it  is  high  time  you  sow  me,  for 
I  have  clearly  written  myself  out! 

Ever  yours, 

E.  B. 
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[Post-mark,  Maj  17,  1846.] 
I  sluJl  be  read?  on  TooedA;  I  hope,  bat  I  hate  and  pro- 
test gainst  your  horrible  'entomology.'  Beginning  to 
explain,  voold  thrnst  me  lower  and  lower  down  the  circles 
of  some  sort  of  an  '  Inferno ; '  only  with  my  dying  breath  I 
would  maintain  that  I  neTer  codd,  conscioosly  or  oncon- 
BciouBly,  mean  to  distmst  yon;  or,  the  least  in  the  world, 
to  Simpsonize  yon.  What  I  aaid,  ...  it  was  you  that 
pnt  it  into  my  head  to  aay  it — for  certainly,  in  my  usual 
disinclination  to  receive  'visitors,  snoh  a  feeling  does  not 
enter.  There,  now  I  There,  I  am  a  whole  '  giro '  lower ! 
Now,  yon  will  say  perhaps  that  I  distrnst  y<m,  and  nobody 
else!  So  it  is  best  to  be  silent,  and  bear  all  the  'catting 
things  *  with  resignation  I  th^  is  certain. 

Still  I  mast  really  say,  nnder  this  dreadful  inoabos- 
chaige  of  Simpsonism,  .  .  that  yoa,  who  know  everything, 
or  at  least  make  awfnl  gnesses  at  everything  in  one's  feel- 
ings and  motives,  and  profess  to  be  able  to  pin  them  down 
in  a  book  of  classified  inscriptions,  .  .  shoold  have  been 
able  to  onderstand  better,  or  misunderstand  less,  in  a  mat- 
ter like  this — Tea !  I  think  so.  I  think  yon  shoold  have 
made  ont  the  case  in  some  each  way  as  it  was  in  natnre^ 
viz.  that  yon  had  lashed  yoaraelf  np  to  an  exorbitant  wish- 
ing to  see  me,  .  .  (you  who  could  see,  any  day,  people  who 
are  a  hondredfold  and  to  all  social  purposes,  my  superiors  I) 
becanse  I  was  nnfortnnate  enough  to  be  shut  ap  in  a  room 
imd  silly  enough  to  make  a  fass  aboat  opening  the  door ;  and 
that  I  grew  saddenly  abashed  by  the  conscioasnees  of  this. 
How  different  from  a  distrust  of  you  I  how  different  I 

All — if,  after  this  day,  yoa  ever  see  any  interpretable 
sign  of  distmstfulnesB  in  me,  you  may  be  'cutting '  again, 
and  I  will  not  cry  ont.  In  the  meantime  here  is  a  fact  for 
your  '  entomolc^y.'  I  have  not  so  much  diatrust,  as  will 
make  a  dotAt,  as  will  make  a  curiosity  for  next  Tuesday.  Not 
the  simplest  modification  of  curioaity  enters  into  the  state  of 
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feeling  with  vhich  I  wait  for  Tneaday : — and  if  joa  are  angi? 
to  hear  me  say  so,  .  .  why,  jou  are  more  unjust  than  evei. 
(Let  it  be  three  iostead  of  two — if  the  hour  be  as  coave- 
nient  to  yourself,) 

Before  yon  come,  try  to  forgive  me  for  my  '  infinite 
IdndnesB '  in  the  manner  of  consenting  to  see  yon.  Is  it 
'  the  omellest  ont  of  all '  when  yon  talk  of  infinite  kind- 
nesB,  yet  attribute  saoh  villainy  to  me?  Weill  bat  we  are 
friends  till  Toesday— and  after  perhaps. 

Eyer  yours, 

E.  B.  B. 
If  on  Tuesday  you  should  be  not  well,  pmy  do  not  come 
— Nov,  that  is  my  request  to  yoor  kindness.' 

S.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Tuesday  EveDlng. 
[Post-mark,  Hay  31,  1S43.] 
I  trust  to  you  for  a  true  aoconnt  of  how  yon  are — il 
tired,  if  not  tired,  if  I  did  wioog  in  any  thing, — or,  if  yon 
please,  righi  in  any  thing — (only,  not  one  more  word  abont 
my  *  kindness, '  which,  to  get  done  with,  I  will  grant  is  ex- 
ceptive)— ^but,  let  us  so  arrai^iie  matters  if  possible, — and 
why  should  it  not  be — that  my  great  happiness,  snob  as  it 
will  be  if  I  see  you,  as  this  morning,  from  time  to  time, 
may  be  obtained  at  the  cost  of  as  little  inconvenience  to 
you  as  we  can  contrive.  For  an  instance — just  what 
siorikes  me — ^they  all  say  here  I  speak  very  loud — (a  trick 
caught  from  having  often  to  talk  with  a  deaf  relative  of 
mine) .     And  did  I  stay  too  long? 

I  will  tell  yoa  unhesitatingly  of  such  'corrigenda' — nay, 
I  will  again  say,  do  not  humiliate  me — do  jwt  again, — by 
calling  me  *  kind '  in  that  way. 

I  am  proud  and  happy  in  your  friendship — now  and 
ever.    May  God  bless  yon  I 

B.  B. 
I  pkvelope  endoned  by  Robert  Browning :— Tuesday,  May  20,  I845L 
a-ttp.m.] 
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K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Wednesday  Horning. 
[FoBt-mark,  Uay  23,  1845.] 

Indeed  there  vas  nothing  wrong— how  coold  there  be? 
And  there  vas  everything  right — as  how  shoold  there  not 
be?  And  as  for  the  *  load  epeaMng, '  I  did  not  hear  any — 
and,  instead  of  being  worse,  I  ought  to  be  better  for  what 
was  certainly  (to  speak  it,  or  be  silent  of  it,)  happiness  and 
hononr  to  me  yesterday. 

Which  reminds  me  to  observe  that  you  are  so  restrict- 
ing oar  Tocabnlary,  ss  to  be  ominous  of  silence  in  a  full 
sense,  presently.  First,  one  word  is  not  to  be  spoken — 
and  then,  another  is  not.  And  why?  Why  deny  me  the 
use  of  saoh  words  ss  have  natural  feelings  belonging  to 
them — and  how  can  the  ose  of  snoh  be  '  hnmiliating '  to 
you  ?  If  my  heart  were  open  to  you,  yon  coold  see  noth- 
ing offensive  to  you  in  any  thought  there  or  trace  of 
tbonght  that  has  been  there — bub  it  is  hard  for  yea  to  un- 
derstand, with  all  your  psychology  (and  to  be  reminded  of 
it  I  have  just  been  looking  at  Ihe  preface  of  some  poems 
by  Bome  Mr.  Gnmey  where  he  speaks  of  '  the  reflectiTe 
wisdom  of  a  Wordsworth  and  the  profound  psychological 
utterances  of  a  Browning ')  it  is  hard  for  you  to  understand 
what  my  mental  position  is  after  the  i>ecnliar  experience  I 
have  suffered,  and  what  t(  i/ioi  xal  iroi'  a  sort  of  feeling  is 
irrepressible  from  me  to  you,  when,  from  the  height  of 
your  brilliant  happy  sphere,  you  ask,  as  yon  did  ask,  for 
personal  intercourse  with  me.  What  words  but '  kindness ' 
.  .  hut '  gratitude ' — but  I  will  not  in  any  case  be  unkind 
and  ungrateful,  and  do  what  is  displeasing  to  yon.  And 
let  us  both  leave  the  subject  with  the  'words — because  we 
parceive  in  it  from  different  points  of  view;  we  stand  on 
the  black  and  white  aidra  of  the  ehield;  and  there  is  no 
coming  to  a  ccncloBion. 

But  yoa  will  come  really  on  Tuesday — and  again,  when 
1  ['  What  have  I  to  do  with  tbeef '] 
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70a  like  sod  can  togather — and  it  will  not  be  more  '  inccm- 
Tenient '  to  me  to  be  pleased,  I  snppoBe,  than  it  is  to  peo- 
ple in  general — will  it,  do  yon  think?  Ah — how  yoa  mifl- 
jadge !  Why  it  mnst  obTioasl7  and  naturally  be  delightfnl 
to  me  to  receive  70a  here  when  yoa  like  to  come,  and  it 
cannot  be  neceesary  for  me  to  say  bo  in  set  words — ^believe 
it  of 

Tour  friend, 

E.  B.  B. 
[Mr.  Browning's  letter,  to  which  the  following  Is  in 
answer,  was  destroyed,  see  page  267  of  the  present  volnme.  ] 

K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Friday  EveotDg. 
[Post-nurtc,  Hay  34, 184S.] 

I  intended  to  write  to  yon  last  night  and  this  morning, 
and  conld  not, — yon  do  not  know  what  pain  yoa  give  me  in 
speaking  so  wildly.  And  if  I  disobey  yon,  my  dear  friend, 
in  HpeaMcg,  (I  for  my  part)  of  your  wild  speaking,  I  do  it, 
not  to  displease  yon,  bat  to  be  in  my  own  eyes,  and  before 
God,  a  little  more  worthy,  or  less  nnworthy,  of  a  generos- 
ity from  which  I  recoil  by  instinct  and  at  the  first  glance, 
yet  condnsively ;  and  becanse  my  silence  would  bo  the 
most  disloyal  of  all  means  of  expression,  in  reference  to  it. 
Zjisten  to  me  then  in  this.  Yoa  have  said  some  intem- 
perate things  .  .  .  fancies, — which  yon  will  not  say  oyer 
again,  nor  nnsay,  bat  forget  at  once,  and  for  ever,  having 
said  at  all ;  and  which  (bo)  will  die  ont  between  you  and  me 
alone,  like  a  misprint  between  yoa  and  the  printer.  And 
this  yon  will  do /or  my  sake  who  am  yoar  friend  (and  yon. 
have  none  truer) — and  this  I  ask,  becaose  it  is  a  condition 
necessary  to  oar  fatare  liberty  of  intercourse.  Yoa  t«- 
member — sorely  yon  do — that  I  am  in  the  most  exoeptional 
of  positions ;  and  that,  jnst  heoaase  of  it,  I  am  able  to  re- 
ceive you  as  I  did  on  Tuesday;  and  that,  for  me  to  listen 
to  'unoonscioos  exaggerations,'  is  as  unbecoming  to  tHe 
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hamilitiea  of  my  poaition,  as  unpropitioas  (which  is  oi 
more  conseqaence)  to  the  prosperities  of  yours.  Nov,  if 
there  should  be  one  word  of  ans-wer  attempted  to  this ;  or 
of  refereiuie;  Iraiat  Ttot  .  .  I  loiU  not  see  yau  again — and 
you  will  justify  me  later  in  your  heart.  So  for  my  sake 
yoa  will  not  say  it — ^I  think  yon  will  not — and  spare  me 
the  sadness  of  having  to  break  through  an  interconrse  just 
AS  it  is  promising  pleasure  to  me;  to  me  who  have  so 
many  sadnesses  and  so  few  pleasores.  You  will  I— and  I 
need  not  be  uneasy — and  I  shall  owe  yoa  that  tranquillity, 
as  one  gift  of  many.  For,  that  I  have  much  to  receive 
from  you  in  all  the  free  gifts  of  thinking,  teaching,  master- 
Bpiiits,  .  .  that,  I  know  1 — it  is  my  own  praise  that  I  ap- 
preciate yoa,  as  none  can  more.  Your  influence  and  help 
in  poetry  will  be  full  of  good  and  gladness  to  me — for  with 
many  to  love  me  in  this  house,  there  is  no  one  to  judge  me 
.  .  now.  Your  friendship  and  sympathy  will  be  dear  and 
precious  to  me  all  my  life,  if  you  indeed  leave  them  with 
me  BO  long  or  so  little.  Your  mistakes  in  me  .  .  which  I 
cannot  mistake  ( — and  which  have  humbled  me  by  too 
much  honouring — )  I  put  avray  gently,  and  with  grateful 
tears  in  my  eyes ;  beoause  aU  that  kaU  will  beat  down  and 
spoil  crowns,  as  well  as  '  blossoms. ' 

If  I  put  off  next  Tuesday  to  the  week  aHet — I  mean 
your  visit, — shall  you  care  much?  For  the  relations  I 
named  to  you,  are  to  be  in  London  next  week;  and  I  am 
to  see  one  of  my  aunts  whom  I  love,  and  have  not  met 
since  my  great  affliction — and  it  will  all  seem  to  come  over 
again,  and  I  shall  be  out  of  spirits  and  nerves.  On  Tues- 
day week  you  can  bring  a  tomahawk  and  do  the  criticism, 
and  I  shall  try  to  have  my  courage  ready  for  it — Oh,  yon 
win  do  me  so  much  good — and  Mr.  Kenyon  calls  me 
'docile  *  sometimes  I  assure  you;  when  he  wants  to  flatter 
me  out  of  being  obstinate — and  in  good  earnest,  I  beheve  I 
shall  do  everything  yon  tell  me.  The  '  Fromethens '  is  done 
— but  the  monodmma  is  where  it  was — and  the  novel,  not 
at  alL     Bat  I  think  of  some  half  promises  half  given,  about 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


76    THE  LETTESS  OF  BOBKBT   BROWNDfa    [UatM 

something  I  read  for  '  Saul ' — and  the  '  Flight  of  the  Dnoh- 
688 ' — where  is  she? 

Yoa  are  not  diBpleBsed  with  me?  no,  (fud  would  be  hail 
asd  lightniDg  together— I  do  not  write  aa  I  might,  of  8ome 
worda  of  yoors — ^bnt  yoa  know  that  I  am  not  a  Btone,  eves 
if  silent  like  one.  And  if  in  the  unailenoe,  I  have  said  one 
word  to  Tex  70a,  pity  me  for  having  had  to  say  it — and  for 
the  rest,  may  God  bless  yon  far  beyond  the  reach  of  vexa- 
tion from  my  words  or  my  deeds ! 

Yoor  friend  in  gratefol  r^ard, 

E.  B.  B. 

B.  B.  to  K  B.  B. 

Satniday  Homing. 
[Poit-muk,  Hay  H  184S.} 

Don't  yoa  remember  I  told  yoa,  onoe  on  a  time,  that 
yoa  '  knew  nothing  of  me'  ?  whereat  yon  demurred — ^bat  I 
meant  what  I  aaid,  and  knew  it  was  so.    To  be  grand  in  a 
simile,  for  every  poor  speck  of  a  Vesavins  or  a  Stromboli 
in  my  microcosm  there  are  hnge  layers  of  ice  and  pita  of 
Uaok  cold  water — and  I  make  the  most  of  my  two  or  three 
fire-«ye8,  becanse  I  know  by  experience,  alas,  how  these 
tend  to  extinction — and  the  ice  grows  and  grows — still  this 
last  is  trne  part  of  me,  most  oharacteristio  part,  beat  part 
perhaps,  and  I  disown  nothii^ — only, — when  yoa  talked 
(^  'hnounng  me '  I    Still,  I  am  utterly  anused,  of  these  late 
years  particnlarly,  to  dream  of  oommanicatii^  anything 
about  that  to  another  person  (aU  my  writii^  are  purely 
dramatio  as  I  am  always  anxious  to  say)  that  when  I  make 
never  so  litUe  an  attempt,  no  wonder  if  I  bungU  notably — 
'  langu^e,'  too,  is  an  organ  that  never  studded  this  heaTy 
heavy  head  of  mine.     Will  you  not  think  me  very  bratal  if 
I  tetl  yoa  I  could  almost  smile  at  yoor  misapprehension  of 
what  I  meant  to  write?— Tet  I  wiS  tell  yoa,  because  it  -will 
undo  the  bad  effect  of  my  thoughtlessness,  and  at  the  same 
time  exemplify  ihe  point  I  have  aU  along  been  honestly 
earnest  to  set  yoa  right  upon  .  .  my  real  inferiority  to 
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fon;  just  that  and  no  more.  I  wrote  to  you,  in  an  tmwise 
moment,  on  the  Bpnr  of  being  again  'thanked,'  and,  un- 
wisely writing  just  as  U  thinking  to  myself,  said  what 
most  have  looked  abenrd  enough  as  seen  apart  from  the 
horrible  counterbalancing  never-to-be-written  rest  of  me — 
by  the  side  of  which,  conld  it  be  written  and  put  before 
yon,  my  note  would  sink  to  its  proper  and  relative  place, 
and  become  a  mere  '  thank  you'  for  yonr  good  opinion — 
which  I  assure  yon  is  for  too  generous — for  I  really  be- 
lieve yon  to  be  my  superior  in  many  respects,  and  feel  nn- 
comfortable  till  you  see  that,  too — since  I  hope  for  your 
sympathy  and  assistance,  and  frankness  is  everything  in 
such  a  case. '  I  do  assure  yon,  that  had  yon  read  my  note, 
OR^  having  '  known '  so  much  of  me  as  is  implied  in  having 
inspected,  for  instance,  the  contents,  merely,  of  that  fatal 
and  often-ieferred-to  '  portfolio '  there  (Dn  meUorajaHa  I), 
yon  would  see  in  it,  (the  note  not  the  portfolio)  the  bland- 
est utterance  ever  mild  gentleman  gave  birtii  to.  But  I  for- 
got that  one  may  make  too  much  noise  in  a  silent  place  by 
playing  the  few  notes  on  the  '  ear-piercing  fife '  which  in 
OtheUo's  regimental  baud  mi^t  have  been  thumped  into 
decent  subordination  bj  his  'spirit-stirring  drum' — ^to  say 
nothing  of  gong  and  ophicleide.  Will  you  forgive  me,  on 
promise  to  remember  for  the  future,  and  be  more  consider- 
ate? Kot  that  yon  must  too  much  despise  me,  neither; 
nor,  of  all  things,  apprehend  I  am  attitudinizing  ib  la  By- 
ion,  and  giving  you  to  understand  unutterable  somethings, 
longings  tor  Lethe  and  all  thai — far  from  it !  I  never  com- 
mited  murders,  and  sleep  tiie  soundest  of  sleeps — ^bat '  the 
heart  is  desperately  vrioked,'  that  is  true,  and  though  I 
dare  not  say  '  I  know '  mine,  yet  I  have  had  signal  oppor- 
tmiities,  I  who  began  life  from  the  beginning,  and  can  for- 
get nothing  (but  names,  and  the  date  of  the  battle  of  Waters 
loo),  and  have  known  good  and  wicked  men  and  women, 
gentle  and  simple,  shaking  hands  with  Edmund  Kean  and 
Faihet  Mathew,  yon  and — Ottima!  Then,  I  had  a  certain 
faculty  of  self-cousoionsness,  years  and  years  ago,  at  which 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


78    THE  LETTEE8  OF  ROBERT   BROWNING    [Mat  24 

John  Mill  woBdered,  and  which  ought  to  be  improved  b; 
this  time,  if  constant  use  helps  at  all — and,  meaning,  cm 
the  whole,  to  be  a  Poet,  if  not  the  Poet  ..  lor  I  am  Tain 
and  ambitions  some  nights, — ^Ido  myself  justice,  and  dare 
caU  things  by  their  names  to  myself,  and  say  boldly,  this 
I  love,  this  I  hate,  this  I  would  do,  this  I  would  not  do, 
under  all  kinds  of  oircumstances, — and  talting  (thinking) 
in  this  style  to  mysdf,  and  beginning,  however  ^emblingly, 
in  spite  of  conviction,  to  write  in  this  style  /or  myself- — on 
the  top  of  the  desk  which  contains  my  '  Songs  of  tiie  Poets 
— ^NO.  1  M.P.',  I  wrote, — ^what  yon  now  forgive,  I  know! 
Becanse  I  am,  from  my  heart,  sorry  that  by  a  foolish  fit  of 
incousiderstion  I  should  have  given  pain  for  a  minote  to 
yon,  towards  whom,  on  every  account,  I  wonld  rather  soften 
and  '  sleeken  every  word  as  to  a  bird '  .  .  (and,  not  sach  a 
bird  as  my  black  self  that  go  screeching  about  the  world  for 
'  dead  horae ' — corvus  (picns) — mirandola  I)  I,  too,  who 
have  been  at  snch  pains  to  acquire  the  reputation  I  enjoy 
in  the  world, — (ask  Mr.  Kenyon,)  and  who  dine,  andwinOi 
and  dance  and  enhance  the  company's  pleasure  till  they 
make  me  ill  and  I  keep  house,  as  of  late :  Mr.  Eenyon,  (for 
I  only  quote  where  yon  may  verify  if  you  please)  he  says 
my  common  sense  strikes  him,  and  its  contrast  with  my 
muddy  metaphysical  poetry !  And  so  it  shall  strike  yon — 
for  though  I  am  glad  that,  since  yoncfidmiBunderstand  me, 
you  said  so,  and  have  given  me  an  opportunity  of  doing  by 
anoflier  way  what  I  wished  to  do  in  thai, — yet,  if  yon  had 
not  alluded  to  my  writing,  as  I  meant  you  should  not,  yon 
would  have  certainly  understood  aomiething  of  its  drift, when 
yon  found  me  next  Tuesday  precisely  the  same  quiet  (no, 
for  I  feel  I  speak  too  loudly,  in  spite  of  your  kind  dis- 
claimer, but — )  the  same  mild  man-about-town  yon  were 
gracious  to,  the  other  morning — for,  indeed,  my  own  way 
cA  worldly  life  is  marked  out  long  ago,  as  precisely  aa 
yours  can  be,  and  I  am  set  going  with  a  hand,  winker-wise, 
on  each  side  of  my  head,  and  a  directing  finger  before  my 
eyes,  to  say  nothing  of  an  instinctive  diead  I  have  that  a 
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ceriain  whip-lash  is  vibtatiiig  somewhere  in  tiie  neighbour^ 
hood  in  plajfnl  leadinessl  So  '  I  hope  here  be  proofe,* 
Dogberry's  satisEaction  that,  first,  I  am  but  a  rerj  poor 
creature  compared  to  yon  and  entitled  hy  my  wants  to  look 
Dp  to  yon, — oil  I  meant  to  say  from  the  first  of  the  first — 
and  that,  next,  I  shall  be  too  much  punished  if,  for  this 
piece  of  mere  inoonsideratioD,  yon  deprive  me,  more  or 
lass,  or  sooner  or  later,  of  the  pleasure  of  seeing  yon, — a 
litUe  over  boisterous  gratitnde  for  which,  perhaps,  cansed 
all  the  mischief  I  The  reasrais  yon  give  for  deferring  my 
visits  next  week  are  too  cogent  for  me  to  dispute — that  is 
too  Irae — and,  being  now  and  henceforward  *  on  my  good 
behavioTir,'  1  will  at  once  oheerfnlly  snbmit  to  them,  if 
needs  most — bnt  should  yonr  mere  kindness  and  fore- 
thought as  I  half  suspect,  have  induced  you  to  take  such 
a  step,  you  will  now  smile  with  me,  at  this  new  and  very 
tumecessary  addition  to  the  '  fears  of  me '  I  have  got  so 
triumphantly  over  in  your  case  I  Wise  man,  was  I  not,  to 
denoh  my  first  favourable  impression  so  adroitly  .  .  like 
a  recent  Cambridge  worthy,  my  sister  heard  of ;  who,  being 
on  his  theological  (or  rather,  scripture-historical)  exami- 
nation, was  asked  by  the  Tutor,  who  wished  to  let  him  off 
easily,  'who  was  the  fiist  King  of  Israel?' — 'Saul,'  an- 
swered the  trembling  youth.  '  Good ! '  nodded  approvingly 
the  Tntor.  '  Otherwise  called  Fcad,'  anbjoined  the  youth 
in  hia  elation  I  Now  I  have  begged  pardon,  and  blnshingly 
aaaored  yon  ih/it  was  only  a  slip  of  the  tcmgoe,  and  that  I 
did  really  mean  all  the  while,  (Paul  or  no  Paul),  the  veri- 
table son  of  Kish,  he  that  owned  the  asses,  and  found  lis- 
tening to  the  harp  the  best  of  all  things  for  an  evil  spirit  t 
Pray  write  me  a  line  to  say,  '  Oh  .  .  if  that's  all  I '  and  re- 
memb^  me  for  good  (which  is  very  compatiUe  with  a  mo- 
ment's stnpidity)  and  let  me  not  for  one  fault,  (and  that 
tiie  only  one  that  shall  be),  lose  anypleamre  .  .  for  yonr 
friendahip  I  am  Bore  I  have  not  lost— Ch>d  bless  yon,  my 
deiff  friend  t 
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And  by  the  way,  will  it  not  be  better,  as  co-operatiiig 
with  you  more  effectnally  in  yonr  kind  promise  to  fo^et 
the  '  printer's  error '  in  my  blotted  proof,  to  send  me  back 
that  Bsme  'proof,'  if  yon  have  not  inflicted  proper  and 
summary  jostice  on  it?  When  MephistopheJes  last  came 
to  see  OS  in  this  world  oateide  here,  he  coxmselled  snndry 
of  us  '  never  to  write  a  letter, — and  neverto  bom  one  * — do 
yon  know  that?  Bnt  I  never  mind  what  I  am  told !  Se- 
riously, I  am  ashamed  .  .  I  shall  next  ask  a  servant  for 
my  paste  in  the  '  high  fantastical '  sfyle  of  my  own  '  Zjuria.  * 


B.  S.  B.  to  S.  3. 

SoDdty 
[May  B6,  1846.] 

I  owe  yon  the  most  humble  of  apologies  dear  Mr, 
Browning,  for  having  spent  so  much  solemnity  on  bo  sim- 
ple a  matter,  and  I  hasten  to  pay  it;  confessing  at  the 
BSjne  time  (as  why  should  I  not?)  that  I  am  quite  aa  mnch 
ashamed  of  myself  as  I  ought  to  be,  which  is  not  a  little. 
You  will  find  it  difficult  to  believe  me  perhaps  when  I  as- 
sure yon  that  I  never  made  such  a  mistake  (I  mean  of  over^ 
sorionsnesB  to  indefinite  complimente),  no,  never  in  my  life 
before — indeed  my  sistets  have  often  jested  with  me  (in 
matters  of  which  they  were  c<^:nizant)  on  my  supernatural 
indifference  to  the  superlative  degree  in  general,  as  if  it 
meant  nothii^  in  grammar.  I  usually  know  well  that 
'  boots '  may  be  called  for  in  this  world  of  ours,  just  as  you 
called  for  your's ;  and  tiiat  to  bring  'Bootes, '  were  the  vilest 
of  mal-4-pro-pos-ities.  Also,  I  should  have  understood 
'  boote '  where  you  wrote  it,  in  the  letter  in  question ;  if  it 
had  not  been  for  the  relation  of  two  things  in  it — and  now  I 
perfectly  seem  to  see  Aou!  I  mistook  that  relation;  ('seem  6> 
see  ; '  because  I  have  not  looked  into  the  letter  again  since 
your  last  night's  conunentary,  and  will  not — )  inasmuch  as 
I  have  observed  before  in  my  own  mind,  that  a  good  defd 
(^  what  is  called  obscurity  iu  7on,  arises  from  a  habit  of 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


1848]  ASD  ELIZABETH  BARRETT  81 

v&Fj  subtle  assodation ;  bo  enbtle,  ihat  yon  are  probably 
imoonBcioas  of  it,  .  .  and  the  effect  of  which  is  to  throw 
tc^ether  on  the  same  level  and  in  the  same  light,  things  of 
likeness  and  nnlikenees — till  the  leader  grovs  confnsed  as 
I  did,  and  takes  one  for  another.  I  may  say  however,  in 
a  poor  justice  to  myself,  that  I  wrote  what  I  wrote  so  nn- 
fortnnately,  through  reverence /or  you,  and  not  at  all  from 
vanity  on  my  own  acconnt  .  .  although  I  do  feel  palpably 
while  I  write  these  words  here  and  now,  that  I  might  as 
well  leave  them  unwritten;  for  that  no  man  of  the  world 
who  ever  lived  in  the  world  (not  even  you)  could  be  expected 
to  believe  them,  though  said,  song,  and  sworn. 

For  the  rest,  it  is  scarcely  an  apposite  moment  for  you 
to  talk,  even 'dramatically,'  of  my '  supmoriiy '  toyou,  .  . 
vnlees  you  mean,  which  perhaps  yon  do  mean,  my  superi- 
ority in  Btmpliaiy — and,  verily,  to  some  of  the  '  adorable 
ingennooBness, '  sacred  to  the  shade  of  Simpson,  I  may  put 
inamodestclaim,  .  .  'and  have  my  claim  allowed. '  'Pray 
do  not  nLock  me '  I  quote  again  from  your  Shakespeare  to 
yon  who  are  a  dramatic  poet;  .  and  I  will  admit  anything 
that  you  like,  (being  humble  just  now) — even  that  I  did 
not  know  yoiL  I  was  certainly  innocent  of  the  knowledge 
of  the '  ice  and  cold  water '  you  introduce  me  to,  and  am 
(mly  just  aTiftVing  my  head,  as  Flush  would,  after  a  first 
wholesome  plunge.  Well — if  I  do  not  know  you,  I  shall 
learn,  I  suppose,  in  time.  I  am  ready  to  try  humbly  to 
learn — and  I  may  perhaps — if  you  are  not  done  in  San- 
scrit, which  is  too  hard  for  me,  ,  ,  ,  notwithstanding  that 
I  had  the  pleasure  yesterday  to  hear,  from  America,  of  my 
profound  skill  in  '  various  languages  less  known  than  He- 
brew '  1 — a  liberal  paraphrase  on  Mr.  Home's  large  fancies 
on  the  like  subject,  and  a  satisfactory  reputation  in  itself 
— as  long  as  it  is  not  necessary  to  deserve  it.  So  I  here 
enclose  to  you  your  letter  back  again,  as  you  wisely  desire ; 
althoi^h  you  never  conld  doubt,  I  hoi>e,  for  a  moment,  of 
its  safety  with  me  in  the  completest  of  senses :  and  then, 
bam  the  heights  of  my  superior  .  .  stnltity,  and  other 
Vol*  I.— 6 
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qualities  of  the  like  order,  .  .  I  ventore  to  advise  yoa  .  . 
however  (to  speak  of  the  letter  critically,  and  as  the  dr»- 
maUc  compoaitioQ  it  is)  it  is  to  be  admitted  to  be  very  bean- 
tifal,  aiid  Tell  worthy  of  the  rest  of  its  kin  in  the  portfolio, 
,  .  'Lays  of  the  Poetfl,*  or  otherwise,  .  .  .  Iveutore  to 
advise  yon  to  bnm  it  at  once.  And  then,  my  dear  friend, 
I  ask  yon  (having  some  claim)  to  bom  at  the  same  time 
the  letter  I  was  f ortnnate  enough  to  write  to  yon  ou  Friday, 
and  tlus  present  one — don't  send  them  back  to  me;  I  hate 
to  have  letters  sent  back — but  bum  them  for  me  and  never 
mind  Mephistopheles.  After  which  friendly  torn,  yon  will 
do  me  the  one  last  kindness  of  forgetting  all  this  ezqaisite 
nonsense,  and  of  refraining  from  mentioning  it,  by  breath 
or  pen,  to  mew  another.  Now  I  troat  yon  so  far ; — yoa  will 
put  it  witli  the  date  of  the  battle  of  Waterloo — and  I,  with 
every  date  in  chronology ;  seeii^  that  I  can  remember  none 
of  them.  And  we  will  shnfBe  the  cards,  and  take  patience, 
and  begin  the  game  again,  if  yoa  please — and  I  shall  bear 
in  mind  that  yon  are  a  dramatic  poet,  which  is  not  the 
same  thing,  by  any  means,  with  us  of  the  primitive  sim- 
plicities, who  don't  tread  on  cothums  nor  shift  the  mask 
in  the  scene.  And  I  will  reverence  yon  botii  as  '  a  poet' 
uidas  'the  poet';  becanse  it  is  no  faJae  'ambition,'  bat  a 
right  yoa  have — and  one  which  those  who  live  longest,  will 
see  jostifiGd  to  the  uttermost.  .  In  the  meantime  I  need  not 
ask  Mr.  Kenyon  if  yoa  have  any  sense,  beoaose  I  have  no 
doabt  that  yoa  have  gaite  sense  enongh — and  even  if  I  had 
a  doabt,  I  shall  prefer  judging  for  myself  withont  interpo- 
sition ;  which  I  can  do,  yoa  know,  as  long  as  yoa  like  to 
come  and  see  me.  And  yoa  can  come  this  week  if  yon  do 
like  it — becanse  ottr  relations  don't  come  tiU  the  end  of  it, 
it  appears — not  that  I  made  a  pretence  'ont  of  kindness ' — 
pray  don't  jndge  me  so  oatn^;eoasly — bnfc  if  yoa  like  to 
come  .  .  not  on  Tuesday  .  .  bat  on  Wednesday  at  three 
o'clock,  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  see  yon;  and  I,  for  one, 
shall  have  forgotten  everything  by  that  time;  being  quick 
at  forgettii^  my  own  faults  nsnally.    If  Wednesday  does 
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sot  suit  yon,  I  am  not  sine  that  I  can  see  yea  thia  week — 
bat  it  depends  on  oircnmstaDceB.  Only  don't  think  yoor- 
self  Miged  to  come  on  Wednesday.  Ton  knoT  I  began  by 
entreating  yon  to  be  open  and  sincere  with  me — and  no 
more — ^I  require  no  '  sleekening  of  every  word. '  I  lore  the 
truth  and  can  bear  it — whether  in  word  or  deed — and  those 
who  hare  known  me  longest  would  tell  yon  bo  fnUest. 
Weill— May  God  bless  you.  We  shall  know  eaoh  other 
some  day  perhaps — and  I  am 

Always  and  faithfully  your  friend, 

£.  B.  B. 


B.B.toE.  B.  B. 

[Poat-mark,  TSaj  80,  1846.] 
Nay — ^I  must  have  last  word— as  all  people  in  the  wrong 
desire  to  have — and  then,  no  more  of  the  subject.  You 
ssid  I  had  given  yon  ffreat  pain — so  long  as  I  stop  that, 
think  aoythii^  of  me  yon  choose  or  oan !  But  be/ore  your 
former  letter  came,  I  saw  the  pre-ordained  uselessness  of 
mine.  Speaking  is  to  some  ejid,  (apart  from  foolish  eelf- 
reUef,  which,  after  all,  I  can  do  without) — and  where  there 
is  no  end — yon  see  I  or,  to  finish  characteristically — since 
the  offering  to  cut  off  one's  right-hand  to  save  anybody  a 
headache,  is  in  vile  taste,  even  for  our  melodramas,  seeing 
that  it  was  never  yet  believed  in  on  the  stage  or  off  it, — 
how  mnch  worse  to  reaUy  make  the  ugly  chop,  and  after- 
wards come  sheepishly  in,  one's  arm  in  a  black  sling,  and 
find  that  tiie  delectable  gift  had  changed  aching  to  nausea  I 
There !  And  now, '  exit,  prompt-side,  nearest  door,  Luria ' 
—and  enter  B.B. — next  Wednesday, — as  boldly  as  he  aos- 
pects  most  people  do  just  after  they  have  been  soundly 
Erighiened  I 

I  shall  be  most  happy  to  see  you  on  the  day  and  at  the 
hour  yoa  mention. 

God  bless  yon,  my  dear  friend, 

B.  B. 
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E.  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

Holiday  UornlDg. 
[Post-mark,  Kay  97, 1840.] 

Yon  will  think  me  the  most  changeable  of  all  tlia 
ohangeable;  but  indeed  it  is  not  my  fault  that  I  cannot,  as 
I  wished,  receive  yon  on  Wednesday.  There  was  a  letter 
this  morning;  and  our  friends  not  only  come  to  London 
but  come  to  this  house  oa  Tuesday  (to-monow)  to  pass 
two  or  three  days,  until  they  settle  in  an  hotel  for  the  leet 
of  the  season.  Therefore  you  see,  it  is  doubtful  whether 
the  two  days  may  not  be  three,  and  the  three  days  four; 
but  if  they  go  away  in  time,  and  if  Saturday  should  suit 
yon,  I  will  let  yon  know  by  a  word;  and  you  can  answer 
by  a  yea  or  nay.  While  they  are  in  the  house,  I  must  give 
them  what  time  I  oan — and  indeed,  it  is  something  to  dread 
altogether. 

Tuesday. 

I  send  you  the  note  I  had  begun  before  reoeiving  yours 
of  last  night,  and  also  a  fragment  *  from  Mrs.  Hedley's 
herein  enclosed,  a  full  and  complete  certificate,  .  .  that 
you  may  know  .  .  quite  Icnow,  .  .  what  the  real  and  only 
reason  of  the  obstacle  to  Wednesday  is.  On  Saturday  per- 
haps, or  on  Monday  more  certainly,  there  is  likely  to  be 
no  opposition,  ,  .  at  least  not  on  the  *  oot^  gauche '  (my 
side  <)  to  our  meeting — but  I  will  let  you  know  more. 

For  the  rest,  we  have  both  been  a  little  unlucky,  there's 
no  denying,  in  overcoming  the  embarrassments  of  a  first 
acquaintance — but  suffer  me  to  say  as  one  other  last  word, 
(and  quite,  quite  the  last  ihia  time  I )  in  case  there  should 
have  been  anything  approaching,  however  remotely,  to  a 
distrustful  or  unkind  tone  in  what  I  wrote  on  Sunday,  (and 
I  have  a  sort  of  conscionsness  that  in  the  process  of  my 
■  [  .  .  .  meoa  Tuesday,  or  Vedoesday?  If  on  Tuesday,  I  shall  come 
by  the  three  o'clock  train ;  If  on  Wednesday,  taHn  In  the  morning,  u 
I  shall  be  anziona  to  aecnre  rooms  .  .  so  that  yonr  Uncle  and  Aiabel 
may  come  up  on  Thursday] . 
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self-sconiing  I  vaa  not  in  the  most  sabbatioal  of  moods 
perhaps — )  that  I  do  .recall  and  abjure  it,  and  from  mj 
heart  entreat  your  pardon  for  it,  and  profess,  notwith- 
standing  it,  neither  to  '  choose '  nor  '  to  be  aUe '  to  think 
otherwise  of  70a  than  I  have  done,  .  .  as  of  one  moat  gen- 
eions  and  mosnojal ;  for  that  if  I  ohoee,  I  oaold  not;  and 
that  if  I  conld,  I  should  not  ohocMe. 

Ever  and  gratefully  yonr  friend, 

K  B.  B. 

— ^And  now  we  shall  hear  of  '  Lorio,*  shall  we  not?  and 
maoh  besides.  And  Miss  Mitford  has  sent  me  the  most 
high  comical  of  letters  to  read,  addressed  to  her  by  '  B. 
B.  Haydon  historical  painter '  which  has  made  me  qoite 
langh;  and  would  make  you;  expressing  his  righteona  in- 
dignation at  the  'great  fact '  and  gross  impropriety  of  any 
man  who  has '  thonghts  too  deep  for  tears '  agreeing  to  wear 
a  '  bag  wig '  .  .  the  case  of  poor  Wordsworth's  going  to 
ooort,  yon  know. — "SSx.  Haydon  being  infinitely  serioos  all 
the  time,  and  yet  holding  the  doctrine  of  the  divine  right 
of  princes  in  his  left  hand. 

How  is  yonr  head?  may  I  be  hopir^  the  best  for  it? 
Uay  God  bless  yon. 

B.  B.  to  K  B.  B. 

[Poat-mark,  Uay  28,  18U.] 
Satozday,  Monday,  as  yon  shall  appoint — no  need  to 
say  that,  or  my  thanks — ^bat  this  note  troubles  yon,  ont  of 
my  bonnden  dnty  to  help  yoo,  or  Miss  Mitford,  to  make 
the  Fainter  ran  violently  down  a  steep  place  into  the  sea, 
if  that  will  amnse  you,  by  farther  informing  him,  what  I 
know  on  the  best  authority,  that  Wordsworth's  '  bag-wig,* 
or  at  least,  the  more  important  of  his  coort-habiliments, 
were  considerately  famished  for  the  nonce  by  Mr.  Sogers 
bom  his  own  wardrobe,  to  the  manifest  advants^  of  the 
Lsnreate's  pocket,  bat  more  problematio  improvement  of 
his  person,  when  one  thinks  on  the  astounding  difference 
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of  '  bnild '  in  the  two  Poets : — the  fact  shonld  be  pnt  on 
record,  if  oaij  as  serving  to  render  less  chimerical  a  prom- 
ise sometimes  figuring  in  the  oolomns  of  provincial  news- 
papers—that  the  two  apprentices,  some  grocer  or  other  ad- 
vertises for,  will  be  '  boarded  and  clothed  like  one  of  the 
fanul^.'  Ma;  not  your  unfinished  (really  good)  liead  of 
the  great  man  have  been  happily  kept  waiting  for  the  body 
which  can  now  be  added  on,  with  all  this  pictnreaqneness 
of  oircnmstances.  Precept  on  precept  .  .  but  then,  line 
upon  line,  is  allowed  by  as  good  aothorify,  and  may  I  not 
draw  my  confirming  black  line  after  yours,  yet  not  break 
pledge?  I  am  most  grateful  to  yon  for  doing  me  justice — 
doing  yourself  your  own  judgment,  justice,  since  even  the 
play-WT^ht  of  Theseus  and  the  Amazon  found  it  one  of  his 
hardest  devices  to '  write  me  a  speech,  lest  the  lady  be 
frightened,  wherein  it  shall  be  said  that  I,  Pyramns,  am 
not  Pyramns,  but  &o.  &c.'  God  bless  yon — one  thing 
more,  but  one — yon  couid  neoer  have  misunderstood  the 
asking  for  the  letter  again,  I  feared  yon  might  refer  to  it 
'  ponr  constater  le  fait ' — 

And  now  I  am  yonrs — 

a  B. 

My  head  is  all  bat  well  now;  thank  you. 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Friday  Homing. 
[Port-mark,  May  BO,  18*6.] 

Jost  one  word  to  say  thai  if  Saturday,  to-morrow, 
should  be  fine — ^beoanse  in  the  case  of  its  raining  I  shaU  not 
expect  you;  you  will  find  me  at  three  o'clock. 

Tes— the  eiroumstanoes  of  the  coetome  were  mentioned 
in  the  letter;  Mr.  Sogers'  bagwig  and  the  rest,  and  David 
Wilkie's  sword — and  also  that  the  Laureate,  so  equipped, 
fell  down  npon  both  knees  in  the  superfluity  of  etiquette, 
and  had  to  be  picked  up  by  two  lords-in-waitiiig.  It  is  a 
large  exaggeration  I  do  not  doubt — and  then  I  never  sym- 
pathised with  the  B^hing  kept  up  by  people  about  that 
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aooeptanoe  of  the  Lameateabip  which  drew  the  bagw^  as 
a  ooroUaiy  after  it.  !Not  that  the  Laoreateship  houoiiFed 
Jam,  bat  that  he  honoored  it ;  and  that,  so  honoTiring  it,  he 
preservee  a  symbol  instraotive  to  the  masses,  who  are  <M1- 
dzen  and  to  be  tanght  by  symbols  now  as  formerly.  Isn't 
it  troe?  or  at  least  may  it  not  be  tme?  And  won't  the 
oonrt  lanrel  (sach  as  it  is)  be  all  the  worthier  of  you  for 
Wordsworth's  having  worn  it  first? 

And  in  the  meantime  I  shall  see  yon  to-morrow  pei- 
hapB?  or  if  it  should  rain,  on  Monday  at  the  same  hoar. 
Ever  yours,  my  dear  friend, 

E.  B.  B. 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

EWday  Ibrnting. 
[Poet-mark,  June  7,  I84S.] 

When  I  see  all  yoa  have  done  for  me  in  this  '  Prome- 
theus,' I  feel  more  than  half  ashamed  both  of  it  and  of  me 
for  using  yoor  time  so,  and  forced  to  say  in  my  own  de- 
fence (not  to  yoa  but  myself)  that  I  never  thought  of 
meaning  to  inflict  such  work  on  yon  who  might  be  doing 
so  moch  better  things  in  the  meantime  both  for  me  and  for 
others — because,  you  see,  it  is  not  the  mere  reading  of  the 
MP  J  but  the  '  comparing '  of  the  text,  and  the  melancholy 
oomparifions  between  the  English  and  the  Greek,  .  .  . 
quite  enough  to  tarn  you  from  yonr  <pt).avOpdij:ou  rpdrcov,'  thai 
I  brought  upon  you ;  and  indeed  I  did  not  mean  so  much, 
nor  so  soon  I  Yet  as  you  have  done  it  for  me — ^for  me  who 
expected  a  few  jottings  down  with  a  pencil  and  a  general 
opinion ;  it  is  of  course  of  the  greatest  value,  besides  the 
pleasure  and  pride  whioh  come  of  it;  and  I  must  say  of  the 
translation,  (before  patting  it  aside  for  the  nonce),  that 
the  carcmmstance  of  yoor  i>aying  it  so  much  attenticm  and 
seeii^  any  good  in  it,  is  quite  enough  reward  for  the  writer 
and  quite  enongh  motive  for  self-gratnlstion,  if  it  were  all 
■  [Aeachyhu,  I^vnuthmit  11. :  'trick  of  loving  men, '  see  note  1,  on 
p.  89  above]. 


C,q,t,=cdbvG00g[C 


88     THE  IiETTERS  OF  ROBERT   BROWMTNG-     [Jomk  7 

torn  to  fragments  at  this  moment — which  is  a  foollBh  thing 
to  say  becaose  it  is  so  obriona,  and  because  j-ou  woold 
haow  it  if  I  said  it  or  not. 

And  while  yon  were  doing  this  for  me,  you  thooght  it 
nnkind  of  me  not  to  write  to  yon;  yes,  and  yon  think  me 
at  this  moment  the  very  princess  of  apologies  and  exonsee 
and  depreciations  and  all  the  lest  of  the  small  family  of 
distrost — or  of  hypocrisy  .  .  who  knows?  Well!  bat  yon 
are  wrong  .  .  wrong  .  .  to  think  bo;  and  yon  will  let  me 
say  one  word  to  show  where  you  are  wrong — not  for  yon  to 
oontrorert,  .  .  .  because  it  mnat  relate  to  myself  espe- 
cifJly,  and  lies  beyond  yonr  cognizance,  and  is  something 
which  I  must  know  beat  after  all.  And  it  is,  .  .  that  you 
persist  in  putting  me  into  a  false  position,  with  respect  to 
Jixing  days  and  the  like,  and  in  making  me  feel  somewhat 
as  I  did  when  I  was  a  child,  and  Papa  used  to  put  me  np 
on  the  chimney-piece  and  exhort  me  to  stand  up  straight 
like  a  hero,  which  I  did,  straighter  and  straighter,  and  then 
suddenly  '  was  'ware  *  (as  we  say  in  the  ballads)  of  the 
walls'  growii^  alive  behind  me  and  extending  two  stony 
hands  to  push  me  down  that  fr^^tfol  precipice  to  the  mg, 
where  the  dog  lay  ,  .  ,  dear  old  Havannah,  .  .  and  where 
he  and  I  were  likely  to  be  dashed  to  pieces  together  and 
mix  our  nnoanonised  bones.  Now  my  present  false  posi- 
tion .  .  which  is  not  the  chimney-piece's,  .  .  is  the  neces- 
sity yon  provide  for  me  in  the  shape  of  my  having  to  name 
this  day,  or  that  day,  .  .  and  of  yonr  coming  because  I 
name  it,  and  of  my  having  to  tiiink  and  remember  that  yon 
come  because  I  name  it.  Through  a  weakness,  perhaps, 
or  morbidness,  or  one  knows  not  how  to  define  it,  I  carmot 
help  being  uncomfortable  in  having  to  do  this, — it  is  im< 
possible.  Not  that  I  distrust  you — yon  are  the  last  ia  the 
world  I  could  distrust :  and  tiien  (although  yon  may  be 
Bceptioal)  I  am  naturally  given  to  trust  .  .  to  a  taolt  .  . 
as  some  say,  or  to  a  sin,  as  some  reproach  me: — and  tihen 
again,  if  I  were  ever  such  a  distmster,  it  oould  not  be  of 
you.    But  if  you  knew  me —  1    I  will  tell  you !  if  one  of  my 
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brotiherB  omitB  coming  to  this  room  for  two  days,  .  .  I 
soTOT  ask  -whj  it  Iiappened !  if  my  own  father  omits  coming 
np  stoiia  to  ssy  '  good  night, '  I  never  say  a  vord ;  and  not 
from  indifference.  Do  iry  to  make  oat  these  readings  of 
me  as  a  dixit  Casaubonus  ;  and  don't  throw  me  down  as  a 
cormpt  text,  nor  convict  me  for  an  infidel  which  I  am  not. 
On  the  contrary  I  am  gratefnl  and  happy  to  believe  that 
yon  like  to  come  here ;  and  even  if  you  came  here  as  a 
pore  act  of  charity  and  pity  to  me,  as  long  as  yoa  choae  to 
come  I  ehoold  not  be  too  proad  to  be  grateful  and  happy 
still.  I  conld  not  be  prond  to  you,  and  I  hope  yon  will  not 
iaiKj  BUch  a  posaibility,  which  is  the  remotest  of  all. 
Yes,  and  I  am  anxious  to  aak  yoa  to  be  wholly  generous 
and  leave  off  snch  an  interpreting  philosophy  as  yon  made 
nae  of  yesterday,  and  forgive  me  when  I  beg  yon  to  fix 
yoDT  own  days  for  coming  for  the  fatore.  Will  yoa?  It 
ia  the  same  thing  in  one  way.  If  yoa  like  to  come  really 
every  week,  there  is  no  hindrance  to  it — yoa  can  do  it — and 
tiie  privilege  and  obl^;ation  remain  equally  mine : — and  if 
yoa  name  a  day  for  coming  on  any  week,  where  there  is 
an  obstacle  on  my  side,  yoa  will  learn  it  from  me  in  a  mo- 
ment Why  I  might  as  well  cha^;e  you  with  distrusting 
tne,  because  yoa  persist  in  making  me  choose  the  days. 
And  it  is  not  for  me  to  do  it,  but  for  yoa — I  most  feel  that 
— and  I  cannot  help  chafing  myself  f^ainst  the  thought 
that  for  me  to  begin  to  fix  days  in  this  way,  just  beoanae 
yoo  have  quick  impnlsea  (like  all  imaginatiTe  persons), 
and  wish  me  to  do  it  now,  may  bring  me  to  the  catastrophe 
of  askiTig  you  to  ooma  when  yoa  would  rather  not,  .  . 
which,  as  you  say  truly,  would  not  be  an  important  vexa- 
tion to  yon;  but  to  me  would  be  worse  than  vexation;  to 
ffle — and  therefoie  I  shrink  from  the  very  imagination  of 
the  possibility  of  such  a  thing,  and  ask  yon  to  bear  with 
me  and  let  it  be  as  I  prefer  .  .  left  to  your  own  choice  of 
ttie  moment.  And  bear  with  me  above  all — because  this 
showsnowantof  faith  in  yon  .  .  none  .  .  but  comes  from 
a  simple  fact  (with  its  ramifications)  .  .  that  you  know 
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little  of  me  persooaUy  yet,  and  that  yon  guess,  even,  bat 
very  little  of  tiie  iDflaence  of  a  peonliar  ezperience  oyer  me 
and  out  of  me ;  and  if  I  wanted  a  proof  of  tliis,  we  need  not 
seek  fortlieT  than  the  very  point  of  disonsaion,  and  the  hard 
worldly  thoi^hts  yoa  thought  I  was  thinking  of  yoa  yes- 
terday,— I,  who  thoi^t  not  one  of  them  1  But  I  am  so 
used  to  discern  the  conecting  and  ministering  angels  by 
the  same  footsteps  on  the  groond,  that  it  is  not  wonderful 
I  should  look  down  there  at  any  approach  of  a  ptXia  rdSte 
whatever  to  this  personal  me.  Have  I  not  been  gronnd 
down  to  browns  and  blacks?  and  is  it  my  fault  if  I  am  not 
green?  Kot  that  it  is  my  complaint — I  should  not  be  justi- 
fied in  complaining;  I  believe,  as  I  told  yon,  tiiat  there  is 
more  gladness  than  sadness  in  the  world — that  is,  gener- 
ally :  and  if  some  natores  have  to  be  refined  by  the  snn, 
and  some  by  the  fomace  (the  less  genial  ones)  both  means 
are  to  be  recognised  as  good,  .  .  however  different  in 
pleasnrableness  and  painfolness,  and  thongh  fomace-fire 
leaves  scorched  streaks  npon  the  fruit.  I  asaored  yon 
there  was  nothing  I  had  any  power  of  teaching  yon ;  and 
there  ts  nothing,  except  grief  I — which  I  would  not  teaoh 
yon,  yoa  know,  if  I  had  the  occasion  granted. 

It  is  a moltitade  of  words  aboat  nothing  stall,  .  .  this 
— bat  I  am  like  Mariana  in  the  moated  grange  and  sit  lis- 
tening too  often  to  the  mouse  in  the  wainscot.  Be  as  for- 
bearing as  yoa  can — and  beUeve  how  profoondly  it  touches 
me  that  yon  shonld  care  to  come  here  at  all,  much  more, 
BO  often  I  and  try  to  undeistand  that  if  I  did  not  write  as 
yon  h&lf  asked,  it  was  jnst  becaoae  I  failed  at  the  moment 
to  get  op  enough  pomp  and  circmnstance  to  write  oa  pui^ 
pose  to  certify  the  Important  fact  of  my  being  a  little 
stronger  or  a  little  weaker  on  one  particular  morning. 
That  I  am  always  ready  and  rejoiced  to  write  to  you,  yoa 
know  perfectly  well,  and  I  have  proved,  by  '  superfluity  of 
naughtiness '  and  prolixity  through  some  twenty  poste : — 
and  this,  and  therefore,  yon  will  agree  sltf^ther  to  attrib- 
nte  no  mote  to  me  on  these  counts,  and  determine  to  read 
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me  no  more  backrards  vitb  yoar  Hebrew,  putting  in  yonr 
own  Towel  points  without  m;  leave  I    Shall  it  be  so? 

Here  is  a  letter  grovn  from  a  note  which  it  meant  to 
be — and  I  have  been  intermpted  in  the  midst  of  it,  or  it 
should  have  gone  to  yoa  earlier.  Let  what  I  have  said  in 
it  of  myself  pass  onqnestioned  and  nnnoticed,  because  it 
is  of  me  and  not  of  you,  .  ,  and,  if  in  any  wise  liinatioal, 
all  the  talking  and  writiiig  in  the  world  will  not  put  the 
implied  moon  into  another  quarter.  Only  be  patient  with 
me  a  little,  .  .  and  let  as  have  a  smooth  gronnd  for  the 
poema  which  I  am  foreseeing  the  s^ht  of  with  such  pride 
and  delight — Such  pride  and  delight  I 

And  one  thing  .  .  which  is  chief,  though  it  seems  to 
oome  last!  .  .  yon  vfiS  have  advice  (will  yon  not?)  if  that 
pain  does  not  grow  much  better  directly?  It  cannot  be 
prudent  or  even  safe  to  let  a  pain  in  the  head  go  on  so 
long,  and  no  remedy  be  attempted  for  it,  .  .  and  yon  can- 
not be  snre  that  it  ia  a  merely  nervons  pain  and  that  it  may 
not  have  consequences;  and  this,  qnite  apart  from  the  con- 
sideration of  auffering.  So  you  will  see  some  one  with  an 
opnnion  to  give,  and  take  it?  Do,  I  beseech  you.  Yon 
■will  not  say  '  no'?  Also  .  .  if  on  Wednesday  you  should 
be  less  well  than  usual,  you  will  come  on  Thursday  instead, 
I  hope,  .  .  seeing  that  it  must  be  right  for  you  to  be  quiet 
and  silent  when  yon  snffer  so,  and  a  journey  into  Lcmdon 
can  let  yon  be  neither.  Otherwise,  I  hold  to  my  day,  .  . 
Wednesday.  And  may  Qod  bless  yon  my  dear  friend. 
Ever  yours, 

E.  B.  B. 

Ton  are  right  I  see,  nearly  everywhere,  if  not  quite 
everywhere  in  the  criticisms — but  of  course  I  have  not 
looked  very  closely — ^that  is,  I  have  read  your  papers  but 
not  in  connection  with  a  my  side  of  the  argnment — but  I 
shall  lose  the  post  after  aU. 
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S.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Saturdaf  MomlDg, 
[Post-mark,  June  7.  1845.] 

I  Teutored  to  hope  this  morning  might  bring  me  news 
of  you — Firet  East-winds  on  yoa,  then  myseli,  then  those 
criticisms ! — I  do  asanie  you  I  am  properly  apprehensive. 
Eovare  yon?  May  I  go  on  Wednesday  without  too  much 
CM$atia. 

Pray  remember  what  I  said  and  wrote,  to  the  effect 
that  my  exceptions  were,  in  almost  every  case,  to  the  'read- 
ing ' — not  to  your  version  of  it :  but  I  have  not  specified  the 
particular  ones — not  written  down  the  Greek,  of  my  sug- 
gested translations — have  I?  And  if  you  do  not  find  them 
in  the  margin  of  your  copy,  how  you  must  wonder  I  Thus, 
in  the  last  speech  bat  one,  of  Hermes,  I  prefer  Porson  and 
Blomfield's  «'  z"!^'  Atu^oiv  ti  ^ai^  /laviSii'' — to  the  old  com- 
binations that  inclade  tii-rux', — though  there  is  no  MS. 
authority  for  emendation,  it  seems.  But  in  what  respect 
does  Prometheus  '  fare  weU, '  or  '  better '  even,  since  the  be- 
ginning? And  is  it  not  the  old  argument  over  again,  that 
when  a  man  faSa  he  should  repent  of  his  ways? — ^Aad 
while  t.hinlring  of  Hennes,  let  me  say  that '  ffj^i  pot  iittlSf 
idaut  ftpo<r^dijjt '  is  surely — '  Don't  subject  me  to  the  trouble 
of  a  second  journey  .  .  by  paying  no  attention  to  the 
first. *  So  says  Scholiast  A,  and  so  backs  him  SchcJiast  B, 
especially  created,  it  should  appear,  to  show  there  could  be 
in  rerum  natur^  such  another  as  his  predecessor.  A  few 
other  remarks  occur  to  me,  which  I  will  tell  you  if  you 
please ;  rww,  I  really  want  to  know  how  you  are,  and  write 
for  that. 

Ever  yours, 

R  B. 
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B.  B.  io  E.  B.  B. 

[FoBt-iiiArk,  June  9,  1840.] 

Just  after  my  note  left,  yours  came — I  will  try  bo  to 
answer  it  as  to  please  yon;  and  I  begin  by  promising 
cHeerfnlly  to  do  all  yon  bid  me  about  wRroing  days  &a, 
I  do  believe  we  are  friends  now  and  for  erer.  There  can 
be  no  reason,  therefore,  that  I  should  ding  tenaciously  to 
any  <me  or  other  time  of  meeting,  as  if,  losing  that,  I  lost 
everything — and,  for  the  fatnte,  I  will  provide  f^ainst 
sndden  engagements,  oatr^eoos  weather  &c.,  to  yonr 
heart's  content.  Not  am  I  goii^  to  except  against  here 
and  there  a  little  wrong  I  conld  get  np,  as  when  yon  imply 
from  my  quick  impulses  and  the  like.  No,  my  dear  friend 
— ^foT  I  seem  sure  I  shall  have  quite,  quite  time  enough  to 
do  myself  justice  in  your  eyes — Let  time  show  I 

Perhaps  I  feel  none  the  less  sorely,  when  yon  '  thank  * 
me  for  such  company  as  mine,  tiiat  I  cannot  avoid  confess- 
ing to  myself  that  it  would  not  be  so  absolutely  out  of  my 
power,  perhaps,  to  contrive  really  and  deserve  thanks  in  a 
certain  acceptation — I  might  really  try,  at  all  events,  and 
amuse  you  a  little  better,  when  I  do  have  the  opportunify, 
— and  I  do  tiot — ^bnt  there  is  the  thing !  It  is  all  of  a  piece 
— I  do  not  seek  your  friendship  in  order  to  do  yon  good — 
any  good — only  to  do  myself  good.  Though  I  tmuld, 
knows,  do  that  too. 

Enough  of  this. 

I  am  much  better,  indeed, — bat  will  certainly  follow 
yonr  advice  should  the  pain  retom.  And  you — yon  have 
tried  a  new  journey  from  yonr  room,  have  you  not? 

Do  recollect,  at  any  torn,  any  chance  bo  far  in  my  fa- 
vour,— that  I  am  here  and  yours  should  yon  want  any 
fetching  and  carrying  in  thisoutside  Londonworld.  Your 
brothers  may  have  their  own  business  to  mind,  Mr.  Ken- 
yon  is  at  New  York,  we  will  suppose;  here  am  I — what 
else,  what  else  makes  me  count  my  cleverness  to  you,  as  I 
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know  I  have  done  more  than  once,  bj  word  and  letter,  bnt 
the  Teal  wish  to  be  set  at  work?  I  ebonld  have,  I  hope, 
better  taste  thaji  to  tell  any  everyday  acquaintance,  who 
could  not  go  out,  one  single  morning  even,  on  acconnt  of  a 
headache,  that  the  weather  was  delightfol,  moch  less  that 
I  had  been  walking  five  miles  and  meant  to  ran  ten — yet 
to  yon  I  boasted  once  of  polking  and  waltzii^  and  more- 
bat  then  woold  it  not  be  a  very  Boperflaoos  piece  of  respect 
in  the  four-footed  bird  to  keep  his  wiDgs  to  himself  becaose 
his  Master  Ooeanos  conld  fly  forsooth?  Whereas  he  be- 
gins to  wave  a  flap  and  show  how  ready  they  are  to  be  off— 
for  what  else  were  the  good  of  him?  Think  of  tiiis — and 
Know  me  for  yoars 
B.  B. 

For  good  yon  are,  to  those  notes — yon  shall  have 
more, — that  is,  the  rest — on  Wednesday  then,  at  8,  except 
as  yon  except.    God  bless  yon. 

Oh,  let  me  tell  yon — I  suppose  Mr.  Home  must  be  in 
town — as  I  received  a  letter  two  days  ago,  from  the  cour 
triver  of  some  literary  society  or  other  who  had  before 
written  to  get  me  to  belong  to  11^  protesting  against  m; 
reasons  for  refusing,  and  b^ging  that '  at  all  events  I  would 
suspend  my  determination  till  I  had  been  visited  by  Mr. 
H.  on  the  subject ' — and,  as  they  can  hardly  mean  to  bring 
him  express  from  the  Drachenfels  for  just  that,  he  is  re- 
turned no  doubt — and  as  he  is  yonr  friend,  I  take  the  op- 
portunity of  mentioning  the  coarse  I  shall  pnreue  with  him 
or  any  other  friend  of  yours  I  may  meet, — (and  everybody 
else,  I  may  add — )  the  coarse  I  understand  yon  to  desire, 
with  respect  to  our  own  intimacy.  While  I  may  acknowl- 
edge, I  believe,  that  I  correspond  with  yon,  I  shall  not,  in 
any  case,  suffer  it  to  be  known  that  I  see,  or  have  seen 
yon.  This  I  just  remind  you  of,  lest  any  oocasitm  of  em- 
barrassment should  arise,  for  a  moment,  from  yonr  not 
being  quite  sore  how  /  had  acted  in  any  case. — Oon  ohe, 
le  bacio  le  mani — a  rivederla  t 
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£.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Tuesday  Morning. 
[PoBt-mark,  June  10,  1845.] 

I  most  thank  yon  b;  one  word  for  all  jonr  kindneas 
and  consideration — which  oonld  not  be  greater ;  nor  more 
felt  by  me.  In  the  first  place,  afterwards  (if  that  should 
not  be  Irish  dialect)  do  nnderstand  that  my  letter  passed 
from  my  hands  to  go  to  yoors  on  Fiiday,  bat  was  thrown 
aaide  carelessly  down  stairs  and  *  covered  np '  they  say,  so 
as  not  to  be  seen  until  late  on  Satorday;  and  I  can  only 
hombly  hope  to  have  been  cross  enongh  about  it  (having 
conscientioDBly  tried)  to  secnre  a  little  more  accuracy  an- 
other time. — And  then,  .  ,  if  ever  I  should  want  anything 
doneorfonnd,  .  .  (a  roc's  egg  or  the  like)  yon  may  believe 
me  that  I  shall  not  scruple  to  ask  yon  to  be  the  finder ;  bat 
at  this  moment  I  want  nothing,  indeed,  except  your  poems ; 
and  that  is  quite  the  troth.  !Now  do  consider  and  think 
what  I  could  possibly  want  in  your  'ontside  London  world ' ; 
yon,  who  are  the  '  Genius  of  the  lamp'  I — Why  if  you  light 
it  and  let  me  read  yonr  romances,  &o.,  by  it,  is  not  that 
the  best  use  for  it,  and  am  I  likely  to  look  for  another? 
Only  I  shall  remember  what  yon  say,  gratefully  and  seri- 
oasly ;  and  if  ever  I  should  have  a  good  fair  opportunity 
of  giving  yon  trouble  (as  if  I  had  not  done  it  already !), 
yon  may  rely  upon  my  evil  intentions ;  even  though  dear 
Mr.  Eenyon  should  not  actually  be  at  New  York,  .  .  which 
he  is  not,  I  am  ^ad  to  say,  as  I  saw  him  on  Saturday. 

Which  reminds  me  that  he  knows  of  yonr  having  been 
here,  of  conrsel  and  will  not  mention  it;  as  he  understood 
from  me  that  you  would  not.  — Thank  yon !  Also  there  was 
an  especial  reason  which  constrained  me,  on  pain  of  ap- 
pearing a  great  hypocrite,  to  tell  Mias  Mitford  the  bare 
fact  of  my  having  seen  yon — and  reluctantly  I  did  it, 
though  placing  some  hope  in  her  promise  of  discretion. 
And  how  necessary  the  discretion  is,  will  appear  in  the 
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awful  statistical  fact  of  our  haTing  at  this  moment,  as  my 
sisters  were  calculating  yesterday,  some  forty  relatiras  in 
LondoQ — to  say  nothing  of  the  right  wing  of  the  enemy. 
For  Mi.  Home,  I  could  have  told  yoa,  and  really  I  thought 
I  had  told  yon  of  his  beii^  in  Englaud. 

Last  paragrsph  of  all  is,  that  I  d&nH  toant  to  be  amuaed, 
.  .  or  rather  that  I  am  amosed  by  everything  and  any-     j 
thing.    Why  surely,  snrely,  yon  have  some  singular  ideas     j 
about  me  1 1    80,  till  to-morrow, 

E.  B.  B. 

Instead  of  writing  this  note  to  yoa  yesterday,  as 
should  have  been,  I  went  down  stairs — or  rather  was  car- 
ried— and  am  not  the  worse. 

E.B.B.  toB.S. 

Friday.  ' 

[Post-mark,  June  14,  184S.] 

Yes,  the  poem  ts  too  good  in  certain  respects  for  the 
prizes  given  in  colleges,  (when  all  the  pure  parsley  goes 
naturally  to  the  rabbits),  and  has  a  great  deal  of  beauty 
here  and  there  in  image  and  expression.  Still  I  do  not 
quite  agroQ  with  you  that  it  reaches  the  Tennyson  standard 
any  wise;  and  for  the  blank  verse,  I  cannot  for  a  moment 
think  it  comparable  to  one  of  the  grand  passages  in 
*  (Enone, '  and  'Arthur '  and  the  like.  In  fact  I  eeem  to 
hear  more  in  that  latter  blank  veise  than  you  do,  .  .  to 
hear  not  only  a  '  mighty  line '  as  in  Marlowe,  bat  a  noble 
full  orbicular  wholeness  in  complete  passages — which  al- 
ways struck  me  as  the  mystery  of  mnsio  and  great  pecu- 
liarity in  Tennyson's  versification,  inasmuch  as  he  attains 
to  these  complete  effects  without  that  shifting  of  the  pause 
practised  by  the  masters,  .  .  Shelley  and  others.  A 
'linked  mnsic'  in  which  there  are  no  links! — iJuU,  yon 
would  take  to  be  a  contradiction — and  yet  something  like 
that,  my  ear  has  always  seemed  to  perceive;  and  I  have 
wondered  oorionsly  again  and  again  how  there  could  be  so 
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taadh  anion  and  no  fastening.  Only  of  oonrse  it  is  not 
model  versification — and  for  diamatio  purposes,  it  most  be 
admitted  to  be  bad. 

Which  reminds  me  to  be  astonished  for  the  second  time 
how  yon  coold  think  snch  a  thing  of  me  as  that  I  wanted 
to  read  only  yoox  lyrics,  .  .  or  that  I '  preferred  the  lyrics ' 
.  .  or  something  barbarous  in  thatvay?  Yon  don't  tiuiik 
jne  '  ambidexter, '  or  '  either-handed '  .  .  and  both  bonds 
open  for  what  poems  yon  will  vonchaafe  to  me;  and  yet  if 
yon  would  let  me  see  anything  you  may  haYe  in  a  readable 
state  by  yon,  .  .  '  The  Flight  of  the  Duchess'  .  .  or  act  or 
scene  of  '  The  Sonl's  Tragedy,'  .  .  I  shall  be  so  glad  and 
grateful  to  yon !  Oh — if  yon  change  yonr  mind  and  choose 
to  be  Wen  priS,  1  will  grant  it  is  your  right,  and  b^^  mj 
litnrgy  directly.  But  this  is  not  teasing  (in  the  intention 
of  it  I )  and  I  understand  all  abont  the  transcription,  and 
the  inscmtableness  of  rough  copies, — that  is,  if  you  write 
as  I  do,  so  that  my  guardian  angel  or  M.  Ohampolllon 
conoot  read  what  ia  written.  Only  whatever  they  can, 
(rememberl)  I  can:  and  yon  are  not  to  mind  trusting  me 
with  the  cacistc^raphy  possible  to  mortol  readers. 

The  sun  shines  so  that  nobody  dares  complain  of  the 
east  wind — and  indeed  I  am  better  altogether.  Uay  God 
bless  you,  my  dear  friend. 

E.  B.  B. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[Post-mark,  June  14. 1846.] 
When  I  ask  my  wise  self  what  I  really  do  remember  of 
the  Prine  poem,  the  answer  is — ^both  of  Chapman's  lines 
a-top,  quite  wortti  any  prize  for  their  quotw— then,  the 
good  epithet  of '  Qreen  Europe '  contrasting  with  Africa — 
then,  deep  in  the  piece,  a  pictore  of  a  Vestal  in  a  vault, 
where  I  see  a  dipping  and  winkii^  lamp  plainest,  and  last 
of  aU  the  ominons  '  all  was  dark '  that  dismisses  you.  I 
read  the  poem  many  years  ago,  and  never  since,  though  I 
have  an  impreseios  that  the  versification  is  good,  yet  from 
Vol.  I.— 7 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


98    THE  LETTEB8  OF  EOBEET  BEOWNING  [JumsM 

your  commentaiy  I  see  I  most  have  eaid  a  good  deal  more 
in  its  praise  than  that.  Bab  hare  yon  not  discovered  b; 
this  time  that  I  go  on  talkii^  vith  my  tiion^ts  avay? 

I  know,  I  have  always  been  jealoos  of  my  own  miisical 
faculty  (I  can  write  mnsio).~-Kow  that  I  see  the  oseless- 
ness  of  snch  jealousy,  and  am  for  loosing  and  letting  it  go, 
it  may  be  cramped  possibly.  Yoox  mosic  is  more  various 
and  exquisite  than  any  modem  writer's  to  my  ear.  One 
shonld  study  the  mechanical  part  of  the  art,  as  nearly  all 
that  there  is  to  be  stodied — for  the  more  one  siis  and 
thinks  over  the  creative  process,  the  more  it  confirms  itself 
aa  '  inspiratioii, '  nothing  more  nor  less.  Or,  at  worst,  yoB 
write  down  old  inspirationB,  what  yon  remember  of  them 
.  .  bat  with  that  it  begins.  '  Beflection '  is  exactly  what 
it  names  itself — a  re-presentation,  in  scattered  rays  from 
every  angle  of  incidence,  of  what  first  of  aU  became  present 
in  a  great  light,  a  whole  one.  So  tell  me  how  these  lights 
are  bom,  if  yoa  can !  Bat  I  can  tell  anybody  how  to  make 
melodions  verses— let  him  do  it  ther^ore— it  shonld  be 
exacted  of  all  writers. 

f  7ou  do  not  nnd«!stand  what  a  new  feeHng  it  is  for  me 
/  to  have  someone  who  is  to  like  my  verses  or  I  shall  not 
/  ever  like  them  after  t  So  far  difi'erently  was  I  circnmstanced  I 
/  of  old,  that  I  nsed  rather  to  go  about  for  a  snbject  of  j 
offence  to  people;  writiag  ngly  thiags  in  order  to  warn  the  I 
nngenial  and  timoroos  off  my  gionnds  at  once.  I  shall  j 
never  do  so  again  at  least!  As  it  is,  I  will  l»ing  all  I  ! 
dare,  in  as  great  qaantities  as  I  can — if  not  next  time,  after  I 
ihen — certainly.  I  most  make  an  end,  print  this  Antamn 
my  last  foor' Bella,'  Lyrics,  Bomances,  'The  Tragedy,*  | 
and  '  Loria,'  and  then  go  on  with  a  whole  heart  to  my  orm  I 
Poem — indeed,  I  have  jost  resolved  not  to  begin  any  new  I 
soog,  even,  till  this  grand  clearance  is  made — I  will  get  tlie  i 
Tragedy  transcribed  to  bring—  i 

'  To  bring  I '  Kext  Wednesday — if  yon  know  how  happy  i 
yon  make  me  1  may  I  not  say  that,  my  dear  friend,  wIiexLl 
I  feel  it  from  my  eonl?  I 
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I  tbfuik  God  that  yon  are  better :  do  pray  make  fresh 
endeaToois  to  profit  by  this  partial  respite  of  the  weather ! 
AH  aboat  yon  mnst  nrge  that :  bnt  even  from  my  distance 
some  effect  might  come  of  gnoh  wishes.  Bnt  yon  are  bet- 
ter— look  so  and  speak  so  I    Qod  bless  yon. 

B.  B. 

Ton  let  'flowera  be  sent  yon  in  a  letter,'  every  one 
knows,  and  ibis  hot  day  draws  ont  onr  very  first  ydlow 


K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Uoad&y. 
[Post-mark,  Juno  17,  184S.] 
Tes,  I  qnite  believe  as  yon  do  that  what  is  called  the 
'  creatiTe  process '  in  works  of  Art,  is  jnst  inspiration  and 
DO  lass — which  made  somebody  say  to  me  sot  long  since ; 
'And  so  yon  think  that  Shakespeare's  '  Othello '  was  of  the 
(^nence  of  the  Holy  Ghost? ' — rather  a  startling  dednction, 
.  .  only  not  qnite  as  final  as  might  appear  to  somebodies 
perhaps.  At  least  it  does  not  prevent  mj  going  on  to 
agree  with  the  saying  of  Spmdvm,  .  .  do  yon  remember? 
.  .  '  Tont  ce  que  I'homme  appelle  inspiration,  je  I'appelle 
aossi  revelation,'  .  .  if  there  is  not  something  too  self- 
eridest  in  it  after  all — my  sole  objection  I  And  ia  it  not 
true  that  yonr  inability  to  analyse  the  mental  process  in 
qneetion,  is  one  of  the  proofs  of  the  fact  of  inspiration? — 
as  the  gods  were  known  of  old  by  not  being  seen  to  move 
their  feet, — coming  and  going  in  an  eqnal  sweep  of  radi- 
ance.— And  still  more  wonderfnl  than  the  first  transient 
great  light  yon  speak  of,  .  .  and  far  beyond  any  work  of 
reflection,  except  in  the  pnre  analytical  sense  in  which  yon 
nse  the  word,  .  .  appears  that  gathering  of  light  on  light 
upon  particnlar  points,  as  yon  go  (in  composition)  step  by 
step,  till  yon  get  intimately  near  to  things,  and  see  them 
in  a  folnesB  and  cleameas,  and  an  intense  trost  in  the  tmth 
of  them  which  yon  have  not  in  any  annshine  of  noon  (caUed 
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real!)  but  which  yon  have  then  .  .  and  straggle  to  oom- 
mnnicste : — aa  ineffeotnal  Btrng^le  with  most  writers  (oh, 
how  ineffectual !)  and  when  efifeotoal,  issuing  in  the  '  Pippa 
Passes, '  and  other  master-pieces  of  the  world. 

Ton  will  tell  me  what  you  mean  exactly  by  being  jeal- 
ous of  yonr  own  music?  You  said  once  that  yon  had  had 
a  false  notion  of  music,  or  had  practised  it  according  to  the 
false  DotiouB  of  other  people:  but  did  you  mean  besides 
that  you  ever  had  meant  to  despise  music  altogether — be- 
cause that,  it  is  hard  to  set  about  trying  to  belieTe  of  you 
indeed.  And  then,  you  can  praise  my  verses  for  music? — 
Why,  are  yon  aware  that  people  blame  me  constantly  for 
wanting  harmony — from  Mr.  Boyd  who  moans  aloud  over 
the  indisposition  of  my' trochees'  .  .  and  no  less  a  person 
than  Mr.  Tennyson,  who  said  to  somebody  who  repeated 
it,  that  in  the  want  of  harmony  lay  the  chief  defect  of  the 
poems,  '  although  it  might  verily  be  retrieved,  as  he  could 
fancy  that  I  hod  an  ear  by  nature.'  Well — hut  I  am 
pleased  that  you  should  praise  me — right  or  wrong — I 
mean,  whether  I  am  right  or  wrong  in  being  pleased !  and 
I  say  so  to  yon  openly,  although  my  belief  is  that  yon  are 
under  a  vow  to  onr  Lady  of  Loretto  to  make  giddy  with  all 
manner  of  high  vanities,  some  head,  .  .  not  too  strong  for 
such  things,  but  too  low  for  them,  .  .  before  yon  see  again 
the  embroidery  on  her  divine  petticoat.  Only  there's  a 
flattery  so  far  beyond  praise  .  .  even  your  praise — aa 
where  you  talk  of  your  verses  being  liked  &o.,  and  of  your 
being  happy  to  bring  them  here,  .  .  that  is  scarcely  a 
lawful  weapon ;  and  see  if  the  Madonna  may  not  signify  so 
much  to  you  t — Seriously,  yon  will  not  hurry  too  uncom- 
fortably, or  uncomfortably  at  all,  abont  the  transcriUng? 
Another  day,  you  know,  will  do  as  well — and  patience  is 
possible  to  me,  if  not '  native  to  the  soil.' 

Also  I  am  beharing  very  well  in  going  out  into  the 
noise;  not  quite  out  of  doors  yet,  on  account  of  the  heat-— 
and  I  am  better  as  you  say,  without  any  doubt  at  all,  and 
stronger — cmly  my  looks  are  a  little  deceitfol;  and  people 
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are  apt  to  be  heated  and  flashed  in  this  veather,  one  hour, 
to  look  a  little  more  ghasHv  an  hour  or  tvo  after.  Not  Qx&t 
it  is  not  tme  of  me  that  I  am  better,  mind  1  Because  I  am. 
The  '  flower  in  the  letter '  vas  from  one  of  my  sisters — 
from  Arabel  (though  many  of  these  poems  are  ideal  .  .  will 
joa  understand?)  and  joor  rose  came  quite  alire  and  &esh, 
though  in  act  of  dropping  its  beantifol  leaves,  because  of 
having  to  come  to  me  instead  of  living  on  in  your  garden, 
as  it  intended.  But  I  thank  yon — for  this,  and  all,  my 
dear  friend. 

E.  B.  B. 

KB.toE.  B.  B. 

Thnraday  Uornlng. 
[Post-mark,  June  19,  1840.] 

When  I  next  see  yon,  do  not  let  me  go  on  and  on  to  my 
confusion  about  matters  I  am  more  or  less  ignorant  of,  bnt 
always  ignorant.  I  tell  yoa  plainly  I  only  trench  on  ihem, 
and  intrench  in  them,  from  gaacherie,  pore  and  respecta- 
ble. .  .  I  should  certainly  grow  instmctiTe  on  the  pros- 
pects of  hay-crops  and  pasture-land,  if  deprived  of  this  re- 
source.  And  now  here  is  a  week  to  wait  before  I  shall 
have  any  occasion  to  relapse  into  Greek  literatore  when  I 
am  thinking  all  the  while, '  now  I  will  just  ask  simply,  what 
flattery  there  was,'  &o.  £c.,  which,  as  I  had  not  conr^;e  to 
say  then,  I  keep  to  myself  for  shame  now.  This  I  wiU 
say,  then — wait  and  know  me  better,  as  yon  will  one  long 
day  at  the  end. 

Why  I  write  now,  is  because  you  did  not  promise,  aa 
before,  to  let  me  know  how  yon  are — this  morning  is  mis- 
erably oold  again — Will  yoa  tell  me,  at  your  own  time? 
God  bless  you,  my  dear  friend. 

R.  B. 
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E.  B.  B.  to  Jt.  B. 

Tfaundi^  EroDlng. 
[Pogt-matlt,  June  30, 18U.] 

U  on  Greek  literature  or  anything  else  it  is  ;oar  pleoB- 
Qre  to  coltiTate  a  repntadon  for  ignorance,  I  will  rsBpect 
joor  deeiie — and  indeed  the  point  of  the  deficiency  in  qnefi- 
tion  being  far  above  my  sight  I  am  not  qualified  either  to 
deny  or  assert  tiie  existence  of  it;  so  yoa  are  free  to  ham 
it  all  yonr  own  way. 

Abont  the '  flattery '  howeTer,  there  is  a  difference ;  and 
I  most  deny  a  little  ha^ng  ever  used  such  a  word  .  .  as 
far  as  I  can  recollect,  and  I  have  been  trying  to  recollect, 
.  .  as  that  word  of  flattery.  Perhaps  I  said  something 
about  yoor  having  vowed  to  make  me  vain  by  writing  this 
or  that  of  my  liking  your  verses  and  so  on — and  perhaps 
I  said  it  too  lightly  .  .  which  happened  becanse  when  one 
doesn't  know  whether  to  langh  or  to  cry,  it  is  far  best,  as 
a  general  role,  to  langh.  But  the  serious  truth  is  that  it 
was  all  nonsense  together  what  I  wrote,  and  that,  instead 
of  twUnng  of  your  mftk''"g  me  vain,  I  should  have  talked 
(if  it  liad  been  done  sioceiely)  of  your  humbling  me — inas- 
much as  nothing  does  humble  anybody  so  much  as  being 
lifted  up  too  high.  You  know  what  vaulting  Ambition  did 
once  for  himself?  and  when  it  is  done  for  him  by  anotheT, 
his  fall  is  still  heavier.  And  one  moral  of  all  this  general 
philosophy  is,  that  if  when  year  poems  come,  you  persist 
in  giving  too  much  importance  to  what  I  may  have  coarse 
to  say  of  this  or  of  that  in  them,  you  will  make  me  a  dtunb 
critic  and  I  shall  have  no  help  for  my  dumbness.  Bo  I 
tell  you  beforehand — notiiing  extenuating  nor  exaggerating 
nor  putting  down  in  malice.  I  know  so  much  of  myself  as 
to  be  sure  of  it.  Even  as  it  is,  the '  insolence '  which  people 
blame  me  for  and  praise  me  for,  .  ,  the  '  recklessness  * 
which  my  friends  talk  of  with  mitigating  countenances  .  . 
geems  gradually  going  and  going — and  really  it  would  not 
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bo  very  Btramge  (without  that)  if  /  tIio  vae  bom  a  hero 
worshipper  and  have  so  oontinaed,  and  who  always  reoog- 
nised  your  geninB,  should  find  it  impossibla  to  bring  oat 
critical  doxies  on  the  workings  of  it.  Well — ^I  shall  do 
what  I  can — as  far  as  impreations  go,  yoa  understand — and 
you  mnst  promise  not  to  attach  too  mooh  importance  to 
snythii^  said.     So  that  is  a  covenant,  my  dear  friend ! — 

And  I  am  really  gaining  strength— and  I  will  not  com- 
plain of  the  weather.  As  long  as  the  thermometer  keeps 
abore  sixty  I  am  content  for  one ;  and  the  ros^  are  not 
quite  dead  yet,  which  they  would  have  been  in  the  heat. 
Aiid  last  and  not  least — may  J  ask  if  yon  were  told  that  the 
pain  in  the  head  was  not  important  (or  was)  in  the  cansea, 
.  .  and  vas  likely  to  be  well  soon?  or  was  not?  I  am  at 
the  end. 

E.  B.  B. 

Upon  second  or  third  thoughts,  isn't  it  tme  that  yoa 
ue  a  little  sospicions  of  me?  sospidooo  at  least  of  snspi- 
dooB&ees? 

B.3.  toE.B.B. 

Sunday  Altemoon. 
[Poat-mark,  June  88,  184S.] 

And  if  I  am  *  suspicions  of  yoor  sospioioosnass, '  who 
gives  cause,  pray?  The  matter  was  loi^  ago  settled,  I 
tbonght,  when  yon  first  took  exception  to  what  I  said  abont 
higher  and  lower,  and  I  consented  to  this  mnch — that  yon 
should  belp  seeing,  if  yoa  conld,  onr  trne  intelleotoal  and 
moral  relation  each  to  the  other,  ao  long  as  yoa  would 
allow  me  to  see  what  w  there,  fronting  me.  '  la  my  eye  evil 
becanse  yoors  is  not  good? '  My  own  friend,  if  I  wished 
to  '  make  yoQ  vain,'  if  having  '  foond  the  Bower '  I  did 
really  address  myself  to  the  wise  bosiness  of  spoiling  its 
rcse-roof, — I  think  that  at  least  where  there  was  such  a 
will,  there  would  be  also  something  not  onlike  a  way, — 
that  I  shonld  find  a  proper  hooked  stick  to  tear  down  flow- 
ers with,  and  write  yon  other  letters  than  these — qoite, 
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quite  others,  I  feel — though  I  am  far  fiom  going  to  imag- 
ine, even  for  a  moment,  what  might  be  the  precise  prodigy 
— ^like  the  notable  Son  of  Zeus,  thai  was  to  have  been,  and 
done  the  wonders,  only  he  did  not,  becaose  &o.  &o. 

Bui  I  have  a  restless  head  to-day  and  so  let  yon  off 
easily.  Well,  you  ask  me  about  it,  that  head,  and  I  am 
not  justified  in  being  positiTe  Then  my  Doctor  is  dubious; 
as  for  the  causes,  they  are  neither  superfluity  of  study,  nor 
fancy,  nor  care,  nor  any  special  naughtiness  that  I  know  how 
to  amend.  So  if  I  bring  yon  'nothing  to  signify'  on  Wed- 
nesday .  .  though  I  hope  to  do  more  than  that  .  .  youwill 
know  exactly  why  it  happens.  I  will  finish  and  transcribe 
the  '  Flight  of  the  Duchess '  since  you  spoke  of  that  first. 
I  am  truly  happy  to  hear  that  your  health  improves  stilL 
For  me,  going  out  does  me  good — reading,  writing,  and, 
what  is  odd, — infinitely  most  of  aU,  sleeping  do  me  the 
harm, — never  any  very  great  harm.  And  all  the  while  I 
sjn  yours  ever 

E.B. 

E.  B.  S.  to  B.  B. 

Hondaj'. 
[PoBt-muk,  June  34,  184S. 

I  had  begun  to  be  afraid  that  I  did  not  deserve  to  bars 
my  questions  answered;  and  I  was  afraid  of  asking  them 
over  i^ain.  But  it  is  worse  to  be  afraid  that  you  are 
not  better  at  all  in  any  essential  manner  (after  all  yoni  a»- 
sorancee)  and  that  the  medical  means  have  failed  so  far. 
Did  you  go  to  somebody  who  knows  anything? — ^because 
tiiere  is  no  excuse,  yon  see,  in  common  sense,  for  not  hav- 
ii^  tiie  best  and  most  experienced  opinion  when  there  is  a 
choice  of  advice — and  I  am  confident  that  that  pain  should 
not  be  suffered  to  go  on  without  somethit^  being  done. 
What  I  said  about  nerres,  related  to  what  you  had  told 
me  of  your  mother's  suffering  and  what  you  had  fancied 
of  the  relation  of  it  to  your  own,  and  not  that  I  conld 
be  thinking  about  imaginary  complaints — I  wish  I  could. 
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Not  (either)  that  I  believe  in  the  relation  .  .  becaitBe  such 
things  are  not  hereditary,  are  they?  and  the  bare  coinoi- 
denoe  is  improbable.  Well,  bat,  I  wanted  particularly  to 
Bay  this — Don't  bring  the  'Ihickesa '  wUh  you  on  Wednesday. 
I  shall  Qot  expect  anythii^,  I  write  distinctly  to  teU  yon — 
and  I  would  far  far  rather  that  yon  did  not  bring  it.  Yon 
see  it  is  jnst  as  I  thought — for  that  whether  too  mnch 
thought  or  stndy  did  or  did  not  bring  od  the  illness,  .  . 
yet  yon  admit  that  reading  and  writing  iDorease  it  .  .  as 
they  wonld  nstnrally  do  any  sort  of  pain  in  the  head — 
therefore  if  yoo  will  but  be  in  earnest  and  try  to  get  well 
Jirat,  we  will  do  tiie  '  Bells '  afterwards,  and  there  will  be 
time  for  a  whole  peal  of  them,  I  hope  and  tmst,  before  the 
winter.  Now  do  admit  that  this  is  reasonable,  and  agree 
reasonably  to  it.  And  if  it  does  yon  good  to  go  oat  and 
take  exercise,  why  not  go  oat  and  take  it?  nay,  why  not 
go  atoax/  and  take  it?  Why  not  try  the  effect  of  a  little 
change  of  air — or  even  of  a  great  change  of  air — if  it  should 
be  necessary,  or  even  expedient?  Anything  is  better,  you 
know  .  .  or  if  yon  don't  know,  7  know — than  to  be  ill, 
really,  seriously — I  mean  for  you  to  be  ill,  who  have  so 
much  to  do  and  to  enjoy  io  the  world  yet  .  .  and  all  those 
bells  waiting  to  be  hung  I  So  that  if  you  will  agree  to  be 
well  first,  I  will  promise  to  be  ready  afterwards  to  help 
yon  in  any  thing  I  can  do  .  .  transoribii^  or  anythii^  .  . 
to  get  the  books  throT^h  the  press  in  the  shortest  of  times 
— and  I  am  capable  of  a  great  deal  of  that  sort  of  work 
without  being  tired,  having  the  habit  of  writing  in  any  sort 
of  position,  and  the  long  habit,  .  .  since,  before  I  was  ill 
esvm,  I  never  used  to  write  at  a  table  (or  scarcely  ever)  bat 
on  the  arm  of  a  chair,  or  on  the  seat  of  one,  sitting  myself 
on  the  floor,  and  calling  myself  a  Lollard  for  dignity.  So 
yoo  will  pnt  by  your  '  Duchess '  .  .  will  yon  not?  or  let 
me  see  jost  that  one  sheet — if  one  should  be  written — 
which  is  finished?  .  .  up  to  this  moment,  yoaonderstand? 
finished  now. 

And  if  I  have  tired  and  teazed  yon  with  all  these  words 
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it  is  a  bod  opportaniiy  to  take — and  yet  X  will  petsist  in 
s^^g  tfarongh  good  and  bad  opportunities  that  I  never  did 
'  give  oaose '  as  you  say,  to  yonr  being  '  snepicione  of  my 
saspioioosnesB '  as  I  believe  I  said  before.  I  deny  my 
'  snfipioionsness '  altogether — it  is  not  one  of  my  faults. 
Nor  is  it  qoite  my  fanlt  tiiat  yoa  and  I  ahonld  always  be 
qoarrelling  aboat  over-appreciations  and  nnder-apprecia- 
tions — and  after  all  I  have  do  interest  nor  wish,  I  do  asBore 
yoo,  to  depreciate  myself — and  yoa  are  not  to  think  that  I 
have  the  remotest  claim  to  the  Monthyon  prize  for  good 
deeds  in  the  way  of  modesty  of  self-estimation.  Only 
when  I  know  yoa  better,  as  yon  talk  of  .  .  and  when  you 
know  me  too  well,  .  .  the  right  and  the  wrong  of  these 
conclasions  will  appear  in  a  fuller  light  than  ever  so  mnch 
arguing  can  produce  now.  Is  it  unkindly  written  of  me? 
no — I  /eel  it  is  not! — and  that  'now  and  ever  we  are 
friends,'  (just  as  yoa  think)  /think  besides  and  am  happy 
in  tTiinlring  so,  and  could  not  be  difitrnstful  of  yon  if  I 
tried.  So  may  God  bless  yon,  my  ever  dear  friend — and 
mind  to  foi^t  the  '  Dachess '  and  to  remember  every  good 
oonnsel  I — Not  that  I  do  particularly  confide  in  the  medical 
oracles.  They  never  did  much  more  for  me  than,  when  my 
pulse  was  above  a  hundred  and  forty  with  fever,  to  give  me 
digitalis  to  make  me  weak— and,  when  I  could  not  move 
without  fainting  (with  weakness),  to  give  me  quinine  to 
moke  me  feverish  again.  Yes — and  they  could  tell  from 
the  stethoscope,  how  very  little  was  really  wrong  in  me  .  . 
if  it  were  not  on  a  vital  organ — and  how  I  should  cerfaunly 
live  .  .  if  I  didn't  die  sooner.  But  then,  nothing  hat 
power  over  affections  of  the  chest,  except  God  and  his 
winds — and  I  do  hope  that  an  obvious  quick  remedy  may 
be  found  for  yonr  head.  But  do  give  up  the  wiiting  and 
all  that  does  harm  I — ■ 

Ever  yours,  my  dear  friend, 

E.  B.  B. 

UQss  Mitford  talked  of  spending  Wednesday  with  me — 
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utd  I  have  pat  it  off  to  Thorsdar : — and  if  yon  shonld  hear 
from  Mr.  Chorley  tiiat  he  is  coming  to  see  her  and  me  to- 
geSia-  on  any  day,  do  understand  that  it  waa  entirely  her 
proposition  and  not  mine,  and  that  certainly  it  won't  be 
acceded  to,  as  far  as  Jam  conoemed;  as  I  have  exphiined 
to  her  finally.  I  have  been  vexed  abont  it — bat  she  can  see 
him  down  stairs  as  she  has  done  before — and  if  she  calls 
me  perverse  and  capricious  (which  she  will  do)  I  shall  stop 
the  reflection  by  thanking  her  again  and  again  (as  I  can  do 
Btocerely)  for  her  kindness  and  goodnees  in  coming  to  see 
me  herself,  so  far ! — ■ 

R.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Tuaa&t.j  Horning. 
[PoBt-nurk,  June 24,  lUO.] 

(So  my  friend  did  not  in  tiie  spirit  see  me  write  that 
jfrsf  letter,  on  Friday,  which  was  too  good  and  true  to 
Band,  and  met,  five  minotee  after,  its  natural  fate  accord- 
in^y.  Then  on  Saturday  I  thought  to  take  health  by 
storm,  and  walked  myself  half  dead  all  the  morning — 
abont  town  too :  laai  post-hour  from  this  Thol^  of  a  saborb 
—4  P.M.  on  Saturdays,  next  expedition  of  tetters,  8  A.H.  cm 
Mondays ; — and  then  my  real  letter  set  oat  witii  the  oth* 
era — and,  it  sboald  seem,  set  at  rest  a  'wonder  whether 
thy  friend's  questions  deserved  answering' — de-served — 
answer-ing —  \) 

Parenthetically  so  moch — I  want  most,  thongh,  to  tell 
von — (leaving  ont  any  slightest  attempt  at  thanking  yon) 
that  I  am  mnch  better,  quite  well  to-day — that  my  docttur 
bas  piloted  me  safely  through  two  or  three  illnesses,  and 
knows  all  abont  me,  I  do  think — and  that  he  talks,  confi- 
denUy  of  getting  rid  of  all  the  symptoms  complained  of — 
and  has  made  a  good  beginning  if  I  may  judge  by  to-day. 
As  for  goii^  abroad,  that  is  just  the  thing  I  most  want  to 
avoid,  (for  a  reason  not  so  hard  to  gnees,  perhaps,  as  why 
my  letter  was  slov  in  arriving). 
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So,  till  to-moiTow, — my  l^ht  throi^  the  dark  week. 
Gk>d  ever  blesa  yoa,  dear  friend, 

E.  B. 


E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Tnesday  Evening. 
[Poet-mark,  June  25,  184Q.] 

'What  will  70a  think  when  I  write  to  ask  70a  not  to 
come  tomorrow,  Wednesday ;  bnt  .  .  on  Friday  perhaps, 
instead?  Bat  do  see  how  it  is ;  and  judge  if  it  is  to  be 
iielped. 

I  have  waited  hour  after  hour,  hoping  to  hear  from 
Miss  Mitford  that  she  wonld  agree  to  take  Thnrsday  in 
change  for  Wednesday, — anA.  just  as  I  begin  to  wonder 
whether  she  can  have  received  my  letter  at  all,  or  whether 
she  may  not  have  been  vexed  by  it  info  taking  a  vengeaaoe 
and  adhering  to  her  own  devices ;  (for  it  appealed  to  her 
esprit  de  sexe  on  the  nndeniable  axiom  of  women  having 
theirway  .  .  and  she  mightchoose  to  aciiionti)  jnatas  I 
wtmder  over  all  this,  and  consider  what  a  confosion  <A  tiie 
elements  it  would  be  if  yon  came  and  foond  her  here,  and 
Mr.  Chorley  at  the  door  perhaps,  waiting  for  some  (A  the 
light  of  her  countenance; — comes  a  note  from  Mr.  Eenyon, 
to  the  effect  that  lie  will  be  here  at  four  o'clock  P.H. — and 
comes  a  final  note  from  my  atint  Mrs.  Hedley  (supposed  to 
be  at  Brighton  for  several  months)  to  the  effect  that  ihe 
will  be  here  at  twelve  o'clock,  M.  11  So  do  observe  the  con- 
stellation of  adverse  stars  .  .  or  the  covey  of  '  bad  birds,* 
as  the  Eomans  called  them,  and  that  there  is  no  choice, 
bat  to  write  as  I  am  writing.  It  can't  be  helped — can  it? 
Por  take  away  the  doubt  about  Miss  Mitford,  and  Mr. 
Kenyou  remains — and  take  away  Mr.  Kenyon,  and  there 
is  "i&xa.  Hedley — and  thas  it  must  he/or  Friday  .  .  which 
will  learn  to  be  a  fortunate  day  for  the  nonce — unless  Sat- 
urday should  suit  you  better.  I  do  not  speak  of  Thnrs- 
day,  because  of  the  doubt  about  Miss  Mitford — and  if  any 
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harm  should  happen  to  Friday,  I  will  write  again;  but  if 
yon  do  not  hear  ^ain,  and  are  able  to  come  then,  yoa  toCl 
oome  perhaps  then. 

Xn  the  meantime  I  thank  yon  for  ihe  better  newa  in  your 
note — if  it  is  really,  really  to  be  truBted  in— but  you  know, 
jon  liave  said  so  often  that  you  were  better  and  better, 
without  being  really  better,  that  it  makes  people  .  .  '  sub- 
piciotis. '  Yet  it  ia  fuU  amends  for  the  disappointment  to 
hope  .  .  here  I  must  break  off  or  be  too  late.  May  God 
bless  you  my  dear  friend. 

E.  B.  B. 

It.  S.  to  B.  B.  B. 

13.  Wednesday. 
[Post-mark,  Jane  30, 1846.] 

Pomegranates  yon  may  cut  deep  down  the  middle  and 
see  into,  bnt  not  hearts, — so  why  should  I  try  and  speak? 

Friday  is  best  day  because  nearest,  bnt  Saturday  ia 
next  beet — it  is  nest  near,  yon  know:  if  I  get  no  note, 
therefore,  Friday  is  my  day. 

"Siov  is  Post-time, — which  happens  properly. 

God  bless  you,  and  so  your  own 

B.  B. 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  3. 

Thursday  Brenlng. 
[Poat-mark,  June  37, 1846.] 

After  all  it  must  be  for  Saturday,  as  Mrs.  Hedley  comee 
again  on  Friday,  to-morrow,  from  Nctff  Gross, — or  jost  be- 
yond it,  Eltham  Park — to  London  for  a  few  days,  on  ac- 
count of  the  illness  of  one  of  her  children.  I  write  in  the 
Si^atest  haate  after  Miss  Mittord  has  left  me  .  .  and  so 
tired  1  to  say  this,  that  if  you  can  and  will  come  on  Satur- 
day, .  .  or  if  not  on  Monday  or  Tuesday,  there  is  no  rea- 
son againat  it. 

Your  friend  always, 

£.  B.  B. 
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S.  B.  to  E.  S.  B. 

Friday  MonilDS. 
[Post-mark,  June  37,  1840.] 

Let  me  make  Iiaste  and  write  down  To-morrow,  Satnr- 
day,  and  not  later,  lest  my  B^fisbness  be  thoronghly  got 
nnder  in  its  Btmggle  with  a  better  feelii^  that  tells  me  yea 
most  be  far  too  tired  for  another  visitor  this  week. 

What  shall  I  decide  on? 

Well — Saturday  is  said — bat  I  will  stay  not  quite  so 
long,  nor  talk  nearly  so  lond  as  of  old-times;  nor  will  yon, 
if  yoa  understand  anything  of  me,  fail  to  send  down  wotd 
shoold  yon  be  at  all  indisposed.  I  should  not  have  the 
heart  to  knock  at  the  door  unless  I  really  believed  yon 
woold  do  that.  Still  saying  this  and  providing  against  the 
other  does  not  amonnt,  I  well  know,  to  the  generosity,  or 
jnstice  rather,  of  atayii^  away  for  a  day  or  two  altogether. 
But — what  '  a  day  or  two '  may  not  bring  forth  t  diangQ 
to  yon,  change  to  me — 

Not  all  of  me,  however,  can  change,  thank  God — 
Yonra  ever 

B.  B. 

Or,  write,  as  last  night,  if  needs  be :  Monday,  Tuesday 
is  not  BO  long  to  wait.    WiU  yon  write? 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Friday  Evening. 
[Foot-mark,  Jane  28,  1845.] 

Yoa  are  very  kind  and  always—bat  really  that  does  not 
seem  a  good  reason  against  yonr  coming  to-morrow — so 
come,  if  it  should  not  rain.  If  it  rains,  it  ocmchdea  for 
Monday  .  .  or  Tnesday ;  whiahever  may  be  clear  of  rain. 
I  was  tired  on  Wednesday  by  the  confounding  confusion  of 
more  voices  than  nsnal  in  this  room ;  but  the  effect  passed 
off,  and  though  Miss  Uitford  was  with  me  for  hoars  yee- 
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terday  I  am  sot  unwell  today.  And  pray  speak  bona  verba 
about  the  awful  things  which  are  possible  between  this  now 
and  Wednesday.  Ton  oontiniie  to  be  better,  I  do  ho{>e? 
I  am  forced  to  the  brevity  joa  see,  by  the  post  on  ono  side, 
and  my  friends  on  the  other,  who  have  so  long  overstayed 
tbe  coming  of  your  note — but  it  is  enough  to  assnre  yon 
that  yoa  will  do  no  harm  by  coming — only  give  pleasure. 
Ever  yoors,  my  dear  friend, 

E.  B.  B. 

K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Honday. 
[June  80.  184S.] 

I  send  back  the  prize  poems  whioh  have  been  kept  far 
too  long  even  if  I  do  not  make  exonses  for  the  keeping — 
bat  our  sins  are  not  always  to  be  measured  by  our  repen- 
tance for  them.  Then  I  am  well  enough  this  morning  to 
liave  thought  c^  going  oat  till  they  told  me  it  was  not  at  all 
a  right  day  for  it  .  .  too  windy  .  .  soft  and  del^htfol  as 
the  air  seems  to  be — particolarly  after  yesterday,  when  we 
had  some  winter  back  again  in  an  episode.  And  the  roses 
do  not  die;  which  is  quite  magnanimona  of  them  consid- 
ering their  '  reverses ' ;  and  their  buds  are  coming  out  in 
most  exemplary  res^;nation — like  birds  siogii^  in  a  cage. 
Now  that  the  windows  may  be  open,  the  flowers  take  heart 
to  live  a  little  in  this  room. 

And  think  of  my  forgetting  to  tell  you  on  Saturday  that 
I  had  known  of  a  letter  being  received  by  somebody  from 
Miss  Martinean,  who  is  at  Ambleside  at  this  time  and  so 
ffltranced  with  the  lakes  and  mountains  as  to  be  dreaming 
of  taking  or  making  a  house  amoi^  them,  to  live  in  for  the 
rest  of  her  life.  Mrs.  Trollope,  yon  may  have  heard,  had 
something  of  the  same  nympholepsy — no,  her  daughter 
ms  '  settled '  in  the  neighbourhood — that  is  the  more  likely 
reason  for  Mrs.  TroUopel  and  the  spirits  of  the  hUIs  con- 
spired against  her  the  first  winter  and  almost  slew  her  with 
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a  fog  and  drove  Iier  avay  to  your  Italy  where  tLe  Oread- 
ooraoy  has  gentler  manners.  And  Miss  Martineaa  is  i>rao- 
tising  meBmerism  and  miraclee  on  all  sidss  she  says,  and 
connta  on  Archbishop  Whately  as  a  new  adherent.  I  even 
fancy  that  he  has  been  to  see  her  in  the  oharaoter  of  a  con- 
vert.     All  this  from  Mr.  Kenyon. 

There's  a  strange  wild  book  called  the  Antobiography 
of  Heinrich  Stilliog  .  .  one  of  those  true  devont  deep- 
hearted  Germans  who  believe  everything,  and  bo  are  nearer 
the  tmth,  I  am  snre,  than  the  wise  who  believe  nothing; 
bat  rather  over-Gtermac  sometimes,  and  redolent  of  sani^ 
kisnt — and  he  gives  a  tradition  .  .  somewhere  between 
mesmerism  and  mysticism,  .  .  of  a  little  spirit  with  gold 
shoebnckles,  who  was  his  familiar  spirit  and  api>eared  only 
in  the  smLshine  I  think  .  .  mottling  it  over  with  its  feet, 
perhaps,  as  a  child  might  snow.  Take  away  the  shoe- 
bnckles  and  I  believe  in  the  little  spirit — dont  you  ?  But 
these  English  mesmerists  make  the  shoebnckles  qnite  oon- 
spionoos  and  insist  on  them  broadly ;  and  the  Archbishops 
Whately  may  be  drawn  by  them  (who  can  tell?)  more  than 
by  the  little  spirit  itself.  How  is  your  head  to-day?  now 
really,  and  nothing  extenuating?  I  will  not  ask  of  poems, 
till  the  '  qoite  well '  is  autlienHc.  May  God  bless  yon 
always  I  my  dear  friend  I 

E.  B.  B. 

After  all  the  book  mnst  go  another  day.  I  live  in  chaos 
do  yon  know?  and  I  am  too  harried  at  this  moment  .  . 
yes  it  is  here. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Tuesday  Horning. 

How  are  yon — may  I  hope  to  hear  soon? 

I  don't  know  exactly  what  possessed  me  to  set  my  next 

day  BO  far  off  as  Saturday — as  it  was  said,  however,  so  let 

it  be.    And  I  will  bring  the  rest  of  the  '  Duchess ' — four  or 

five  handled  lines, — '  hen,  herba  mala  creedfc ' — (as  I  onos 
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saw  monmfoUf  pencilled  on  a  white  vail  at  Asolo) — bat 
Tin  yon  tell  me  ii  you  quite  remember  the  main  of  the^rs^ 
pui— (parts  there  are  none  except  in  the  necessary  process 
of  chopping  np  to  Hnit  the  limits  of  a  magazine — and  I  gave 
tbem  as  mach  as  I  conid  transcribe  at  a  sodden  warning) 
— becanse,  if  yon  please,  I  can  bring  the  whole,  of  coarse. 
After  seeing  you,  that  Saturday,  I  was  caoght  np  by  a 
friend  saA  carried  to  see  Tidocq — who  did  the  honoars  of 
his  mnseom  of  bnirea  and  nails  and  hooks  that  hare  helped 
great  mnrderers  to  their  purposes — he  scarcely  admits,  I 
observe,  an  implement  with  only  one  attestation  to  its  effi- 
cacy ;  but  the  one  or  two  exceptions  rather  justiiy  hia  lati- 
tads  in  their  favour — thus  one  little  sort  of  dessert-knife 
did  only  take  one  life.  .  .  '  But  then, '  says  Yidooq, '  it  was 
the  man's  own  mother's  life,  with  fifty-two  blows,  and  all 
for*  (I  think)  '  fifteen  francs  she  had  got? '  So  prattles 
good-naturedly  Yidocq — one  of  his  best  stories  of  that  La- 
cenaire — '  jeune  homme  d'nn  caiaot^  fort  avenant — mais 
c'^it  nn  po^te,'  quoth  he,  turning  sharp  on  me  out  of  two 
or  three  other  people  round  him. 

Here  your  letter  breaks  in,  and  sunshine  too. 
Why  do  you  send  me  that  book — not  let  me  take  it? 
What  trouble  tor  nothing  1 

An  old  French  friend  of  mine,  a  dear  foolish,  very 
Flench  heart  and  soul,  is  coming  presently — ^his  poor 
brains  are  whirling  with  mesmerism  in  which  he  beeves, 
as  in  all  other  nnbelief.  He  and  I  are  to  dine  alone  (I 
hare  not  seen  him  these  two  years) — and  I  shall  never  be 
able  to  keep  from  driving  the  great  wedge  right  through 
his  breast  and  descending  lower,  from  rivetting  his  two 
foolish  legs  to  the  wintry  chasm;  for  I  that  stammer  and 
answer  hap-hazard  with  yon,  get  proportionately  valiant 
and  voluble  with  a  mere  cnpful  of  Diderot's  rinsings,  and 
a  man  into  the  bargain. 

If  yon  were  prevented  from  leaving  the  house  yester- 
day, assoredly  to-day  you  will  never  attempt  such  a  thing 
— the  wind,  lain — all  is  against  it:  I  trust  you  will  not 
Vol.  L— 8 
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make  tlie  first  experiment  except  under  really  favontable 
auspices  .  .  for  by  its  Bnocesa  you  will  natiuaUy  be  in- 
duced to  go  on  or  leave  off — Still  yon  are  better !  I  fnlly 
believe,  dare  to  believe,  that  will  continue.  As  for  me, 
since  you  ask — find  me  but  something  to  do,  and  Bee  if  I 
Bhall  not  be  well  I — Thoogli  I  am  well  now  almost. 

How  good  yoQ  are  to  my  rosea — tbey  are  not  of  my 
making,  to  be  sure.  Never,  by  the  way,  did  Miss  Harti- 
seaa  work  sodi  a  miracle  as  I  now  witoess  in  the  garden 
— J.  gathered  at  Kome,  cloee  to  the  fountain  of  Egeria,  a 
handful  of /enn^teeeds  from  the  most  indisputable  plant  of 
fennel  I  ever  chanced  npon — and,  lo,  they  are  come  np  .  . 
hemlock,  or  something  akin  I  In  two  places,  moreover. 
Wherein  does  hemlock  resemble  fennel?  How  could  I 
mistake?  No  wonder  that  a  stone's  cast  off  from  that 
Egeria's  fountain  is  the  Temple  of  the  Qod  Bidionlus. 

Well,  on  Satordaj  then — at  three :  and  I  will  oertainlj- 
brittg  the  verses  yoa  mention — and  trost  to  find  you  still 
better. 

Yivi  felice — my  dear  friend,  God  bless  yoa  I 

B.  B. 

E,  B.  S.  to  S.  B. 

Wodoefdi^-ThundBy  Evening. 
[Pcwt-nuTk,  July  4,  1640.] 

Tee — I  know  the  first  part  (A  the  *  Dnohess '  and  have  it 
heie-~and  for  the  reetof  the  poem,  don't  mind  about  being 
very  legible,  or  even  l^ble  in  the  usual  sense ;  and  !«• 
member  how  it  is  my  boast  to  be  able  to  read  all  such 
manuscript  vrriting  as  never  is  read  by  people  who  don't 
like  caviare.  Now  you  won't  mind?  really  I  rather  like 
blots  than  otherwise — being  a  sort  of  patron-saint  of  all 
manner  of  nntidyness  .  .  if  Mr.  Kenyon's  reproaches  (of 
which  there's  a  stereotyped  edition)  are  justified  by  the 
fact — and  he  has  a  great  organ  of  order,  and  knows '  disor- 
derly persons '  at  a  glance,  I  suppose.    Bat  you  won't  be 
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particalar  with  toe  m  the  matter  of  traascriptioii?  that  is 
what  I  want  to  make  sure  of.  And  even  ii  yoa  are  not 
particniar,  I  am  afraid  yon  are  not  well  enough  to  be  trou- 
bled b;  writing,  and  writing  and  the  thinking  that  conies 
with  it — it  wonld  be  wiser  to  wait  till  you  are  quite  well — 
now  wouldn't  it? — and  my  fear  is  that  the  '  almost  well ' 
means  'very  little  better.'  And  why,  when  there  is  no 
motive  for  hurrying,  run  any  risk?  Don't  think  that  I  will 
help  yoa  to  make  youiBelf  ill.  That  I  refuse  todo  even  so 
much  work  sa  the  '  little  4essert-knife '  in  the  way  of  mur- 
der, .  .  do  think  t  So  upon  the  whole,  I  expect  nothing 
<m  Saturday  from  this  distance — and  if  it  comes  unex- 
pectedly (I  mean  the  Duchess  and  not  Saturday)  let  it  be 
at  no  coat,  or  at  the  least  coet  possible,  will  you?  I  am 
delighted  in  the  meanwhile  to  hear  of  the  quantity  of  '  mala 
herba ' ;  and  hemlock  does  not  come  up  from  every  seed 
yon  sow,  though  you  call  it  by  ever  snch  bad  names. 

Talking  of  poetry,  I  had  a  newspaper '  in  help  of  social 
and  political  progress  *  sent  to  me  yesterday  from  America 
— addressed  to — ^justmyname  .  .  poetess,  London!  Think 
of  the  simplicity  of  those  wild  Americans  in  '  calculating ' 
that '  people  in  general '  here  in  England  know  what  a  poet- 
ess is ! — Well — the  post  office  authorities,  after  deep  medi- 
tation, I  do  not  doubt,  on  all  probable  varieties  of  the 
chimpanzee,  and  a  glance  to  the  Surrey  Gardens  on  one 
side,  and  the  Zoolc^cal  department  of  Begeut's  Park  on 
the  other,  thoi^t  of  '  Poet's  Comer,'  perhaps,  and  wrote 
at  the  top  of  the  parcel,  '  Enquire  at  Paternoster  Bow ' ! 
whereupon  the  Paternoster  Bow  people  wrote  again,  *  Go  to 
Mr.  Moxon ' — and  I  received  my  newspaper. 

And  talking  of  poetesses,  I  had  a  note  yesterday  (^ain) 
which  quite  touched  me  ■  .  from  Mr.  Hemans — Charles, 
the  son  of  Felicia — written  with  so  much  feeling,  that  it 
was  with  difficulty  I  cootd  say  my  perpetual '  no '  to  his 
wish  about  coming  to  see  me.  His  mother's  memory  is 
surrounded  to  him,  he  says,  '  with  almost  a  divine  lustre  * 
— and  '  as  it  cannot  be  to  those  who  knew  the  writer  ^one 
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and  noi  the  woman. '  Do  yon  not  like  to  hear  snch  things 
eaid?  and  is  it  not  better  than  your  tradition  about  Shel- 
ley's son?  and  is  it  not  pleasant  to  knoT  that  that  poor 
noUe  pore-hearted  voman,  the  Yittoria  Colonna  of  oar 
country,  shoold  be  so  loved  and  comprehended  by  some 
.  .  by  one  at  least  .  .  of  her  ovn  honse?  Not  that,  in 
naming  Shelley,  I  meant  for  a  moment  to  make  a  compari- 
son— there  is  not  eqnal  ground  for  it.  Yittoria  Colonna 
does  not  iralk  near  Dante — ^no.  And  if  you  promised 
never  to  tell  Mrs.  Jameson  .  .  nor  Miss  Martineau  .  .  I 
vould  confide  to  you  perhaps  my  secret  profession  of  faith 
— which  is  .  .  which  is  .  .  that  let  us  say  and  do  what  we 
please  and  can  .  .  there  is  a  natural  inferiority  of  mind  in 
women — of  the  intellect  .  .  not  by  any  means,  of  the  moral 
nature — and  that  the  history  of  Art  and  of  genius  testifies 
to  this  fact  openly.  Oh — I  would  not  say  so  to  Mrs.  Jame- 
son for  the  world.  I  believe  I  was  a  coward  to  her  alto- 
gether— for  when  she  denounced  carpet  work  as  '  injurious 
to  the  mind, '  because  it  led  the  workers  into  '  fatal  habits 
of  reverie, '  I  defended  the  carpet  work  as  if  I  were  striving 
pro  aria  et  fods,  (I,  who  am  so  innocent  of  all  that  know- 
ledge I )  and  said  not  a  word  for  the  poor  reveries  which 
have  frayed  away  so  much  of  silken  time  for  me  .  .  and 
let  her  go  away  repeating  again  and  again  .  .  'Oh,  but^ou 
may  do  carpet  work  with  impunity — yes  I  hecau86  yon  can 
be  writing  poems  all  the  while. '  I 

Think  of  people  makii^  poema  and  ruga  at  once. 
There's  complex  machinery  for  yon  I 

I  told  you  that  I  had  a  sensation  of  cold  blue  steel 
from  her  eyes ! — And  yet  I  really  liked  and  like  and  shall 
like  her.  She  is  very  kind  I  believe — and  it  was  my  mis- 
take— and  I  correct  my  impressions  of  her  more  and  more 
to  perfection,  as  you  tell  me  who  know  more  of  her  than  L 

Only  I  should  not  dare,  ,  .  ever,  I  think  .  .  to  tell  her 
that  I  believe  women  ..  all  of  us  in  a  mass  .  .  to  have 
minds  of  quicker  movement,  but  less  power  and  depth  .  . 
and  that  we  are  under  yonr  feet,  because  we  can't  stand 
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QpoD  OUT  own.  Kot  tliat  we  slionld  either  be  quite  under 
joai  feet  I  bo  70a  are  not  to  be  too  proud,  if  ;oa  please — 
aod  there  is  certainly  some  amount  of  wrong — :  bat  it  never 
viH  be  righted  in  the  manner  and  to  the  extent  contem- 
plated by  certain  of  onr  own  propheteBses  .  .  nor  onght 
to  be,  I  hold  in  intimate  persnasion.  One  woman  indeed 
now  alive  .  .  and  only  that  one  down  all  the  ages  of  the 
irorld — seems  to  me  to  jnstify  for  a  moment  an  opposite 
opinion — that  wonderful  woman  George  Band;  who  has 
something  monstrona  in  combination  with  her  genios, 
there  is  no  denying  at  momenta  (for  she  has  written  one 
book,  Leila,  which  I  conld  not  read,  though  I  am  not  easily 
tamed  back,)  but  whom,  in  her  good  and  evil  tt^ether, 
I  r^ard  with  infinitely  more  admiration  than  all  other 
women  of  genius  who  are  or  have  been.  Such  a  colossal 
nature  in  every  way, — with  all  that  breadth  and  scope  of 
faculty  which  women  want — magnanimous,  and  loving  the 
troth  and  loving  the  people — and  with  that  '  bate  of  hate ' 
too,  which  you  extol — so  eloquent,  and  yet  earnest  as  11  she 
vere  dumb — so  fnU  of  a  living  sense  of  beauty,  and  of  noble 
blind  instinotB  towards  an  ideal  purity — and  so  proving  a 
right  even  in  her  wrong.  By  the  way,  what  yoa  say  of  the 
Tidocq  mnseom  reminds  me  of  one  of  the  chamber  of  ma- 
sonic trial  scenes  in  'Consuelo.*  Could  you  like  to  see 
those  knives? 

I  b^an  with  the  best  intentions  of  writing  six  lines — 
and  see  what  is  written  I  And  all  because  I  kept  my  letter 
back  .  .  horn  a  doubt  about  Saturday — but  it  has  worn 
away,  and  the  appointment  stands  good  .  .  for  me :  I  have 
nothing  to  say  agunst  it 

Bat  belief  in  mesmerism  is  not  the  some  thing  as  gene- 
ra] unbelief — to  do  it  justice — now  is  it?  It  may  be  super- 
belief  as  weU.  Not  that  there  is  not  something  ghastly 
and  repelling  to  me  in  the  thought  of  Dr.  EUiotson's  great 
bony  fingers  seeming  to '  touch  the  stops '  of  a  whole  soul's 
harmonies — ss  in  phreno-magnetiBm.  And  I  should  have 
liked  far  better  than  hearing  and  seeing  that,  to  have  heard 
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you  poor  the  '  capful  of  Diderot's  rinsingB,'  oat, — and  in- 
deed, I  can  fancy  a  little  that  yoa  and  how  yoa  coold  do  it 
—and  break  the  cap  too  afterwards  I 

Another  sheet--and  for  what? 

What  is  written  already,  if  yon  read,  yoa  do  so  merito- 
rionely — and  it's  an  example  of  bod  writing,  if  yoa  want 
one  in  the  poema.  I  am  ashamed,  yon  m^  see,  of  having 
written  too  mnoh,  (besides) — which  is  much  worse — bot 
one  writes  and  writes :  /  do  at  leeat — for  you  are  irre* 
proachable.  Ever  yonrs  my  dear  friend,  as  if  I  had  not 
written  .  .  or  hadt  E.  B.  B. 

B.  S.  io  R  B.  B. 

Hond&y  Aftemooii. 
tPogt-mark,  July?,  1S46.] 

White  I  write  this, — 3  o'clock  yoa  may  be  going  oat, 
I  will  hope,  for  the  day  is  very  fine,  perhaps  all  the  better 
for  the  wind :  yet  I  got  ap  this  morning  snre  of  bad  weather. 
I  shall  not  try  to  tell  yon  how  anxioas  I  am  for  the  resnlt, 
and  to  know  it.  Yoa  will  of  coarse  feel  fatigaed  at  fiist 
— bat  persevering,  as  yoa  mean  to  do,  do  yoa  not? — per- 
severing, the  event  most  be  happy. 

I  thoaght,  and  still  think,  to  write  to  yoa  abont  George 
Sand,  and  the  vexed  qaestion,  a  very  Bermoothes  of  the 
'  Mental  Claims  of  the  Sexes  Belatively  Considered '  (so  was 
oaUed  the,  .  .  I  do  believe,  ,  ,  worst  poem  I  ever  read 
in  my  life),  and  Mrs.  Hemans,  ^Tift  all  uid  some  of  the 
points  referred  to  in  yonr  letter — bat '  by  my  fay,  I  cannot 
reason,'  to-day:  and,  by  a  conseqoence,  I  feel  the  more — 
so  I  say  how  I  want  news  of  yoa  .  .  which,  when  they 
arrive,  I  shall  read  '  meritorioosly  ' — do  yoa  think?  My 
friend,  what  ooght  I  to  tell  yoa  on  that  head  (or  the  re- 
verse lather) — of  year  discoorse?  I  shoold  like  to  match 
yoa  at  a  fancy-flight;  if  I  conld,  give  yon  nearly  as  pleas- 
ant an  asenrance  that  *  there's  no  merit  in  the  case, '  bat  the 
hot  weather  and  lack  of  wit  get  the  better  of  my  good  will 
— besides,  I  remember  once  to  have  admired  a  certain  en- 
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ticiiig  simplicjtr  iu  the  avoval  of  the  TreaBorer  of  a  Gliari- 
table  bistitntioa  at  a  Dinner  got  up  in  its  behalf— the 
Fimds  being  at  lowest.  Debt  at  highest  .  .  in  fact,  this 
Dinner  was  the  last  chance  td  the  Charity,  and  this  Treas- 
urer's speech  the  main  feature  in  the  chance— and  oar 
friend,  inspired  hj  the  emergency,  went  so  far  as  to  say, 
with  a  bland  smile — '  Do  not  let  it  be  supposed  that  we — 
despise  annnal  contributors, — we  rather — solicit  their  as- 
sistance.' All  which  means,  do  not  think  that  I  take 
any  '  merit  *  for  making  myself  supremely  happy,  I  rather 
Ac.  &c. 

Always  radier  mean  to  deserve  it  a  little  better — but 
never  shall :  so  it  should  be,  for  you  and  me — and  as  it  was 
in  the  b^izming  so  it  is  still.  Yon  are  the — Bat  yon  know 
and  why  shonld  I  tease  myself  with  words? 

Let  me  send  this  off  now — and  to-motrow  some  more, 
becaose  I  trust  -to  hear  yon  have  made  tiie  first  effort  and 
with  success. 

Ever  yours,  my  dear  friend. 

B.B. 

E.  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

Monday. 
[Poet-mark,  July  6,  184S.] 

Well — I  have  really  been  ont;  and  am  really  alive  after 
it — which  is  more  surprising  still — alive  enough  I  mean, 
to  write  even  so,  to-night.  Bnt  perhaps  I  say  so  with 
more  emphasis,  to  console  myself  for  failing  in  my  great 
ambition  of  getting  into  the  Park  and  of  reaching  Mr. 
Eenyon's  door  jost  to  leave  a  card  there  vainglorionsly, 
.  .  t^  which  I  did  fail  in,  and  was  forced  to  turn  back 
from  the  gates  of  Devonshire  Place.  The  next  time  it  will 
be  better  perhaps — and  this  time  there  was  no  fainting  nor 
anything  very  wrong  .  .  not  even  cowardice  on  the  part 
of  the  victim  (be  it  recorded  1)  for  one  of  my  aiaters  was  as 
UBoal  in  authority  and  ordered  the  turning  back  just  ao- 
ootding  to  her  own  pmdence  and  not  my  selfvriU.    Only 
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yon  will  not,  an?  of  yon,  ask  me  to  admit  that  it  was  all 
deligbtfnl— pleasanter  work  than  what  yon  wanted  to  spare 
me  in  taking  care  of  yonr  roses  on  Satnrday  I  don't  ask  thai, 
and  I  will  try  it  again  presently. 

I  onght  to  be  aakamed  of  writing  this  I-  and  me-ism^ 
bnt  since  yonr  kindness  made  it  worth  while  asking  abont, 
I  mast  not  be  over-wise  and  silent  on  my  side. 

Tuesday. — Was  it  fair  to  tell  me  to  write  though,  and 
be  silent  of  the  '  Dachess, '  and  when  I  was  snre  to  be  bo  de- 
lighted— and  you  knew  it?  I  think  not  indeed.  And,  to 
make  the  obedience  possible,  I  go  on  fast  to  say  that  I 
heard  from  Mr.  Home  a  few  days  since  and  that  Ae  said 
^' yonr  envelope  reminds  me  of ' — {/ou,  he  said  .  .  and  so, 
asked  if  yoa  were  in  England  still,  and  meant  to  write  to 
yon.  To  which  I  have  answered  that  I  believe  yoa  to  be 
in  England — thinking  it  strange  abont  the  envelope ;  which, 
as  far  as  I  remember,  was  one  of  those  loi^  ones,  nsed, 
the  more  conveniently  to  enclose  to  him  back  again  a  HS. 
of  hisown  I  had  offered  with  another  of  his,  by  his  desire, 
to  CM>urn'«  Magazine,  as  the  productions  of  a  friend  <k 
mine,  when  he  was  in  German  and  afraid  of  his  proper 
fatal  onymonsness,  yet  in  difficnlty  how  to  approach  the 
magazines  as  a  nameless  writer  (yoa  will  not  mentioo  this 
ofconrse).  And  when  he  was  in  Qermany,  I  tamember,  .  . 
writing  jnst  as  yonr  first  letter  came  .  .  that  I  mentioned 
it  to  him,  and  was  a  little  frankly  proad  of  it  I  bnt  since, 
yonr  name  has  not  occarred  once — not  once,  certainly  I — 
and  it  is  strange.  .  .  Only  he  cari't  have  heard  of  yonr 
having  been  here,  and  it  must  have  been  a  chance-rem&rk 
— altc^ether  I  taking  an  imaginary  emphasis  from  my  evil 
conscience  perhaps.  Talking  of  evils,  how  wrong  of  yon 
to  make  that  book  for  me  I  and  how  ill  I  thanked  yon  after 
all !  Also,  I  couldn't  help  feeling  more  grateful  still  for 
theDnchess  .  .  who  is  onder  ban:  and  for  how  long  I 
wonder? 

My  dear  friend,  I  am  ever  yonrs, 

E.  B.  B. 
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B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Wedneadsf  MonilDg. 
[Poat-m&rk,  July  9,  ISIG.] 

Toa  are  tJl  that  is  good  and  kind :  I  am  happy  and 
thankful  the  b^inning  (and  worst  of  it)  is  oyer  and  so 
well.  The  Park  and  Mr.  Kenjon's  all  in  good  time — and 
yoar  sister  was  moat  pmdent — and  yon  mean  to  try  again : 
Qod  bless  yon,  all  to  be  said  or  done— bnt,  as  I  say  it,  no 
Tain  word.  No  donbt  it  vaa  a  mere  chance-thonght,  and 
h  propos  de  bottes  of  Home — neither  he  or  any  other  can 
know  or  eren  fancy  how  it  is.  Indeed,  thongh  on  other 
grounds  I  shonld  be  all  so  piond  of  being  known  for  yonr 
friend  by  everybody,  yet  there's  no  denying  the  deep  de- 
light of  playing  the  Sostem  Jew's  part  here  in  this  Lon- 
don— they  go  about,  yon  know  by  travel-books,  with  &,s 
tokens  of  extreme  destitction  and  misery,  and  steal  by 
blind  ways  and  by-paths  to  some  blank  dreary  house,  one 
obacore  door  in  it — which  being  well  shat  behind  them, 
they  grope  on  through  a  dark  corridor  or  so,  and  then,  a 
blaze  follows  the  lifting  a  curtain  or  the  like,  for  they  are 
in  a  palace-hall  with  fountains  and  light,  and  marble  and 
gold,  of  which  the  envious  are  never  to  dream  I  And  I,  too, 
love  to  have  few  friends,  and  to  live  atone,  and  to  see  yon 
from  week  to  week.     Do  you  not  suppose  I  am  grateful? 

And  yoD  do  like  the  '  Dnchess, '  as  much  as  yon  have 
got  of  it?  that  delights  me,  too — for  every  reason.  Bnt  I 
fear  I  shall  not  be  able  to  bring  you  the  rest  to-morrow — 
Thmsday,  my  day — because  I  have  been  broken  in  upon 
more  than  one  morning ;  nor,  thongh  much  better  in  my 
head,  can  I  do  anything  at  night  just  now.  AU  will  come 
right  eventually,  I  hope,  and  I  shall  transcribe  the  other 
things  you  are  to  judge. 

To-morrow  then — only  (and  that  is  why  I  would  write) 
do,  do  knote  me  for  what  I  am  and  treat  me  as  I  deserve  in 
iliat  one  respect,  and  go  out,  without  a  moment's  thought 
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or  care,  if  to-morrow  ehonld  anit  yon — leave  word  io  thai 
eflfect  and  I  shall  be  as  glad  as  if  I  aaw  yon  or  more — rea- 
aoned  gladness,  yon  know.  Or  yon  can  write — though  that 
is  not  necessary  at  all, — do  tliinlc  of  all  this  I 

I  am  yonrs  ever,  dear  friend, 

B.B. 

R  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

[PoBt-mftrk,  Jul7  12,  1845.] 
Ton  nnderstand  that  it  was  not  a  resolntion  passed  in 
&Toar  of  formality,  when  I  said  what  I  did  yesterday  about 
not  going  ont  at  the  time  yon  were  coming — snrely  yon  do ; 
whatever  yon  might  signify  to  a  diffetent  effect  If  it  were 
necessary  for  me  to  go  ont  every  day,  or  most  days  even, 
it  would  be  otherwise;  bnt  as  it  is,  I  may  certainly  keep 
the  day  yon  come,  free  from  the  fear  of  carriages,  let  the 
snn  shine  its  best  or  worst,  without  doing  despite  to  yon 
or  injury  to  me — and  that's  all  I  meant  to  insist  upon 
indeed  and  indeed.  Yon  see,  Japiter  Tonans  was  good 
enough  to  come  to-day  on  purpose  to  deliver  me — one  evil 
for  another!  for  I  confess  with  shame  and  contrition,  that 
I  never  wait  to  enquire  whether  it  thunders  to  the  left  or 
the  right,  to  be  frightened  most  inglorionsly.  Isn't  it  ft 
disgrace  to  anyone  with  a  pretension  to  poetry?  Dr. 
Chambers,  a  part  of  whoee  office  it  ia,  Papa  Bays, '  to  recon- 
cile foolish  women  to  their  follies, '  nsed  to  take  the  side  of 
my  vanity,  and  disconrae  at  length  on  the  passive  obedience 
of  some  nervous  systems  to  electrical  inflnenoes ;  but  per- 
haps my  faint-heartednesB  is  besides  traceable  to  a  half- 
reasonable  tenor  of  a  great  storm  in  Herefordshire,  where 
great  storms  most  do  congregate,  fench  stonns  t)  round  the 
Malvern  Hills,  these  mountains  of  England.  We  lived 
four  miles  from  their  roots,  through  all  my  childhood  and 
early  joath,  in  a  Turkish  house  my  father  built  himseilf, 
crowded  with  minarets  and  domes,  and  crowned  with  metal 
apires  and  crescents,  to  the  provocation  (as  people  used  to 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


im  AMD  ELIZABETH  BAERETT  133 

observe)  of  ereiy  lightning  of  heaven.  Onoe  a  storm  ol 
storma  happened,  and  we  all  thooght  the  faonse  was  Btnick 
—and  s  tree  was  bo  really,  within  two  hundred  yards  of 
the  windows  while  I  looked  oat — the  bark,  rent  from  the 
top  to  the  bottom  .  .  torn  into  long  ribbons  by  the  dread- 
fnl  fiery  hands,  and  dashed  ont  into  the  air,  over  the  heads 
of  other  trees,  or  left  twisted  in  their  branches — torn  into 
shieds  in  a  moment,  as  a  flower  might  be,  by  a  child  I 
Did  you  ever  see  a  tree  after  it  has  been  stmck  by  Ught- 
niDg?  The  whole  tronk  of  that  tree  was  bare  and  peeled — 
and  np  that  new  whiteness  of  it,  ran  the  finger-mark  of  the 
lighfaiing  in  a  bright  beautiful  rose-ooloor  (none  of  yonr 
Toeee  brighter  or  more  beautiful !)  the  fever-sign  of  the  cer- 
tain death— though  the  branches  themselves  were  for  the 
moat  part  untonoh^,  and  spread  from  the  peeled  trunk  in 
their  foil  summer  foliage ;  and  birds  singit^  in  them  three 
hours  afterwards  I  And,  in  that  same  storm,  two  young 
vomen  belonging  to  a  festive  party  were  killed  on  ibe  Mol- 
Tem  Hills — each  sealed  to  death  in  a  moment  with  a  sign 
(m  the  cheet  which  a  common  seal  would  cover — only  the 
sign  on  them  was  not  rose-coloured  as  on  our  tree,  but 
black  as  charred  wood.  So  I  get  '  poasessed '  sometimes 
vitii  the  effects  of  these  impressions,  and  so  does  one,  at 
least,  of  my  sisters,  in  a  lower  degree — and  oh! — how 
amusing  and  instructive  all  this  is  to  you !  'When  my  £a- 
Uier  came  into  the  room  to-day  and  found  me  hiding  my 
eyes  from  the  lightning,  he  was  quite  angry  and  called  '  it 
disgrac^ul  to  anybody  who  had  ever  learnt  the  alphabet* 
—to  which  I  answered  humbly  that  'I  knew  it  was' — but  if 
I  had  been  impertinent,  I  might  have  added  that  wisdom 
does  not  come  by  the  alphabet  bnt  in  spite  of  it?  Don't 
you  think  so  in  a  measure?  rum  ohataniihia  Bradbury  and 
iEfans?  There's  a  profane  question — and  nngratefnl  too 
.  .  after  the  Duchess  —  I  except  the  Duchess  and  her 
peers — and  be  sure  she  will  be  the  world's  Duchess  and 
xeoeaved  as  one  of  your  most  striking  poems.  Full  of  vari- 
CQB  power  the  poem  is  .  .  I  cannot  say  how^  deeply  it  has 
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impressed  me — ^bnt  though  I  want  the  condnaion,  I  don't 
toiah  tor  it;  and  in  this,  am  reasonable  for  once  I  Tou  will 
not  write  and  make  yonrself  ill — will  yon  ?  or  read  '  Sybil ' 
at  unlawful  hours  even?  Are  yon  better  at  all?  What  a 
letter!  and  how  Tery  foolishly  to-day 

I  am  yonrB, 
E.  B.  B. 


Sunday  Homing. 
[Poot-moTk,  July  14, 1845.] 

Very  we31~I  shall  say  no  more  on  the  subject— though 
it  waa  not  any  piece  of  formality  on  your  part  that  I  dep- 
recated;  nor  even  yonr  over^kindness  exactly — ^I  rather 
wanted  yon  to  be  really,  wisely  kind,  and  do  me  a  greater 
favour  then  the  next  great  one  in  degree ;  but  you  must  un- 
derstand this  much  in  me,  how  you  can  lay  me  under  deep- 
est obligation.    I  daresay  you  think  you  have  some,  per- 
haps many,  to  whom  yonr  well-being  is  of  deeper  interest 
than  to  me.    Well,  if  that  be  ao,  do  for  their  sakee  make  ' 
every  effort  with  the  remotest  chance  of  proving  service-  i 
able  to  you ;  nor  set  yourself  against  any  little  irksomeness  j 
these  carriage-drives  may  bring  with  them  just  at  the  be-  ] 
ginning ;  and  yon  may  say,  if  yon  like, '  how  I  shall  delight 
those  friends,  if  I  can  make  this  newest  one  grateful ' — and, 
as  from  the  known  quantity  one  reasons  ont  the  nnknown, 
this  newest  friend  will  be  one  glow  of  gratitude,  he  knows 
that,  if  yon  can  warm  yonr  finger-tips  and  so  do  yourself 
that  much  real  good,  by  setting  light  to  a  dozen  '  Dat^- 
easeB ' :  why  oi^ht  I  not  to  aay  this  when  it  is  ao  true?  I 
Besidea,  people  profess  as  much  to  their  merest  friends —  | 
for  I  have  been  looking  through  a  poem-book  just  now,  and  ' 
was  told,  under  the  head  of  Album-verses  alone,  that  tor 
A.  the  writer  would  die,  and  for  B.  die  too  but  a  crueller 
death,  and  for  0.  too,  and  D.  and  ao  on.    I  wtmder  wheth- 
er they  have  ainoe  wanted  to  borrow  money  of  him  on  the 
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strength  of  his  profeBBiona.  Bat  ycm  most  remember  we 
ore  in  Joly ;  the  13th  it  is,  and  summer  will  go  and  cold 
weather  stay  ( '  come '  foraooth !) — and  now  is  the  time  of 
timee.  Still  I  feaied  the  rain  would  hinder  yon  on  Friday 
— but  the  thunder  did  not  frighten  me — for  you:  your  fa- 
ther must  pardon  me  for  holding  most  firmly  with  Dr. 
Chambers — his  theory  is  qoite  borne  out  by  my  own  ex- 
perience, for  I  have  seen  a  man  it  were  foolish  to  call  a 
coward,  a  great  fellow  too,  all  but  die  away  in  a  thnnder- 
storm,  though  he  had  quite  science  enough  to  explain  why 
there  was  no  immediate  danger  at  all — whereupon  his 
younger  brother  suggested  that  he  shotdd  just  go  out  and 
treat  us  to  a  repetition  of  Franklin's  experiment  with  the 
doud  and  the  kite— a  well-timed  proposition  which  sent 
the  iBxplainer  down  with  a  white  face  into  the  cellar. 
What  a  grand  sight  yonr  tree  was — is,  for  I  see  it.  My 
father  has  s  print  of  a  tree  so  etmck — torn  to  ribbons,  as 
yoo  describe — but  the  rose-mark  is  striking  and  new  to 
me.  We  had  a  good  storm  on  out  last  voyage,  bnt  I  went 
to  bed  at  the  end,  as  I  thought — and  only  found  -  there  had 
been  lightning  next  day  by  the  bare  poles  under  which  we 
were  riding :  bat  the  finest  mountain  fit  of  the  kind  I  ever 
saw  has  an  onfortanately  ladicrons  association.  It  was  at 
Fossagno,  among  the  Enganean  Bills,  and  I  was  at  a  poor 
Loose  in  the  town — an  old  woman  was  before  a  little  pio- 
tore  of  the  Virgin,  and  at  every  fresh  clap  she  lighted,  with 
the  oddest  spattering  muttering  mouthfal  of  prayer  imag- 
inable, an  inch  of  gnttery  candle,  which,  the  instant  the 
last  echo  had  rolled  away,  she  ss  constantly  blew  out  again 
for  saving's  sake — having,  of  course,  to  light  the  smoke  of 
it,  abont  an  instant  after  that ;  the  expenditure  in  wax  at 
which  the  elements  might  be  propitiated,  you  see,  was  a 
matter  for  omions  calculatign,  I  suppose  I  ought  to  have 
bought  the  whole  tai>er  for  some  four  or  five  centesimi  {100 
cA  which  make  &d.  English)  and  so  kept  the  countryside 
safe  for  about  a  century  of  bad  weather.  Leigh  Hnnt  tells 
you  a  story  he  bad  from  Byron,  of  kindred  phUosophy  in 
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a  Jew  wlio  was  snrprised  by  a  thunddiBtorm  while  he  was 
dining  on  bacon — he  tried  to  eat  between-whiles,  bat  tii» 
flashes  were  as  pertinacions  as  he,  so  at  last  he  poshed  hia 
plate  away,  just  remarking  with  a  compassionate  shn^, 
'  all  this  foBB  about  a  piece  of  pork  I '  By  the  way,  what  a 
cbaracteriatic  of  an  Italian  late  evemng  is  SnnnneT-Iight' 
ning—it  hangs  in  broad  slow  sheets,  dropping  from  clond 
to  clond,  BO  long  in  dropping  and  dying  off.  The  *  bont,' 
which  yon  only  get  at  Trieste,  brings  wonderful  lightning 
— yon  are  in  glorious  Jone-weathet,  fancy,  of  an  evening, 
under  green  shock-headed  acacias,  so  thick  and  green,  with 
the  cicalas  stunning  yon  above,  and  all  about  you  men, 
women,  rich  and  poor,  sitting,  standing  and  coming  and 
goii^ — and  through  all  the  laughter  and  screamii^;  and 
singing,  the  loud  clink  of  the  spoons  against  the  glasses, 
the  way  of  calling  for  fresh  '  aorbetti ' — for  all  the  world  is 
at  open-coffee-house  at  such  an  hour — when  suddenly  there 
is  a  aiop  in  the  sunshine,  a  blackness  drops  down,  then  a 
great  white  column  of  dust  drives  straight  on  like  a  wedge, 
and  you  see  the  acacia  heads  snap  off,  now  one,  then  sn- 
other — and  all  the  people  scream  '  la  bora,  la  bora  I '  and 
you  are  caught  up  in  their  whirl  and  landed  in  sonae  in- 
terior, the  man  with  the  guitar  on  one  side  of  you,  and  the 
boy  with  a  cageful  of  little  brown  owls  for  sale,  on  the 
other — meanwhile,  the  thunder  daps,  claps,  with  snoh  a 
persistence,  and  the  lain,  for  a  finale,  &lls  in  a  mass,  as 
if  you  had  knocked  out  the  whole  bottom  of  a  hi^e  tank 
at  once — then  there  is  a  second  stop — out  comes  the  son — 
somebody  clinks  at  his  glass,  all  the  world  bursts  oat 
laughing,  and  prepares  to  pour  out  again, — but  you,  the 
stranger,  do  make  the  best  of  your  way  out,  with  no  prepa- 
ration at  all;  whereupon  yon  infallibly  put  your  foot  (and 
half  your  leg)  into  a  river,  reallp  that,  of  rainwater — that's 
a  Sora  (and  that  comment  of  yours,  a  justifiaUe  pun !) 
Such  things  yon  get  in  Italy,  but  better,  better,  the  beet  of 
all  things  you  do  not  (/  do  not)  get  those.  And  I  shall 
see  yea  on  Wednesday,  please  remember,  and  bring  yon 
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flie  rest  of  the  poem — ^that  70a  Bhonld  like  it,  gratifies  me 
more  than  I  will  try  to  say,  bnt  then,  do  not  yoa  be  tempted 
by  that  pleasure  of  pleasing  which  I  think  is  yonr  beset- 
ting sin — may  it  not  be? — and  so  cat  me  off  from  the  other 
pleasnre  of  being  profited.  As  I  told  yon,  I  like  so  much 
to  fancy  that  yon  see,  and  will  see,  vhat  I  do  as  /see  it, 
while  it  is  doing,  as  nobody  else  in  the  world  shonld,  cer- 
tainly, even  if  they  thonght  it  worth  while  to  want — bat 
when  I  try  and  boild  a  great  bnilding  I  shall  want  you  to 
oome  with  me  and  jadge  it  and  connsel  me  before  the  scaf- 
folding is  taken  down,  and  while  yoa  have  to  make  yoar 
way  over  hods  and  mortar  and  heaps  c^  lime,  and  trem- 
bling tnbs  of  size,  and  those  thin  broad  whitewashing 
bmshee  I  always  had  a  desire  to  take  ap  and  bespatter 
with.  And  now  goodbye — I  am  to  see  yon  on  Wednesday 
1  trust — and  to  hear  yon  say  yoa  are  better,  still  better, 
mooh  better?  Qod  grant  that,  and  all  else  good  for  yon, 
dear  friend,  and  so  for  B.  B. 

everyoors. 

K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

[Poet-mark.  July  18,  1846.] 
I  snppoBe  nobody  is  ever  expected  to  acknowledge  his 
or  her  '  besetting  sin ' — it  woold  be  onnataral — and  tiiera- 
fne  yon  will  not  be  sorprised  to  hear  me  deny  the  one  im- 
puted to  me  for  mine.  I  deny  it  quite  and  directly.  And 
if  my  denial  goes  for  notiiing,  which  is  bat  reasonable,  I 
might  call  in  a  great  olond  of  witnesses,  ,  .  a  thonder- 
clond,  .  .  (talking  of  stonnsl)  and  even  seek  no  farther 
than  this  table  for  a  first  witness ;  this  letter,  I  had  yester- 
day, which  calls  me  .  .  let  me  see  how  many  hard  names 
.  .  ' unbending, '  .  ,  'disdainfnl,'  .  .  'cold  hearted,'  .  . 
*  arrogant,'  .  .  yes,  '  arrogant,  as  women  always  are  when 
men  grow  hnmMe '  .  .  there's  a  chaise  against  all  possible 
and  probable  petticoats  beyond  mine  and  through  it  t  Not 
that  either  they  or  mine  deserve  the  charge — ^we  do  not; 
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to  the  lowest  hem  of  aal  for  I  don't  pass  to  the  other  ex- 
treme, mind,  and  adopt  besetting  sins  '  over  the  way  '  and 
in  antithesis.  It's  an  ondeserved  charge,  and  onproTokedl 
end  in  fact,  the  very  flower  of  self-love  self-tormented  into 
ill  temper;  and  shall  remain  onanswered,  for  me,  .  .  and 
should,  .  .  even  if  I  could  write  mortal  epigrams,  as  yoor 
Lamia  speaks  them.  Only  it  serves  to  help  my  assertion 
that  people  in  general  who  know  something  of  me,  my  dear 
friend,  ate  not  inclined  to  agree  with  yon  in  particolar, 
abont  my  having  an  '  over-pleasnre  in  pleasing,'  for  a  be- 
setting sin.  If  yon  had  spoken  of  my  sister  Henrietta 
indeed,  yoa  would  have  been  right — so  right  I  bat  for  me, 
alas,  my  sins  are  not  half  as  amiable,  nor  given  to  lean  to 
virtue's  side  with  half  snch  a  grace.  And  then  I  have  a 
pretension  to  speak  the  imth  like  a  Eoman,  even  in  mat- 
ters of  literature,  where  Mr.  Kenyon  says  falseness  is  a 
fashion — and  really  and  honestly  I  shonld  not  be  afraid 
.  .  I  should  have  no  reason  to  be  afraid,  .  .  if  all  the 
notes  and  letters  written  by  my  hand  for  years  and  years 
about  presentation  copies  of  poems  and  other  sorts  of 
books  were  bronght  together  and  '  conferred,'  as  they  say 
of  manuscripts,  before  my  face — I  should  not  shrink  and 
be  ashamed.  Not  that  I  always  tell  the  tmth  as  I  see  it — 
but  I  Ttever  do  speak  falsely  with  intention  and  conscious- 
ness—never— and  I  do  not  find  that  people  of  letters  aie 
sooner  offended  than  others  are,  by  the  tmth  told  in  gentle- 
ness ; — ^I  do  not  remember  to  have  offended  anyone  in  this 
relation,  and  by  these  means.  Well! — hnt/rom  me  to  you; 
it  is  all  different,  you  know — yon  must  know  how  different 
it  is.  I  can  tell  you  truly  what  I  think  of  this  thing  and 
of  that  thing  in  your  '  Duchess ' — but  I  must  of  a  necessify 
hesitate  and  fall  into  misgiving  of  the  adequacy  of  my 
trnth,  BO  called.  To  judge  at  all  of  a  work  of  yours,  I 
mast  look  up  to  it,  and /ar  up — because  whatever  faculty  / 
have  is  included  in  your  faculty,  and  with  a  great  rim  all 
round  it  besides  I  And  thus,  it  is  not  at  all  from  an  over- 
pleasure  in  pleasing  you,  not  at  all  from  an  inclination  to 
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depredate  myaelf,  that  I  apeak  and  feel  as  I  do  and  most 
on  some  oocasions;  it  ia  simply  the  consequence  of  a  tme 
ocHnprehension  of  yon  and  of  me — and  apart  from  it,  I 
should  not  be  abler,  I  think,  bnt  lees  able,  to  assist  yoa  in 
anything.  I  do  wish  yon  wonld  consider  all  this  reason- 
ably, and  understand  it  as  a  third  person  would  in  a  mo- 
ment, and  consent  not  to  spoil  the  real  pleasure  I  have  and 
am  about  to  have  in  your  poetry,  by  "^'Hrig  me  up  into 
a  false  position  with  your  gold-headed  nails  of  chiYaby, 
which  won't  hold  to  the  wall  through  this  summer.  I7ow 
you  will  not  answer  this? — yon  will  only  understand  it  and 
me — and  that  I  am  not  servile  but  sincere,  but  earnest,  bnt 
meaoiog  what  I  say — and  when  I  say  I  am  afraid,  you  will 
bdieve  that  I  am  afraid ;  and  when  I  say  I  have  miagiv- 
ings,  you  will  believe  that  I  have  misgivings — you  will 
tntat  me  so  far,  and  give  me  liberty  to  breathe  and  feel 
naturally  .  .  according  to  my  own  nature.  Probably,  or 
certainly  rather,  I  have  one  advantage  over  you,  .  .  one, 
of  which  women  are  not  fond  of  boasting — that  of  b^ng  older 
by  yeara — for  the '  Essay  on  Mind, '  which  was  the  first  poem 
published  by  me  (and  rather  more  printed  than  published 
after  all),  the  work  of  my  earliest  youth,  half  childhood, 
half  womanhood,  was  published  in  1S3S  I  see.  And  if  I 
told  Mr.  Eenyon  not  to  let  you  see  that  book,  it  was  not 
for  the  date,  bnt  because  Coleridge's  daughter  waa  right  in 
ceiling  it  a  mere  '  girl's  exercise ' ;  because  it  is  just  that 
and  no  more,  .  .  no  expression  whatever  of  my  natnre  as 
it  ever  was,  .  .  pedantic,  and  in  some  things  pert,  .  .  and 
snch  as  altogether,  and  to  do  myself  justice  (which  I  wonld 
fain  do  of  course),  I  was  not  in  my  whole  life.  Bad  books 
are  never  like  their  writers,  you  know — and  those  under- 
age hooks  are  generally  bod.  Also  I  have  foond  it  hard 
makiogetmtoexjiresgton,  though  I  began  rhyming  from  my 
Tsry  in^cy,  much  as  you  did  (and  this,  with  no  sympathy 
near  to  me — I  have  had  to  do  withoat  sympathy  in  the  full 
aeoBe—),  and  even  in  my '  Seraphim '  days,  my  tongne  dove 
to  the  roof  of  my  month,  — from  leading  so  conventual  reclnse 
Vol.  I.-« 
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a  life,  perhaps — and  all  my  better  poema  were  written  last 
year,  tlte  very  best  thing  to  come,  if  there  shonld  be  any 
life  or  courage  to  come ;  I  scarcely  know.  Sometimes — it 
ia  the  real  tmth — I  have  haste  to  be  done  with  it  all.  It  is 
the  real  tmth ;  however  to  say  so  may  be  an  tmgratefnl  re- 
tom  for  yonr  bind  and  generous  words,  .  .  which  I  do  feel 
giatefnily,  let  me  otherwise  feel  as  I  will,  .  .  or  moat.  But 
ihsa  yoD  know  yon  are  liable  to  saoh  prodigions  mistakes 
about  besetting  sins  and  even  besetting  Tirtnes — to  snch  a 
set  of  small  delusions,  that  are  sure  to  break  one  by  one, 
like  other  bubbles,  as  yon  draw  in  your  breath,  ,  .  as  I 
see  by  the  law  of  my  own  star,  my  own  particular  star,  iba 
star  I  was  bom  under,  the  star  Wormwood,  .  .  on  the  op- 
posite side  of  the  heavens  from  the  conatellationB  of  '  the 
Lyre  and  the  Grown.'  In  the  meantime,  it  is  difficnlt  to 
thank  yon,  or  not  to  thank  yon,  for  all  your  kindnesses — 
— iXyo9  ti  ittySy.  Only  Mrs.  Jameson  told  me  of  Lady 
Byron's  saying  '  that  she  knows  she  is  burnt  every  day  in 
effigy  by  half  the  world,  bat  that  the  effigy  is  so  unlike 
herself  as  to  be  inofiFenBive  to  her, '  and  just  so,  or  rather 
just  in  the  converse  of  so,  is  it  with  me  and  yoor  kind- 
nesses.  They  are  meant  for  quite  another  than  I,  and  are 
too  far  to  be  so  near.  The  comfort  is  ,  .  in  seeing  yoa 
throw  all  those  ducate  ont  of  the  window,  (and  how  many 
ducats  go  in  a  fignre  to  a  '  dozen  Daohesses,'  it  is  profane 
to  oalonlate)  the  comfort  is  that  you  will  not  be  the  pocner 
for  it  in  the  end;  since  the  people  beneath,  are  honest 
enoi^h  to  push  them  back  under  Uie  door.  Bather  a  Ueak 
oomfort  and  oocapation  though ! — and  you  may  find  better 
work  for  yonr  friends,  who  are  (some  of  them)  weary  even 
nnto  death  of  the  uses  of  this  life.  And  now,  you  who  are 
generous,  be  gexieroos,  and  take  no  notice  of  all  tiiis.  I 
apeak  of  myself,  not  of  yon — so  there  is  nothing  for  yon  to 
contradict  or  discass — and  if  there  were,  you  would  be 
really  kind  and  give  me  my  way  in  it.  Also  yon  may  take 
ooorage ;  for  I  promise  not  to  vex  yon  by  tliatilring  yoa 
sgainat  ffow  will,— more  than  may  be  helped. 
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Some  of  this  letter  was  vritteQ  before  yesterday  and  in 
reply  of  conrse  to  yonrs — bo  it  ia  to  pass  for  two  letters, 
being  long  enoogh  for  joat  six.  Yesterday  yoa  must  have 
wondered  at  me  for  being  in  endi  a  maze  altogether  aboat  tlte 
poems — and  so  now  I  rise  to  explain  that  it  was  assniedly 
the  wine  song  and  no  other  which  I  read  of  yours  in  iZbocfs. 
And  then,  what  did  I  say  of  the  Dante  and  Beatrice?  Be- 
oanse  what  I  referred  to  was  the  exquisite  page  or  two  or 
three  on  that  subject  in  the  '  Pentameron. '  I  do  not  re- 
member anything  else  of  Landor's  with  the  same  bearing — 
do  yon  ?  As  to  Montaigne,  with  the  threads  of  my  thoi^hta 
smoothly  disentangled,  I  can  see  nothing  coloured  by  him, 
.  .  nothing.  Do  bring  all  the  Sood  poems  of  your  own — 
inelosiTe  of  the  '  Tokay, '  because  I  read  it  in  such  haste  as 
fc>  whirl  up  all  the  dust  you  saw,  from  the  wheels  of  my 
ohsriot  The  '  Duchess'  is  past  speaking  of  here — but  yoa 
will  see  how  I  am  delighted.  And  we  must  make  speed — 
only  taking  care  of  your  head — for  I  heard  to-day  that 
Fftpa  and  my  aunt  are  discussing  the  question  of  sending 
me  off  either  to  Alexandria  or  Malta  for  the  winter.  Oh 
— it  is  quite  a  passing  talk  and  thought,  I  dare  say  I  and  it 
would  not  be  in  any  case,  until  September  or  October; 
though  in  every  case,  I  suppose,  I  should  not  be  much  con- 
sulted .  .  and  all  oases  and  places  would  seem  better  to 
me  (if  I  were)  than  Madeira  which  the  physicans  used  to 
threaten  me  with  long  ago.  So  take  care  of  your  headache 
and  let  us  have  the  '  Bells '  rung  out  clear  before  the  smu- 
merends  .  .  and  pray  don't  say  again  anything  about  clear 
eonsoiences  oronolear  ones,  in  granting  me  the  privilege  of 
reading  your  manuscripts — which  is  all  dear  privil^e  to 
me,  with  pride  and  gladness  waiting  on  it.  May  God  bless 
yoa  always  my  dear  friend  I 

E.  B.  B. 

Ton  left  behind  your  sister's  little  basket — but  I  hope 
you  did  not  forget  to  thank  her  for  my  carnations. 
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R.B.toE.  B.  B. 

[no  date] 
I  shall  JTifit  BOj,  at  the  b^uming  of  a  note  as  at  the 
end,  I  am  yonre  ever,  aad  not  till  summer  ends  and  my 
naila  fall  out,  and  my  breath  breaks  babbles, — onghi  yon 
to  vrite  thos  having  restricted  me  as  jon  once  did,  and  do 
still?  Yon  tie  me  like  a  Shrove-Taesday  fowl  to  a  stake 
and  then  pick  the  thickest  cudgel  ont  of  yoor  lot,  and  at 
my  head  it  goes — I  vender  whether  yon  rememb^^d  hav- 
ing predicted  exactly  the  same  horror  once  before.  '  I  was 
to  see  yon — and  yon  were  to  nuderstand ' — itoyou?  doyoa 
nnderstand — my  own  friend — ^with  that  superiority  in  years, 
too  1  For  I  confess  to  that — yon  need  not  throw  that  in 
my  teeth  .  .  as  soon  as  I  read  your  '  Essay  on  Mind ' — 
(which  of  coarse  I  managed  to  do  abont  12  honrs  after  Mr. 
E's  positive  refoaal  to  keep  his  promise,  and  give  me  the 
book)  from  preface  to  the  '  Vision  of  Fame'  at  tiie  end,  and 
reflected  on  my  own  doings  about  that  time,  1826 — I  did 
indeed  see,  and  wonder  at,  your  advance  over  me  in  years 
— ^what  then?  I  have  got  nearer  you  considerably — (if  only 
n^rer) — since  then — and  prove  it  by  the  remarks  I  make 
at  favourable  times — such  as  this,  for  instance,  which  oo- 
oors  in  a  poem  yoa  are  to  see — written  some  time  ago — 
which  advises  nobody  who  thinks  nobly  of  the  Soul,  to 
give,  if  he  or  she  can  help,  such  a  good  argument  to  the 
materialist  as  the  owning  tiiat  any  great  choice  of  that 
SonI,  which  it  is  bom  to  make  and  which — (in  its  deter- 
mining, as  it  mast,  the  whole  fatore  coarse  and  impnlses  of 
that  sonl) — which  must  endure  for  ever,  even  though  the 
object  that  indnced  the  choice  should  disappear) — owning, 
I  say,  that  such  a  choice  may  be  scientifically  determined 
and  produced,  at  any  operator's  pleasure,  by  a  deJSnite 
number  of  ingredientst  so  much  youth,  so  much  beauty, 
so  mach  talent  &g.  £c.,  with  the  same  certainty  and  pre- 
cision that  another  kind  of  ox>erator  will  oonstroct  you  an 
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— and  80,  (this  once)  as  yoa  express  it,  I '  will  not  have  tixe 
heart  to  blame '  yon — except  for  reading  my  books  against 
my  will,  which  waa  very  wrong  indeed.  Mr.  Kenyon  asked 
me,  I  remember,  (he  had  a  mania  of  sending  my  copybook 
literature  roond  the  world  to  this  person  and  that  person, 
and  I  was  rotiBed  at  last  into  binding  him  by  a  vow  to  do 
so  DO  more)  I  remember  he  asked  me  .  .  '  Is  Mr.  Brown- 
ing to  be  excepted? ' ;  to  which  I  answered  that  nobody  waa 
to  be  excepted — and  thus  he  was  qoite  right  in  resisting  to 
the  death  .  .  or  to  dinner-time  .  .  jost  as  yon  were  qnite 
wrong  after  dinner.  Kow,  conld  a  woman  have  been  more 
coriooa?  Coold  the  very  aathor  of  the  book  have  done 
worse?  Bat  I  leave  my  sins  and  yours  gladly,  to  get  into 
the  Sood  poems  which  have  delighted  me  so — and  first  to 
the  St.  Piazed's  which  is  of  conrse  the  finest  and  most 
poweifol  ,  .  and  indeed  full  of  the  power  of  life  .  .  and 
of  death.  It  has  impressed  me  very  much.  Then  the 
'  Angel  and  Child, '  with  aU  its  beaaty  and  significance  t — 
andthe' Garden  Fancies'  .  .  some  of  the  stanzas  about  the 
name  of  the  flower,  with  such  exqoisiie  music  in  them,  and 
grace  of  every  kind— and  with  that  beantifnl  and  musical 
nse  of  the  word  'meandering,'  which  I  never  remember 
having  seen  used  in  relation  to  sound  before.  It  does 
to  mate  with  yoar  '  eimmering  qniet '  in  Bordello,  which 
brii^  the  summer  air  into  the  room  as  sure  as  you  read 
it.  Then  I  like  your  burial  of  the  pedant  so  much ! — ^yon 
have  quite  the  damp  smell  of  fonguses  and  the  sense  of 
creeping  things  through  and  through  it.  And  the '  Labora- 
tory '  is  hideous  as  you  meant  to  make  it: — only  I  object 
a  little  to  your  tendency  .  .  which  is  almost  a  habit,  and 
is  very  observable  in  this  poem  I  think,  .  .  of  making 
lines  difficult  for  the  reader  to  read  .  .  see  the  opening 
lines  of  this  poem.  Not  that  music  is  required  everywhere, 
nor  in  them  certainly,  but  that  the  uncertainty  of  rhythm 
throws  the  reader's  mind  o£f  the  rail  .  .  and  interrupts  his 
progress  with  you  and  your  influence  with  him.  Where 
we  have  not  direct  pleasore  from  rhythm,  and  where  no 
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pecolira-  impreasion  is  to  be  prodnoed  bj  the  changes  in  it, 
we  should  be  eucooraKed  b;  the  poet  to  forget  U  aUogetker ; 
ahonld  ve  not?  I  am  qoite  wrong  perhaps — bat  70Q  see 
how  I  do  not  conceal  my  wnmgnesses  wheie  they  mix  them- 
selves up  with  mj  sincere  impreBsions.  And  how  conld 
it  be  that  no  one  within  my  hearing  ever  spoke  of  these 
poems?  Becaose  it  is  tree  that  I  never  saw  one  of  them — 
never ! — except  the  '  Tokay, '  which  is  inferior  to  all ;  and 
that  I  waa  qnite  nnaware  of  yonr  having  printed  so  mnch 
with  Hood — or  at  all,  except  this '  Tokay,'  and  this  '  I>ach- 
ess ' !  The  world  is  very  deaf  and  dnmb,  I  think — bat  in 
the  end,  we  need  not  be  afraid  of  its  not  learning  its  lesson. 
Conld  yon  come — for  I  am  going  ont  in  the  carriage, 
aJid  will  not  stay  to  write  of  your  poems  even,  any  more 
to-day — ooold  yoa  come  on  Thorsday  or  Friday  (the  day 
left  to  yonr  choice)  instead  of  on  Wednesday?  If  I  conld 
help  it  I  wonld  not  say  so — it  is  not  a  caprice.  And  I 
leave  it  to  yon,  whether  Thursday  or  Friday.  And  Alex- 
andria seems  discredited  jxtst  now  for  Malta — and  '  any- 
thing but  Ksdeirs,'  I  go  on  saying  to  myself.  These 
Sood  poems  are  all  to  be  in  the  next '  Bells '  of  conrse — of 
necessity? 

May  Qod  bless  yon  my  dear  friend,  my  ever  dear 
friend! — 

KB.  B. 

B.B.ioE.  B.  B. 

Taesd&y  Hondng. 
[Poat-mark,  July  33,  184S.] 

I  will  say,  with  yonr  leave,  Thursday  (nor  attempt  to 
say  anything  else  withoat  yonr  leave). 

The  temptation  of  reading  the  '  Essay '  was  more  than 
I  conld  bear :  and  a  wondeifol  work  it  is  every  way ;  the 
other  poems  and  their  mnsio — ^wonderful  I 

And  yon  go  ont  still — so  continue  better! 

I  cannot  write  this  morning — I  should  say  too  mnch 
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aad  have  to  be  nonj  and  afraid — ^let  me  be  salet;  yonxs 
ever,  my  own  dear  friend — 

B.B. 
I  am  bnt  too  proud  of  yonr  praise — when  will   the 
blame  come — at  Malta? 

K  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

[Post-maric,  July  25,  1845.] 
Are  you  any  better  to-day  ?  and  will  you  say  just  the  truth 
of  it?  and  not  attempt  to  do  any  of  the  writing  which  does 
harm — nor  of  the  reading  even,  which  may  do  harm — asd 
Bometbing  does  harm  to  you,  yoa  see — and  yoa  told  me 
not  long  ago  that  yon  knew  how  to  avoid  the  harm  .  . 
now  did  yon  not?  and  what  could  it  have  been  last  week 
which  yon  did  not  avoid,  and  which  made  yon  bo  unwell? 
Beseech  you  not  to  think  that  I  am  going  to  aid  and  abet 
in  this  wronging  of  yourself,  for  I  will  not  indeed — and  I 
am  only  sorry  to  have  given  yon  my  qneroloas  queries 
yesterday  .  .  and  to  have  omitted  to  say  in  relation  to 
them,  too,  how  they  were  to  be  accepted  in  any  case  as  just 
passing  thoughts  of  mine  for  your  passii^  thoughts,  .  . 
some  right,  it  may  be  .  .  some  wrong,  it  must  be  .  .  and 
none,  insisted  on  even  by  the  thinker  I  just  impressions,  and 
by  no  means  pretending  to  be  judgments — now  wiU  you  un- 
derstand? Also,  I  intended  (as  a  proof  of  my  fallacy)  to 
strike  out  one  or  two  of  my  doubts  before  I  gave  the  paper 
to  you — so  whicbever  strikes  you,  as  the  mostfo<Ai8h  of  them,  of 
course  mu»t  be  what  I  meant  to  strikeout — (there's  ingenni^ 
for  yon  I).  The  poem  did,  for  the  rest,  as  will  be  suggested 
to  yon,  give  me  the  very  greatest  pleasure,  and  aatonish 
me  in  two  ways  .  .  by  the  versification,  mechanically  con- 
sidered; and  by  the  successful  evolTitiou  of  pure  beauty 
from  all  that  roughness  and  rudeness  of  the  sin  of  the  boar- 
pinner — successfully  evolved,  without  softening  one  hoaise 
acoent  of  his  voice.  But  there  is  to  be  a  pause  now — yon 
Till  not  write  any  more — no,  nor  come  here  on  Wednes- 
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da7,  if  coming  into  the  roar  of  this  London  shonlcl  make 
thA  pais  worse,  as  I  owmot  help  thitiking  it  most — and  yon 
were  not  well  yesterday  morning,  yon  admitted.  Ton  wiU 
take  oaze?  And  if  there  should  be  a  wisdom  in  going 
away  .  .    ! 

Was  it  Tery  wrong  of  me,  doing  what  I  told  you  of  yes- 
terday ?  Very  impmdent,  I  am  afraid — bat  I  never  knew 
how  to  be  pradeni — and  then,  there  is  not  a  sharing  of  re- 
flponaibility  in  any  aort  of  imaginaUe  measure ;  but  a  mere 
going  away  of  so  many  thoughts,  apart  from  the  thinker, 
or  of  words,  apart  from  the  speaker,  .  .  just  as  I  might 
gire  away  a  podket-hasdkerchief  to  be  newly  marked  and 
mine  no  longer.  I  did  not  do — and  would  not  have  done, 
.  .  one  of  those  papers  singly.  It  would  have  been  tmba- 
coming  of  me  in  every  way.  It  was  simply  s  writiug  of 
Dotes  .  .  of  slips  of  paper  .  .  now  on  one  subject,  and  now 
on  another  .  .  which  were  thrown  into  the  great  cauldron 
And  boiled  up  with  other  matter,  and  re-translated  from 
my  idicNm  where  there  seemed  a  need  for  it.  And  I  am 
not  much  afraid  of  being  ever  guessed  at — except  by  those 
(Edipueea  who  astounded  me  once  for  a  moment  and  were 
after  all,  I  hope,  ba£9ed  by  the  Sphinx — or  ever  betrayed; 
becanae  besides  the  black  Stygian  oaths  and  indubitable 
htmonr  of  the  editor,  he  has  some  interest,  even  as  I  have 
the  greatest,  in  being  silent  and  secret.  And  nothing  is  ■ 
mine  .  .  if  something  is  o/"  me  .  .  or  from  me,  rather. 
Tet  ii  was  wrong  and  foolish,  I  see  plainly — wrong  in  all 
bnt  the  motives.  How  dreadful  to  write  against  time,  and 
nth  a  side-ways  running  conscience  1  And  then  the  liters 
atnre  of  the  day  was  wider  than  his  knowledge,  all  round! 
And  the  bookseUers  were  barking  distraction  on  every  side  I 
~I  had  some  of  the  mottos  to  find  too  I  But  the  paper 
relating  to  yon  I  never  was  consulted  about — or  in  (me 
parUcuJarway  it  would  have  been  better, — as  easily  it  might 
have  been.    May  Ood  bless  you,  my  dear  friend, 

E.  B.  B. 
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B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Friday  Homing. 
[Pott-mark,  Jul^  2$,  1846.] 

Ton  would  let  me  vow,  I  dare  Bay,  call  myself  gistefol 
to  yon— yet  saoh  is  my  jealouay  in  Uiese  matters — so  do  I 
hate  the  material  when  it  pats  down,  (or  tries)  the  imma- 
terial in  the  offices  of  friendship;  that  I  ooidd  almost  tell 
yon  I  was  not  gxatefal,  and  try  if  that  way  I  conld  make 
yon  see  the  substantiality  of  those  other  favonrs  yon  refuse 
to  rect^inise,  and  reality  of  the  other  gratitnde  yon  will  not 
admit.  Bat  tmth  is  troth,  and  yon  are  all  generosity,  and 
will  draw  none  bat  the  fair  inference,  so  I  thank  yoa  as 
well  as  I  can  for  this  aUo — this  last  kindnras.  And  yon 
know  its  valae,  too— how  if  there  were  another  you  in  the 
world,  who  had  done  all  yon  have  done  and  whom  I  merely 
admired  for  that;  if  each  an  one  had  sent  me  snoh  a  criti- 
cism,  so  exactly  what  I  want  and  can  use  and  turn  to  good; 
yon  know  how  I  would  have  told  you,  my  you  I  saw  yes- 
terday, all  about  it,  and  been  Buie  of  your  sympathy  and 
gladness : — but  the  two  in  one  I 

For  the  oritiojam  itself,  it  is  aU  true,  except  the  oror^ 
eating — all  the  snggestions  are  to  be  adopted,  the  improre- 
ments  accepted.  I  so  thoroi^hly  understand  your  spirit 
in  tMs,  that,  just  in  this  beginning,  I  should  really  like  to 
have  found  some  point  in  which  I  could  cooperate  with 
your  intention,  and  help  my  work  by  disputing  the  effect 
of  any  alteration  proposed,  if  it  ought  to  be  disputed — iJtai 
would  answer  yonr  purpose  exactly  as  well  as  agreeing  with 
yon, — so  that  the  benefit  to  me  were  apparent;  but  this 
time  I  cannot  dispute  one  point.    All  is  for  best. 

So  much  fortius  '  Duchess ' — which  I  shall  ever  rejoice 
in— wherever  was  a  bud,  even,  in  that  strip  of  May-bloom, 
a  live  musical  bee  hangs  now.  I  shall  let  it  lie  (my  poem), 
till  jnst  before  I  print  it ;  and  then  go  over  it,  alter  at  the 
places,  and  do  something  for  the  places  where  I  (really) 
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wrote  anyhow,  almost,  to  get  dooe.  It  is  an  odd  fact,  yet 
oharacteristio  of  my  accomplialiiiigB  one  and  all  in  this 
kind,  that  of  the  poem,  the  real  conception  of  an  evening 
(two  years  ago,  folly) — of  that,  not  a  line  is  written,— 
thongh  perhaps  after  all,  what  I  am  going  to  call  the  acces- 
sories in  the  story  are  real  thongh  indirect  reflexes  of  the 
original  idea,  and  ho  supersede  properly  enongh  the  neces- 
sity of  its  personal  appearance,  so  to  speak.  But,  as  I 
conceived  the  poem,  it  consisted  entirely  of  the  G^wy's 
description  of  the  life  the  Lady  was  to  lead  with  mi  f  ature 
Ctipsy  lover — a  rod  life,  not  an  unreal  one  likf  that  with 
the  Doke.  And  as  I  meant  to  write  it,  all  thfir  wild  ad- 
ventures would  have  come  out  and  the  insignificance  of 
the  former  vegetation  have  been  dedncible  only-^-as  the  main 
snbject  has  become  now;  of  conrse  it  comes  fo  the  same 
thing,  for  one  would  never  show  half  by  half  like  a  cot 
orange. — 

Will  yon  write  to  me?  caring,  though,  so  mnch  for  my 
beet  interests  ob  not  to  write  if  yon  can  work  for  yoorself, 
or  save  yonrself  fatigne.  I  thijik  before  writing — or  just 
after  writing — sach  &  sentence — ^bnt  reflection  only  jnati- 
fies  my  first  feeling ;  I  would  rather  go  without  your  letters, 
without  seeing  yon  at  all,  if  that  advant^;ed  yon — my  dear, 
first  and  last  friend ;  my  friend  I  And  now — sorely  I  might 
dare  say  yon  may  if  yon  please  get  well  through  God's 
goodness — with  persevering  patience,  snrely — and  this  next 
winter  abroad — which  you  must  get  ready  for  now,  every 
Bnnny  day,  will  you  not?  If  I  ventore  to  weary  you  again 
with  all  this,  is  there  not  the  caose  of  causes,  and  did  not 
the  prophet  write  that  'there  was  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men, 
which  taken  at  the  £.  B.  B. '  led  on  to  the  fortune  of 

Tool  E.  B. 

Oh,  let  me  tell  you  in  the  bitterness  of  my  heart,  that 
it  was  only  4  o'dock — that  clock  I  enquired  about — and 
that,  .  .  no,  I  shall  never  say  with  any  grace  what  I  want 
to  say  .  .  and  now  dare  not  .  .  that  you  all  but  owe  me 
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an  extra  quarter  of  an  hour  next  time :  as  in  the  East  yon 
give  a  beggar  something  for  a  few  days  nmning— then  yon 
miss  him ;  and  next  day  he  looks  ind^^nant  when  the  rega- 
lar  dole  falls  and  mnrmnrs — 'And,  for  yesterday? ' — ^Do  I 
stay  too  long,  I  want  to  know, — ^too  long  for  the  voice  and 
head  and  all  bnt  the  spirit  that  may  not  bo  soon  tire,  — know- 
ing the  good  it  does.    If  yon  wonld  bat  tell  me. 

God  bless  you — 

E.  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

Saturday. 
[Post-mark,  July  28,  1S46.] 

You  say  too  mnoh  indeed  in  this  letter  which  has 
crossed  mine — and  particularly  as  there  is  not  a  word  in 
it  of  what  I  most  wanted  to  know  and  want  to  know  .  . 
how  you  are — for  yon  most  observe,  if  yon  please,  that  the 
very  paper  yon  ponr  such  kindness  on,  was  written  after 
your  own  example  and  pattern,  when,  in  the  matter  of  my 
'  Prometheos '  (snch  different  wearying  matter !),  yon  toc^ 
tronble  for  me  and  did  me  good.  Jndge  from  this,  if  even 
in  inferior  things,  there  can  be  gratitude  from  yon  to  me  I 
— or  rather,  do  not  jndge — bnt  listen  when  I  say  that  I  am 
delighted  to  have  met  your  wishes  in  writing  as  I  wrote ; 
only  that  yon  are  sorely  wrong  in  refusing  to  see  a  single 
WTongness  in  all  that  heap  of  weedy  thoughts,  and  that 
when  you  look  again,  yon  mast  come  to  the  admissicoi  of 
it     One  of  the  thistles  is  the  suggesti(m  about  the  lino 

Was  it  Blngliif ,  waa  It  mylDg, 
which  you  wrote  so,  and  which  I  proposed  to  amend  by 
an  intermediate '  or. '  Thinking  of  it  at  a  distance,  it  grows 
clear  to  me  that  yon  were  right,  and  that  there  should 
be  and  mast  be  no  '  or '  to  disturb  tiie  listening  paose.  Kow 
BhoiM  there?  And  there  was  something  else,  which  I  for^ 
get  at  this  moment — and  something  more  than  the  some- 
thing eko.  Your  account  of  the  production  of  the  poem 
interests  me  very  much — and  proves  jost  what  I  wanted  to 
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make  oat  from  ^oor  statements  the  other  day,  and  they 
lefosed,  I  thought,  to  let  me,  .  .  that  yon  are  more  faitb- 
fnl  to  four  first  Idea  thao  to  your  first  plan,  la  it  so?  or 
not?  *  Orange '  is  orange — bat  which  half  of  the  oralige 
is  not  predestinated  from  all  eternity — :  is  it  so  ? 

Sunday, — I  wrote  so  mach  yesterday  and  then  went  oat, 
not  knowing  very  well  how  to  speak  or  how  to  be  silent  (ie 
it  better  today?)  of  some  expressions  of  yoars  .  .  and  of 
your  interest  in  me — which  are  deeply  affecting  to  my  feel- 
ings— ^whatever  else  remains  to  be  said  of  them.  And  yoa 
know  that  yoa  make  great  mistakes,  .  .  of  fennel  for  hem- 
lock, of  fooT  o'clocks  for  five  o'clooks,  and  of  other  things 
of  more  conseqaence,  oae  for  another;  and  may  not  be 
quite  right  besides  as  to  my  getting  well '  if  IjpJmse!'  .  . 
which  reminds  me  a  little  of  what  Fapa  says  sometimes 
when  he  comes  into  this  room  onezpectedly  and  convicts 
me  of  having  dry  toast  for  dinner,  and  declares  angrily 
that  obstinacy  and  dry  toast  have  brought  me  to  my  pres- 
ent condition,  and  that  if  I  pleased  to  have  porter  and  beef- 
steaks instead,  I  shoald  be  as  well  aa  ever  I  was,  in  a 
month!  .  .  Bat  where  is  the  need  of  talking  of  it?  What 
I  wished  to  say  was  this — that  if  I  get  better  or  worse  .  . 
as  long  as  I  live  and  to  the  last  moment  of  life,  I  shall  re- 
member wiib  an  emotion  which  cannot  chat^e  its  charac- 
ter, all  the  generoas  interest  and  feeling  yoa  have  spent  on 
me — wasted  on  me  I  was  going  to  write — but  I  would  not 
provoke  any  answering — and  in  one  obvions  sense,  it  need 
not  be  so.  I  never  shall  forget  these  things,  my  dearest 
friend ;  nor  remember  them  more  coldly.  God's  goodness  1 
—I  believe  in  it,  as  in  £[is  sanshine  here — which  makes  my 
head  ache  a  litUe,  while  it  comes  in  at  the  window,  and 
makes  most  other  people  gayer — it  does  me  good  too  in  a 
different  way.  And  bo,  may  God  bless  you  I  and  me  in 
this  .  .  just  this,  .  .  that  I  may  never  have  the  sense,  .  . 
iotcderable  in  the  remotest  apprehension  of  it  .  .  of  being, 
in  any  way,  directly  or  indirectly,  the  means  of  ruffling 
yoor  smooth  path  by  so  much  as  one  of  my  flint^tonea  t — 
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Id  the  meantime  70a  do  not  tire  me  indeed  even  when  700 
go  later  for  Booner  .  .  and  I  do  not  tire  m^seU  even  when 
I  write  longer  and  dnller  letters  to  jon  (if  the  last  is  pos- 
sible) tlian  the  one  I  am  ending  now  .  .  as  the  most  grate- 
ful (leave  me  that  word)  of  your  friends. 

E.  B.  B. 
How  ooold  70a  think  that  I  shonld  speak  to  Mr.  Een- 
70Q  of  the  book?  All  I  ever  said  to  him  haa  been  that  70a 
had  looked  through  my  '  Prometheus '  for  me — and  that  I 
was  not  disappointed  in  you,  these  two  things  on  two  occa- 
sions.   I  do  troat  that  7onr  head  is  better, 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[PoBt-Durk,  July  28,  184S.] 

How  most  I  feel,  and  what  can,  or  oonld  I  8a7  even  if 
7011  let  me  say  all?  I  am  meet  grateful,  most  happy — 
most  happy,  come  what  will! 

Will  you  let  me  try  and  answer  your  note  to-morrow — 
before  Wednesday  when  I  am  to  see  yon?  I  will  not  hide 
from  7on  that  m7  head  aches  now;  and  I  have  let  the  hours 
go  by  one  after  one — I  am  better  all  the  same,  and  will 
write  as  I  say — '  Am  I  better '  yon  ask ! 

Yours  I  am,  ever  yoors  my  dear  friend  B.  B. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

ThuiscUiy. 
[Post-marh,  JnlySl,  1846.] 

In  alll  say  to  yon,  write  to  yon,  I  know  very  well  that 
I  trust  to  your  nnderstanding  me  almost  beyond  the  war- 
rant of  any  human  capacity — but  as  I  b^an,  so  I  shidl 
end.  I  shall  believe  yon  remember  what  I  am  forced  to 
remember — yon  who  do  me  the  enperabundant  justice  (m 
every  possible  occasion, — 70a  will  never  do  me  injnstioe 
when  I  sit  by  yon  and  talk  aboat  Italy  and  the  rest. 

— To-day  I  cannot  write — tiiough  I  am  very  well  other- 
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t  I  shall  soon  get  into  my  old  seU-oominaDd  and 
'vrite  iritli  as  mncli '  ineffeotoal  fire '  as  before :  bnt  mean- 
time, you  Till  write  to  me,  I  hope — telling  me  how  yoti 
are?  I  have  bnt  one  greater  del^ht  in  the  world  than  in 
hearing  from  you. 

Qod  Uees  yon,  my  beet,  dearest  Mend — think  what  I 
would  speak — 

Erer  yonxs 

B.B. 
E.  B.  B.  to  S.  B. 

Tbunday. 
[PoU^nark,  Augn>t9,  184S.] 

Let  me  write  one  word  .  .  not  to  have  it  o£F  my  mind 
.  .  because  it  is  by  no  means  heavily  on  it;  bat  lest  I 
shonld  forget  to  write  it  at  all  by  not  writing  it  at  onoe. 
What  oonld  yon  mean,  .  .  I  have  been  thinking  since  yon 
went  away  .  .  by  applying  snch  a  grave  expression  as  hav- 
ing a  thii^  '  off  your  mind '  to  that  foolish  subject  of  the 
stupid  book  (mine),  and  by  making  it  worth  your  while  to 
aooonnt  logically  for  yoor  wish  about  my  not  mentioning 
it  to  Mr.  Kenyon?  You  could  not  fancy  for  one  moment 
that  I  was  vexed  in  the  matter  of  the  book?  or  in  tiie  other 
matter  of  your  wish?  Now  jnat  hear  me.  I  explained  to 
yon  that  I  had  been  silent  to  Mr.  Eenyon,  first  becanse 
the  fact  was  so;  and  next  and  a  little,  because  I  wanted  to 
show  how  I  anticipated  yonr  wish  by  a  wish  of  my  own  .  . 
thongh  from  a  different  motive.  Tour  motive  I  really  did 
take  to  be  (never  suspecting  my  dear  kind  cousin  of  treason) 
to  be  a  natural  reluctancy  of  being  convicted  (forgive  me  1)  of 
snoh  an  arch-wonuuily  cnriosity.  For  my  own  motive  .  . 
motives  .  .  they  are  more  than  one  .  .  you  most  tmst 
me;  and  refrain  as  far  as  you  can  from  accusing  me  of  an 
ovep-love  of  Elensinian  mysteries  when  I  ask  yon  to  say 
just  as  litOe  about  yonr  visits  here  and  of  me  as  yon  find 
possible  .  .  even  to  Mr.  Kenyon  .  .  as  to  every  other  person 
vHwiever.  As  yon  know  .  .  and  yet  more  than  yon  know 
..  I  am  in  a  pecnliar  position— and  it  does  not  follow  that 
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joa  should  be  ashamed  of  m;  friendship  oi  that  I  BhoaJd.! 
□ot  be  prood  of  yours,  if  we  avoid  maMiig  it  a  subjeei  of  I 
conrersatiou  in  high  places,  or  lor  places.    ^Diere  1  that  ig  | 
m;  request  to  yon — or  commentary  on  vhat  yon  pat '  off 
year  mind '  yesterday — probablyqnite  mineoesaary  as  either 
regnest  or  commentary;  yet  said  on  the  ehanoe  of  its  not 
beii^  so,  because  yon  seemed  to  mistake  my  remark  about  ' 
Mr.  Eenyon. 

And  your  head,  how  is  it?  And  do  consider  if  it  wonld 
not  be  wise  and  right  on  that  accoont  of  yonr  health,  to  go 
with  Mr.  Chorley?  Ton  can  neither  wort  nor  enjoy  while 
yon  are  snbjeot  to  attacks  of  the  kind — and  besides,  and 
withont  reference  to  yonr  present  snffeidng  ami  inconven- 
ience, yon  ought  not  to  let  them  master  yon  and  gather 
strength  from  time  and  habit;  I  am  sure  yon  onght  not. 
Worse  last  week  than  ever,  yon  see ! — and  no  prospect,  peT> 
baps,  of  bringing  out  yonr  "  Bells  "  this  antomn,  without 
paying  a  cost  too  heavy! — Thet^ore  .  .  the  therefore  is 
quite  plain  and  obviona  I — 

.FVu£a^. — Just  as  it  is  how  anxious  Flush  and  I  are,  to 
be  delivOTed  from  you;  by  these  sixteen  heads  of  the  dis- 
course of  one  of  us,  vnitten  before  your  letter  came.  Ah, 
but  I  am  serious — and  yon  will  consider — will  you  not? 
what  is  best  to  be  done?  and  do  it.  Ton  could  write  to 
me,  yon  know,  from  the  end  of  the  world ;  if  yon  could  take 
the  thought  of  me  so  far. 

And  /or  me,  no,  and  yet  yes,— I  wUl  aay  this  much; 
for  I  am  not  inclined  to  do  you  Injustice,  bnt  justice,  when 
yon  come  here — the  justice  of  wonderit^  to  myself  how 
you  can  possibly,  prasibly,  care  to  come.  Which  is  true 
enough  to  be  unanaiverabk,  if  yon  please — or  I  should  not 
say  it.  'As  Tbegan,  so  IshaU  end — '  Bid  you,  as  I  hope 
you  did,  thank  your  sister  for  Flush  and  for  me?  When 
you  were  gone,  he  graciously  signified  his  intention  of 
eating  the  cakes — brought  the  bag  to  me  and  emptied  it 
without  a  drawback,  from  my  hand,  cake  aftra  cake.  And 
I  forgot  the  basket  once  again. 
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■>ADd  tfcllring  of  lialy  and  the  cardinals,  and  tTiiiilriTig  of 
^cardinal  pointa  yon  are  igsorant  of,  did  yon  ever  hear 
i  I  was  one  of 

'  thosa  acliiimatiquea 
of  Amateidam ' 
ll 

ivm  yoor  Dr.  Donne  wonld  have  pat  into  the  dykes? 
'  leea  he  meant  the  Baptists,  instead  of  the  Independents, 
•beholders  of  the  Independent  chorch  principle.    No — not 
'  KUgmatical, '  I  hope,  hating  as  I  do  from  the  roots  of  my 
ijeartaUthatreDdingof  thegarmentof  Christ,  which Chris- 
tuDB  are  so  apt  to  make  the  doily  week-day  of  this  Cbristi- 
aoityBooalled — andcoring  very  little  for  most  dogmas  and 
doxieB  in  themselTes — too  little,  as  people  say  to  me  some- 
fimea,   (wlien  they  send  me  '  New  Testaments '  to  learn 
bom,  with  very  land  intentions) — and  believing  that  t^ere 
is  only  one  chnrch  in  heaven  and  earth,  with  one  divine  High 
Priest  to  it ;  let  exclosive  rel^onists  bnild  what  walls  they 
ple§8e  and  bring  ont  what  chrisms.    Bat  I  osed  to  go  with 
my  father  always,  when  I  was  able,  to  the  nearest  dissenting 
clupel  of  the  congT^ationalists — ^from  liking  the  simplicity 
of  that  praying  and  speaking  withoat  books — and  a  little  too 
trom  disliking  the  theory  of  state  chnrchee.     There  is  a 
nwrowness  among  the  dissenters  which  is  wonderfol ;  an 
arid,  grey  Pnritanism  in  the  clefts  of  their  sools :  bat  it 
seems  to  me  clear  that  they  know  what  the  '  liberty  of 
Christ '  means,  tax  better  than  those  do  who  call  themselTes 
'ebarchinen ' ;  and  stand  altogether,  as  a  body,  on  higher 
groond.     And  so,  yon  see,  when  I  talked  of  the  sixteen 
ptnots  of  my  disconrse,  it  was  the  foreshadowing  of  a  com- 
ing event,  and  yon  have  had  it  at  last  in  Qia  whole  length 
tad  breadth  of  it.    Bat  it  is  not  my  fanlt  if  the  wind  began 
io  blow  so  that  I  ooald  not  go  oat — as  I  intended — as  I 
BhoU  do  to-morrow;  and  that  yon  have  received  my  dolness 
in  a  tall  libation  of  it,  in  oonseqaenoe.    My  sisters  said  of 
the  rosea  yoa  blasphemed,  yesterday,  that  they  '  never  saw 
each  flowers  anywhere — anywhere  here  in  London — '  and 
&erefore  if  I  had  thonght  so  myself  before,  it  was  not  so 
VOL.  L— W 
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wiong  of  me.    I  put  your  roses,  yon  see,  agaiiut  my  let- 
ter, to  make  it  seem  less  duR — and  yet  I  do  not  forget  vbal    ' 
joQ  say  about  caring  to  hear  from  me — I  mean,  I  do  not 
t^ect  to  forget  it. 

May  God  bless  yon,  far  longer  than  I  can  say  so. 

E.  B.  B.       ! 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B.  ! 

Sunday  Ereniug. 
[Pott-Durk,  August  4,  1845.] 

I  said  vhat  yon  comment  on,  aboat  Mr.  Eenyon,  be- 
oanse  I  feel  I  must  always  tell  you  the  simple  truth — and 
not  being  quite  at  liberty  to  communicate  the  whole  story 
(though  it  votild  at  once  clear  me  from  the  charge  of  orer- 
cariosity  .  .  if  I  much  cared  for  thatl) — I  made  my  first 
request  in  order  to  prevent  your  getting  at  any  part  of  it 
from  him  which  shoold  make  my  withholding  seem  disin- 
gennons  for  the  moment — that  is,  till  my  explanation  came, 
if  it  had  an  opportunity  of  coming.  And  then,  when  I 
fancied  you  were  miannderstanding  the  reason  c^  that  re- 
quest— and  supposing  I  was  ambitions  of  making  a  higher 
figure  in  Ats  eyes  than  your  own, — I  then  felt  it '  on  my 
mind '  and  so  spoke  .  .  a  natural  mode  of  relief  anndy ! 
For,  dear  friend,  I  have  once  been  untrue  to  you — when, 
and  how,  and  why,  you  know — but  I  thought  it  pedantry  and 
worse  to  hold  by  my  words  and  increase  their  fault.  You 
have  foi^ven  me  that  one  mistake,  and  I  only  refer  to  it 
now  because  if  you  should  ever  make  that  a  precedent,  and 
put  any  least,  most  trivial  word  of  mine  under  the  same 
category,  yon  would  wrong  me  as  you  never  wronged  ha- 
man  being : — and  that  is  done  with.  For  the  other  matter, 
— the  talk  of  my  visits,  it  is  impossible  that  any  hint  of 
them  can  ooze  out  of  the  only  three  persons  in  tiie  world 
to  whom  I  ever  speak  of  them — my  father,  mother  and  sis- 
ter— to  whom  my  appreciation  of  your  works  is  no  novelty 
since  some  years,  and  whom  I  made  comprehend  exactly 
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yonr  poeition  and  tbe  necessity  for  the  absdnte  sileiioe  I 
enjoined  respecting  the  permission  to  see  yon.  Yoa  ma? 
depend  on  them, — and  Miss  Mitford  is  in  yoxa  keeping, 
mind, — and  dear  Mr.  Kenyon,  if  there  should  be  never  so 
gentle  a  tonch  of  '  garrulous  God-innocence '  about  th(»e 
kind  lii>s  of  his.  Come,  let  me  snatch  at  that  cine  out  of 
the  maze,  and  say  how  perfect,  absolutely  perfect,  are  those 
three  or  four  pages  in  the '  Vision  *  which  present  the  Foete 
— a  line,  a  few  words,  and  Qte  man  there, — one  twang  of 
the  bow  and  &.e  arrowhead  in  the  white — Shelley's  '  white 
ideal  all  statue-blind '  is — perfect, — how  can  I  coin  words? 
And  dear  deaf  old  Hesiod — and — all,  all  are  perfect,  per- 
fect 1  Bnt '  the  Moon's  regality  will  hear  no  praise  * — well 
then,  will  she  bear  blame?  Can  it  be  yon,  my  own  you 
past  pntting  away,  you  are  a  schismatic  and  freqnenter  of 
Independent  Dissenting  Chapels?  And  yon  confess  this 
to  me — ^whose  father  and  mother  went  this  morning  to  the 
very  Independent  Chapel  where  they  took  me,  all  those 
yeaiB  back,  to  be  baptised— and  where  they  heard,  this 
morning,  a  sermon  preached  by  the  very  minister  who  offi- 
ciated on  thai  other  occasion  1  "Sow  will  you  be  particu- 
larly enconraged  by  this  successful  instance  to  bring  tor- 
ward  any  other  point  of  disunion  between  ns  that  may 
occur  to  yon?  Please  do  not — for  so  sure  as  yon  b^n 
proring  that  there  is  a  golf  fixed  between  us,  so  sure  shall 
I  end  proTing  thai  ,  .  Anne  Badcliffe  avert  it  I  .  .  that  yon 
are  just  my  sister:  not  that  I  am  much  frightened,  but 
there  are  such  surprises  in  novels ! — Blame  the  next, — yes, 
now  this  is  to  be  real  blame ! — And  I  meant  to  call  your 
attention  to  it  before.  Why,  why,  do  yon  blot  out,  in  tiiat 
nnntterably  provoking  manner,  whole  lines,  not  to  say 
words,  in  your  letters—  (and  in  the  criticism  on  the '  Duch- 
ess ') — if  it  is  a  tact  thai  you  have  a  second  thought,  does 
it  cease  to  be  as  genuine  a  fact,  that  first  thought  yon 
please  to  efface?  Why  give  a  thing  and  take  a  thing?  Is 
there  no  significance  in  patting  on  record  that  your  first 
imprwaion  was  to  a  certain  effect  and  your  next  (o  a  certain 
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othw,  perhaps  completely  opposite  one?  If  any  prooeed- 
bag  of  yonia  oonld  go  near  to  deserve  that  harsh  vord 
*  impertinent '  which  yon  have  twice,  in  speech  and  writiiig, 
been  pleased  to  apply  to  yonr  obeervations  on  me;  cer- 
tainly this  does  go  as  near  as  can  be — as  there  is  bnt  one 
step  to  take  from  Soathampton  pier  to  Kew  York  quay, 
for  travellers  Westward.  Now  will  yoa  lay  this  to  heart 
and  perpend — lest  in  my  righteons  indignation  I  [s<Hne 
words  effaced  here]  1  For  my  own  health — it  improves, 
thank  yoa  I  And  I  shall  go  abroad  all  in  good  time,  never 
fear.  For  my  'Bells,'  Mr.  Chorley  tells  me  there  is  no 
ose  in  the  world  of  printii^  them  before  November  at  earli- 
est—and  by  tiiat  time  I  shall  get  done  with  these  Bomanoea 
and  certainly  one  Tragedy  (that  could  go  to  press  next 
week)— in  proof  of  which  I  will  bring  you,  if  yon  let  me, 
a  few  more  hnndreda  of  lines  next  Wednesday.  Bnt,  '  my 
poet,'  if  I  wonld,  as  is  tme,  sacrifice  all  my  works  to  do 
yonr  fingers,  even,  good — what  would  I  not  offer  np  to 
prevent  you  staying  .  .  perhaps  to  correct  my  very  verses 
.  .  perhaps  read  and  answer  my  very  letters  .  .  staying 
the  production  of  more  '  Berthas '  and  '  Caterinas '  and 
'  Geraldines,'  more  great  and  beantdfol  poems  of  which  I 
shall  be — how  prond  1  Do  not  be  punctual  in  paying  tithes 
of  thyme,  mint,  anise  and  cummin,  and  leaving  nnpaid  the 
real  weighty  dues  of  the  Law ;  nor  affect  a  acmpolons  ac- 
knowledgment of  '  what  you  owe  me '  in  petty  manners, 
while  yoQ  leave  me  to  settle  such  a  charge,  as  accessory  to 
the  hiding  the  Talent,  as  best  I  can  I  I  have  thought  of  this 
again  and  again,  and  would  have  spoken  of  it  to  you,  had 
I  ever  felt  mys^  fit  to  speak  of  any  subject  nearer  honte 
and  me  and  you  than  Bome  and  Cardinal  Acton.  For,  ob- 
serve, you  have  not  done  .  .  yes,  the  '  Prometheus, '  no 
doubt  .  .  but  with  that  exception  have  yon  written  mnoh 
lately,  as  much  as  last  yeax  when  '  you  wrote  all  yonr  beat 
things  *  you  sfud,  I  think?  Tet  you  are  better  now  than 
then.  Dearest  friend,  /  intend  to  write  more,  and  very 
likely  be  praised  more,  now  I  care  less  than  ever  for  it,  bnt 
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still  more  do  I  look  to  hare  7011  ever  before 'me,  in  yoor 
place,  and  vitii  mote  poetr7  and  more  praise  atill,  and  my 
own  heartfelt  praiae  ever  on  the  top,  like  a  dower  on  the 
water.  I  hare  said  nothing  of  yesterday's  storm  .  ,  thun- 
der .  .  may  yon  not  have  been  oot  in  it  I  The  evening 
draws  in,  and  I  will  walk  ont.  May  God  bless  yon,  and 
let  yoa  hold  me  by  the  hand  till  tiie  end — Yes,  dearest 
fnend! 

KB. 

K  B.  B.  to  S.  B. 

[PoBt-muk,  Augast  B,  1845.] 
Jnst  to  show  what  may  be  lost  by  my  crossings  out,  I 
will  tell  yon  the  story  of  the  one  in  the  '  Dnchess ' — and 
in  fact  it  is  almost  worth  telling  to  a  metaphysician  like 
yoo,  on  other  gronnds,  that  yoa  may  draw  perhaps  some 
isychological  good  from  the  absordity  of  it.  Hear,  then. 
When  I  had  done  writing  the  sheet  of  annotations  and  re- 
flections on  yonr  poem  I  took  np  my  pencil  to  correct  the 
psssi^es  reflected  on  with  the  zeflections,  by  the  -crosses 
yoa  may  observe,  joat  glancing  over  the  writing  as  I  did 
BO.  Well  1  and,  where  that  einsnre  is,  I  fonnd  a  line  pur- 
porting to  be  exttaeted  from  yoor  '  Dnchess, '  with  sundry 
Bcnte  criticisms  and  objections  qnite  undeniably  strong, 
following  after  it;  only,  to  my  amazement,  as  I  looked  and 
lotted,  the  line  so  acutely  objected  to  and  purporting,  as 
I  Bay,  to  be  taken  from  the  '  Dnchess, '  was  by  no  means 
to  be  found  in  the 'Dnchess,'  .  .  nor  anything  like  it,  .  . 
ftnd  I  am  certain  indeed  that,  in  the  '  Duchess '  or  ont  of 
it,  yon  never  wrote  such  a  bad  line  in  yonr  life.  And 
BO  it  became  a  proved  tiung  to  me  that  I  had  been  enact- 
ing, in  a  mystCTy,  both  poet  and  critic  together — and  one 
so  neutralizing  the  other,  that  I  took  all  that  pains  yon  re- 
mark upon  to  cross  myself  out  in  my  double  capacity,  .  . 
and  am  now  telling  the  story  of  it  notwithstanding.  And 
there's  an  obvioos  moral  to  the  myth,  isn't  there?  for 
critics  who  bark  the  loudest,  commonly  bark  at  their 
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own  shadow  in  the  glaas,  as  my  Flmh  used  to  do  long 
and  lend,  before  he  gained  experience  and  learnt  the  rxvUi 
ataoTov  in  the  apparition  of  the  brown  dog  with  the  glitter- 
ing dilating  eyes,  .  .  and  as  J  did,  onder  the  erasure.  And 
another  moral  springs  up  of  itself  in  this  productive  ground ; 
for,  you  see,  .  .  '  quandje  m'effdce  H  n'y  a  pas  grand  mal.' 

Anil  I  am  to  be  made  to  work  very  hard,  am  I?  Bst 
you  should  remember  that  if  I  did  as  much  writing  as  laet 
Bummer,  I  should  not  be  able  to  do  much  else,  .  .  I  mean, 
to  go  out  and  walk  about  .  .  for  really  I  think  I  could 
man^e  to  read  your  poems  and  write  as  I  am  writing  now, 
with  ever  so  much  head-work  of  my  own  goinK  ^"^  ^t  tbe 
same  time.  Bat  the  bodily  exercise  is  different,  and  I  do 
confess  that  the  novels  of  living  moie  in  the  outer  life  for 
the  last  few  mostlis  than  I  have  done  for  years  before, 
make  me  idle  and  inoUned  to  be  idle — and  everybody  is 
idle  sometimes — even  yoa  perhaps — are  you  not?  Pot 
me,  you  know,  I  do  carpet-work — ask  Mrs.  JameBou — and 
I  never  pretend  to  be  in  a  perpetual  motion  of  mental 
industry.  Still  it  may  not  be  quite  as  bad  as  you  think: 
I  have  done  some  work  since  '  Prometheus ' — only  it  is 
nothing  worth  speaking  of  and  not  a  part  of  the  romance 
poem  which  is  to  be  some  day  if  I  live  for  it — lyrics  for  the 
most  part,  which  lie  written  illegibly  in  pore  Egyptian — 
oh,  there  is  time  enough,  and  too  much  perhaps  I  and  so 
let  me  be  idle  a  little  now,  and  enjoy  your  poems  while  I 
can.  It  is  pure  enjoyment  and  must  be — ^but  yon  do  not 
know  how  much,  or  you  would  not  taJk  as  yon  do  some- 
times .  .  BO  wide  of  any  possible  application. 

And  do  not  talk  again  of  what  yon  would  '  sacrifice '  for 
me.  If  you  affect  me  by  it,  which  is  true,  you  oast  me 
from  you  farther  than  ever  in  the  next  thought.  That  is 
true. 

The  poems  .  .  yours  .  .  which  yon  left  with  me, — are 
full  of  various  power  and  beauty  and  character,  and  yoa 
must  let  me  have  my  own  gladness  from  them  in  my  own 
way. 
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Nov  I  rnnsi  end  this  letter.  Did  yon  go  to  Chelsea 
and  hear  the  divine  philosophy? 

TeU  me  the  truth  aboaya  .  .  will  yon?  I  mean  aoch 
troths  as  may  be  painful  to  me  though  traths  .  . 

May  God  bless  yon,  ever  dear  friend. 
E.  B.  B. 

RB.toE.  B.  S. 

Friday  Afternoon. 
[Fost-maik,  August  8,  1846.] 

Then  there  is  one  more  thing  'off  my  mind ' :  I  thonght 
it  might  be  vith  yon  as  with  nte — not  remembering  hov 
different  are  the  causes  that  operate  against  ns ;  different 
in  kind  as  in  degree: — eo  mnch  reading  hurts  me,  for 
instance, — whether  the  reading  be  light  or  heavy,  fiction 
or  fact,  and  «o  mach  writing,  whether  my  own,  such  as  yon 
have  seen,  or  the  merest  compliment-returning  to  the  weary 
tribe  that  exact  it  of  one.  Bnt  yonr  health— that  before 
alll  .  .  as  assoring  all  eventoally  .  .  and  on  the  other  ao- 
coonts  yon  most  know  I  Neverj  pray,  "pray,  never  lose  one 
sunny  day  or  propitious  hour  to  '  go  out  or  walk  abont.' 
Bat  do  not  snrprise  jne,  one  of  these  mornings,  by  '  walk- 
ing '  up  to  me  when  I  am  introdoced  .  .  or  I  shall  infal- 
libly, in  spite  of  all  the  after  repentance  and  begging  par^ 
don — I  shall  [words  effaced].  So  here  yon  leam  the  first 
'  painful  tmtb '  I  have  it  in  my  power  to  tell  yon ! 

I  sent  yon  the  last  of  onr  poor  roses  this  morning — con- 
sidering tiiat  I  fairly  owed  tliat  kindness  to  them. 

Yes,  I  went  to  Chelsea  and  fonnd  dear  Carlyle  alone — 
his  wife  is  in  the  conntry  where  he  will  join  her  as  soon  as 
his  book's  last  sheet  returns  corrected  and  fit  for  press — 
which  will  be  at  the  month's  end  abont.  He  was  ^  kind- 
ness and  talked  like  his  own  self  while  he  made  me  tea — 
and,  afterward,  tvonght  chairs  into  the  little  yard,  rather 
than  garden,  and  smoked  his  pipe  with  apparent  relish; 
at  night  he  would  walk  as  far  as  Yaoxhall  Bridge  on  my 
way  home. 
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If  I  used  the  word  '  sacrifice,'  70a  do  well  to  object — 
I  can  imagme  nothing  ever  to  be  done  by  me  worthy  snob 
a  name. 

Qod  bless  yoa,  deareet  friend — ehall  I  hear  from  yoo 
before  Tuesday? 

Ever  your  own 
B.  B. 

E.  B.  B.  to  S.  B. 

Frldfty. 
[PoM-nuu'k,  Aogiut  8,  184B.] 

It  is  very  kind  to  send  theee  flowers — too  kind— why 
are  they  sent?  and  withont  one  single  word  .  .  which  is 
not  too  kind  certainly.  I  looked  down  into  the  heart 
of  the  roses  and  tamed  the  carnations  over  and  over  to 
the  peril  ci  their  leaves,  and  in  vain  I  Not  a  word  do 
I  deserve  to^iay,  I  snpposel  And  yet  if  I  don't,  I  don't 
deserve  the  flowers  either.  There  should  have  been  an 
equal  jostice  done  to  my  demerits,  O  Zeos  with  the 
scales! 

After  (dl  I  do  thank  yon  for  these  flowers — and  they  are 
beaatifnl — and  they  o&me  just  in  a  right  corrent  of  time, 
jost  when  I  wanted  them,  or  something  like  them — so  I  con- 
fess that  humbly,  and  do  thank  yon,  at  last,  rather  as  I 
onght  to  do.  Only  yon  ought  not  to  give  away  all  the 
flowers  of  yonr  garden  to  ni« ;  and  your  sister  thinks  so, 
be  sure — if  as  silently  as  yon  sent  them.  Now  I  shall  not 
write  any  more,  not  having  been  written  to.  What  with 
the  Wednesday's  flowers  and  these,  you  may  think  bow  I 
in  this  room,  look  down  on  the  gardens  of  Pamasons,  let 
your  Jew '  say  what  he  pleases  of  them — and  the  Wednes- 
day's  flowers  are  as  fresh  and  beaatifnl,  I  most  explain,  as 
the  new  ones.  They  were  quite  supererogatory  .  .  the  new 
ones  .  .  in  the  sense  of  being  flowers.  Now,  the  sense  of 
'  ['  R.  Benjamin  of  Tudela '  Mided  Id  Robert  Brownfag'a  hand- 
writing.] 
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wltai  I  am  vritiiig  seems  guestionsble,  does  it  not? — at 
least,  more  so,  than  the  nonsense  of  it. 

Not  a  word,  even  under  the  little  blue  flowers ! ! ! — 

E.  B.  B. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

8vuid>7  AftemooD. 
[Poet-mark,  Angust  11,  184S.] 

How  good  7on  are  to  the  smallest  thing  I  try  and  do — 
(to  show  I  would  please  yon  for  an  instant  if  I  conld,  rather 
than  from  any  hope  snch  poor  efforts  as  I  am  restricted  to, 
can  please  yon  or  onght.)  And  that  yon  shoald  care  for 
the  note  that  was  not  there ! — But  I  was  surprised  by  the 
snmmons  to  seal  and  deliver,  since  time  and  the  carrier 
were  peremptory — and  so,  I  dared  divine,  almost,  I  should 
hear  from  you  by  our  mid-day  post — which  happened — 
and  the  answer  to  that,  you  received  on  Friday  night,  did 
yoD  not?  I  had  to  go  to  Holbom,  of  all  places, — not  to 
pluck  strawberries  in  the  Bishop's  Garden  like  Biohard 
Cronohback,  bat  to  gel  a  book — and  there  I  carried  my 
note,  thinking  to  expedite  its  delivery:  this  notelet  of 
yours,  quite  as  little  in  its  kind  as  my  blue  flowers, — this 
flame  last  evening — and  here  are  my  thanka,  dear  E.  B.  B. 
^-dear  friend. 

In  the  former  note  there  is  a  phraae  I  must  not  forget 
to  call  on  you  to  account  for — that  where  it  confesses  to 
having  done  '  some  work — only  nothing  wortti  speaking  of. ' 
Just  see, — will  yon  be  first  and  only  compact-breaker? 
Nor  misunderstand  me  here,  please,  .  .  as  I  said,  I  am 
quite  Tejoiced  that  yon  go  out  now,  '  walk  about '  now, 
and  pnt  off  the  writing  that  will  follow  thrice  as  abnn* 
dantly,  all  becaose  of  the  stopping  to  gather  strengtli  .  . 
80  I  want  no  new  word,  not  to  say  poem,  not  to  say  the 
romance-poem — let  the  '  finches  in  the  shrubberies  grow 
restless  in  the  dark ' — /  am  inside  with  the  lights  and 
music :  but  what  is  done,  is  done,  paa  vrai  ?  And  '  worth ' 
is.  dear  my  friend,  pardon  me,  not  in  your  arbitration  quite. 
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Let  me  tell  yon  an  odd  thing  that  happened  at  Chor- 
ley's  the  other  night.  I  most  hare  mentioned  to  70a  that 
I  forget  my  own  verses  so  sorely  after  they  are  onoe  on 
paper,  that  I  ooght,  without  affectatioa,  to  mend  them  in- 
finitely better,  able  aa  I  am  to  bring  fresh  eyes  to  bear  00 
them — (when  I  say  '  once  on  paper'  that  is  just  what  I 
mean  and  no  more,  for  after  the  sad  revising  b^i^ins  they 
do  leave  their  mark,  distinctly  or  less  so  according  to  cir- 
otunstanoes).  Well,  Miss  Coshman,  the  new  American 
actress  (clever  and  truthfnl-lookiug)  was  talking  of  a  new 
novel  by  the  Dane  Andersen,  he  of  the  'Improvisatoie,* 
which  wUl  reach  us,  it  should  seem,  in  translation,  vid 
America — she  had  looked  over  two  or  three  proofe  of  the 
work  in  the  press,  and  Chorley  was  anxious  to  know  some- 
thing abont  its  character.  The  title,  aha  said,  vaa  capital 
— '  Only  a  Fiddler  I ' — and  she  enlarged  on  that  word, 
'Only,'  and  its  significance,  so  put:  and  I  quite  agreed 
with  her  for  several  minutes,  till  first  one  reminiscenoe 
flitted  to  me,  then  another  and  at  last  I  was  obliged  to  stop 
my  praises  and  say  '  but,  now  I  think  of  it,  I  seem  to  have 
written  something  with  a  similar  title — nay,  a  play,  I  b^ 
lieve — yea,  and  in  five  acts — '  Only  an  Actress ' — ^and  from 
that  time,  some  two  years  or  more  ago  to  this,  I  have  been 
every  way  relieved  of  it '  I — And  when  I  got  home,  next 
morning,  I  made  a  dark  iKxsket  in  my  russet  horror  of  a 
portfolio  give  np  its  dead,  and  there  fronted  me  '  Only  a 
Player-girl '  (the  real  title)  and  the  sayings  and  doings  of 
her,  and  the  others — such  others  I  So  I  made  baste  and 
just  tore  ont  one  sample-page,  being  Scene  the  First,  and 
sent  it  to  our  friend  as  earnest  and  proof  I  had  not  been 
purely  dreaming,  as  might  seem  to  be  the  case.  And  what 
m^es  me  recall  it  now  is,  that  it  was  Bussian,  and  abont 
a  fair  on  the  Neva,  and  booths  and  dioshkies  and  fish-pies 
and  so  forth,  with  the  Palaces  in  the  back  ground.  And 
in  Ohorley'a  AtkemEum  of  yesterday  yon  may  read  a  paper 
of  very  simple  moony  stuff  abont  the  death  of  Alexander, 
and  tiiat  Sir  James  Wylie  I  have  seen  at  St.  Petersburg 
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(vhere  lie  chose  to  nustake  me  for  an  Italian — 'M.  I'ltalien' 
he  said  another  time,  looking  np  from  his  cards)  .  .  So  I 
£hiiik  to  tell  ;on. 

Now  I  may  leave  off — I  shall  see  yon  start,  on  Tues- 
day— hear  perhaps  something  definite  abont  yonr  travel- 

Do  yon  tnow,  '  Consnelo '  wearies  me — oh,  wearies^ 
and  the  fourth  volome  I  have  all  but  stopped  at — there  lie 
the  three  following,  bnt  who  cares  abont  Consnelo  after 
that  horrible  evening  with  the  Yenetian  scamp,  (where  he 
bnllies  her,  and  it  does  answer,  after  all  she  says)  as  we  say  ? 
And  Albert  wearies  too — it  seems  all  false,  all  writing — 
not  the  first  part,  though.  And  what  easy  work  these  nov- 
elists have  of  it  1  a  Dramatic  poet  has  to  make  yon  love  or 
admire  his  men  and  women, — tiiey  most  do  and  say  all  that 
yoa  are  to  see  and  hear — really  do  it  in  yonr  face,  say  it 
in  yoor  ears,  and  it  is  whoUy  for  you,  in  your  power,  to 
name,  characterize  and  so  praise  or  blame,  what  is  so  said 
and  done  .  .  if  yoa  don't  prarceive  of  yourself,  there  is 
BO  standing  by,  for  the  Author,  and  telling  yon.  Bnt 
with  these  novelists,  a  scrape  of  the  pen — ont  blarting  of  a 
phrase,  and  the  miracle  is  achieved — '  Cousaelo  possessed 
to  perfection  this  and  the  other  gift ' — what  wonld  yon 
more?  Or,  to  leave  dear  George  Sand,  pray  think  of  Bnl- 
wer's  beginning  a  '  character '  by  informing  yon  that  lone, 
or  somebody  in  'Pompeii,'  'was  endowed  vrith  perfect 
genios ' — '  genins '  I  What  though  the  obliging  informer 
might  write  his  fingers  off  before  he  gave  the  pitifoUest 
proof  that  the  poorest  spark  of  that  same,  that  genins,  had 
ever  visited  him  ?  lone  has  it  '  perfectly ' — perfectly — and 
that  is  enonghl  Zena  with  the  scales?  with  the  false 
weights! 

And  now — till  Tnesday  good  bye,  and  be  wUling  to  get 
well  as  Qetting  me  send  porter  instead  of  flowers — and 
beefsteaks  tool)  soon  as  may  be!  and  may  God  bless  yott, 
ever  dear  friend. 

B.B. 
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E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

[Pott-niark.  AuguBt  11, 184B.] 

But  if  it '  hnrta '  yoa  to  read  and  write  ever  bo  little, 
vh;  shonld  I  be  asked  to  write  .  .  for  inatance  .  .  '  be- 
fore Tuesday? '  And  I  did  mean  to  say  before  to-day,  that 
I  Tiflb  yon  never  would  write  to  me  wben  yon  are  not  quite 
wen,  as  once  or  twice  yon  have  done  if  not  mnch  oftener; 
because  there  is  not  a  necessity,  .  .  and  I  do  not  choose 
that  there  should  ever  be,  or  aeera  a  necessity,  .  .  do  yon 
understand?  And  as  a  matter  of  personal  preference,  it  is 
natnral  for  me  to  Kke  the  silence  that  does  not  hurt  yon^ 
better  than  the  speech  that  does.    And  so,  remember. 

And  talking  of  what  may  '  hurt '  yon  and  me,  yon  wonld 
smile,  as  I  have  often  done  in  the  midst  of  my  vexation,  if 
you  knew  the  persecutiDn  I  have  been  subjected  to  by  the 
people  who  call  themselves  (lucua  a  non  hxxndo)  '  the  £ao- 
olty,'  and  set  themselves  against  the  exercise  of  other  peo- 
ple's faculties,  as  a  sure  way  to  death  and  deetrootioiL 
The  modesty  and  simplicity  with  which  one's  physidans 
teU  one  not  to  think  or  feel,  just  as  they  wonld  teU  one  not 
to  walk  oat  in  the  dew,  would  be  quite  amusing,  if  it  were 
not  too  tryingly  stupid  sometimes.  I  had  a  doctor  onoe 
who  thought  he  had  done  everything  because  he  bad  car- 
ried the  inkstand  out  of  the  room — '  now,'  he  said,  '  yon 
will  have  such  a  pulse  to-morrow. '  He  gravely  tiionght 
poetry  a  sort  of  disease — a  sort  of  fungus  of  the  brain — 
and  held  as  a  serious  opinion,  that  nobody  could  be  prop- 
erly well  who  exercised  it  as  an  art — which  was  tme  (he 
maintained)  even  of  men — he  had  studied  the  physiology 
of  poets,  '  quotha ' — ^but  that  for  women,  it  was  a  mortal 
malady  and  incompatible  with  any  common  show  of  health 
under  any  circumstances.  And  then  came  the  damnatory 
clause  in  his  experience  .  .  that  he  had  never  known 
'  a  system '  approaching  mine  in  '  excitability '  .  ,  except 
MissGarrow's  .  .  a  yoong  lady  who  wrote  rersee  for  Lady 
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Blessiugton's  annaftlfl  .  .  and  vho  was  the  only  other  fe- 
male rhjmer  he  had  had  the  misfortime  of  attending.  And 
she  was  to  die  in  two  jears,  though  ehe  was  dancing  qnad- 
rilles  then  (and  has  lived  to  do  the  same  by  the  polka),  and 
1,  of  conrse,  mnch  sooner,  if  I  did  not  ponder  these  things, 
and  amend  my  ways,  and  take  to  reading  '  a  course  of  his- 
tory '  1 1  Indeed  I  do  not  exaggerate.  And  jost  so,  for  a 
long  while  I  was  petsecated  and  pestered  .  .  vexed  thor- 
oaghly  sometimes  .  .  mj  own  family,  instmcted  to  sing 
the  bnrden  oat  all  day  loi^ — nntil  the  time  when  the  sub- 
ject was  soddenly  chained  by  my  heart  b^g  broken  by 
that  great  stone  that  fell  ont  of  Heaven.  Afterwards  I  was 
let  do  anything  I  conld  best  .  .  which  was  very  little,  until 
last  year — and  the  working,  last  year,  did  mnch  for  me  in 
giving  me  stronger  roots  down  into  life,  .  .  much.  Bat 
think  of  that  abaard  reasoning  that  weot  before! — ^the 
niaiserie  of  it  t  For,  granting  all  the  premises  all  roand, 
it  is  not  the  utterance  of  a  thought  that  can  hart  anybody ; 
while  only  the  atterance  is  dependent  on  the  will;  and  so, 
what  can  tfae.taking  away  of  an  inkstand  do?  Those  phy- 
sidans  are  saoh  metaphysicians  t  It's  corioos  to  listen  to 
them.  And  it's  wise  to  leave  off  listening:  thoagh  I  have 
met  with  excesBive  kindness  among  them,  .  .  and  do  not 
refer  to  Dr.  Chambers  in  any  of  this,  of  conrse. 

I  am  very  glad  yon  went  to  Chelsea — and  it  seemed 
finer  afterwards,  on  porpose  to  make  room  for  the  divine 
philosophy.  Which  reminds  me  (the  going  to  Chelsea) 
that  my  brother  Henry  confessed  to  me  yesterday,  with 
Bhame  and  confnsion  of  face,  to  having  mistaken  and  taken 
yonr  nmbrella  for  another  belooging  to  a  consin  of  oois 
tiien  in  the  hoose.  He  saw  yon  .  .  without  conjectnring, 
infit  at  the  moment,  who  yon  were.  Do  you  conjectnre 
Bometimee  that  I  live  aU  alone  here  like  Mariana  in  the 
nKMted  Grange?  It  is  not  qaite  so — :  bat  where  there  are 
many,  as  with  ns,  every  one  is  apt  to  follow  his  own  de- 
vioee — and  my  father  is  ont  all  day  and  my  brothers  and 
nsters  ate  in  and  out,  and  with  too  large  a  public  of  noisy 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


158  THE  LETTERS  OF  ROBERT  BROWNDf  G  [Axjaoer  11 

friends  for  me  to  bear,  .  .  and  I  see  them  oulj  at  obtain 
hours,  .  .  except,  of  course,  m^  Biaters.  And  then  as  7cm 
have '  a  reputation '  and  are  opined  to  talk  generally  in  blank 
verse,  it  is  not  likely  that  there  should  be  much  irreverent 
rushing  into  this  room  when  yea  are  known  to  be  in  it. 

The  floTers  are ...  so  beantifnl  1  Indeed  it  was 
Trong,  though,  to  send  me  the  last.  It  was  not  just  to 
the  lavfal  possessors  and  enjoyers  of  them.  That  it  was 
kind  to  me  I  do  not  forget. 

Toa  are  too  teachable  a  pupil  in  the  art  of  obliteratiDg 
—and  cmTie  ignotum  pro  terr^ico  .  .  and  therefore  I  wont 
frighten  you  by  walking  to  meet  you  for  fear  of  being 
frightened  myself. 

So  goodbye  until  Tuesday.  I  ought  not  to  make  yon 
read  all  this,  I  know,  whethw  you  like  to  read  it  or  not: 
and  I  ought  not  to  have  written  it,  having  no  better  reason 
than  because  I  like  to  write  on  and  on.  You  have  better 
reasons  for  thinking  me  very  weak — and  I,  too  good  ones 
for  not  being  able  to  reproach  you  for  that  natural  and 
necessary  opinion. 

May  God  bless  you  my  dearest  friend. 
E.  B.  B. 


R.B.toE.  B,  B. 

Tuesday  Evening. 
[Fost-maik,  AugnatlS,  ISM.] 

What  can  I  say,  or  hope  to  say  to  you  when  I  see  what 
you  do  lor  me? 

Tim — for  myself,  (nothing  for  ymi  f) — this,  that  I  think 
the  great,  great  good  I  get  by  your  kindness  strikes  me 
less  than  that  kindness. 

All  is  right,  too — 

Come,  I  WILL'  have  my  fault-finding  at  last  I  So  you 
can  deoypher  my  utterest  hieroglyphic?  Now  droop  the 
eyes  while  I  triumph:  the  plains  cower,  cower  beneath 
the  mountains  their  masters— and  the  Priests  stomp  over 
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the  day  ridgee,  (a  palpable  plagiarism  from  two  lines  of 
a  legend  that  delighted  my  infancy,  and  now  instract 
my  matnier  years  in  i>tetty  searly  all  they  boast  of  the 
semi-mythologio  era  referred  to — '  In  London  town,  when 
reigned  King  Lad,  His  lords  went  stomping  thro'  the 
mad ' — would  all  historic  records  were  half  as  pictoreeqne  I) 
Bat  yon  know,  yea,  you  tnow  yon  are  too  indnlgent  by 
far— and  treat  these  ronghnMsee  as  if  they  were  advanced 
to  many  &  stage  1    Meantime  the  pure  gain  is  mine,  and 
better,  the  kind  generons  spirit  is  mine,  (mine  to  profit 
by) — and  best— beat— beet,  the  dearest  friend  is  mine. 
So  be  bappy 
RB. 

K  B.  B,  to  B.  B. 

[Post-mark,  Augiut  18,  IMS.] 
Tes,  I  admit  that  it  was  stupid  to  read  that  word  so 
wrong.  I  thoDght  there  was  a  mistake  somewhere,  bat 
that  it  was  your'e,  who  had  written  one  word,  meaning  to 
write  another.  '  Cower '  paia  it  all  right  of  coarse.  Bnt 
is  there  an  Unglish  word  of  a  significance  different  from 
'  stamp,'  in  '  stomp?  '  Does  not  the  old  word  King  Lnd's 
men  stomped  withal,  claim  identity  with  onr  '  stamping.' 
The  a  and  o  need  to  '  change  about, '  you  know,  in  the  old 
English  writers — see  Chancer  for  it.  Still  the  '  stomp ' 
with  the  peculiar  significance,  is  better  of  course  than  the 
'  stamp '  even  with  a  rhyme  ready  for  it,  and  I  dare  say 
you  are  justified  in  daring  to  pnt  this  old  wine  into  the 
new  bottle;  and  we  will  drink  to  the  health  of  the  poem 
in  it.  It  tg  '  Italy  in  England  '—isn't  it?  Bat  I  under- 
stand and  understood  perfectly,  throogh  it  all,  that  it  is 
unfiniahed,  and  in  a  rough  state  round  the  edges.  I  could 
not  help  seeing  (hat,  even  if  I  were  still  blinder  than  when 
I  read  '  Lower '  for  '  Cower.' 

But  do  not,  I  ask  of  you,  speak  of  my  '  kindness '  .  . 
my  kindnesa  I — mine  t    It  is  '  wasteful  and  ridicnloos  ex- 
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0688  *  and  mia-application  to  use  snoh  words  of  me.  And 
therefore,  talking  of  '  compacts '  and  the  '  fas '  and  *  nefas ' 
of  them,  I  entreat  yoa  to  know  for  the  fntnre  that  vhaterer 
I  write  of  your  poetry,  if  it  isn't  to  be  called  '  import- 
oesce,'  isn't  to  be  called  '  kindnesB,'  any  more,  .  .  a  for- 
tiori, aa  people  say  when  they  are  snre  of  ait  argument 
Now,  will  yoQ  try  to  andersiand? 

And  talkiDg  atill  of  compacts,  how  and  where  did  I  break 
any  compact?  I  do  not  see. 

It  was  very  carious,  the  phenomraon  aboni  yonr  '  Only 
a  Flayer-Girt. '  What  an  nn-godlike  indifference  to  your 
creatores  though— your  worlds,  breathed  away  from  yon 
like  soap  babbles,  and  dropping  and  breaking  into  msset 
portfolios  onobserred  \  Only  a  god  for  the  Epicorean,  ai 
best,  can  yoa  be?  That  Miss  Ciishman  went  to  Three 
Mile  Cross  the  other  day,  and  visited  Miss  Mitford,  and 
pleased  her  a  good  deal,  I  fancied  from  what  she  said,  .  . 
and  with  reason,  from  what  jrou  say.  And  '  Only  a  Fid- 
dler,'  as  I  forgot  to  tell  yoa  yesterday,  is  annoanced,  yon 
may  see  in  any  newspaper,  aa  about  to  issne  from  the  Eng- 
tish  press  by  Mary  Howitt's  editorship.  So  we  need  not 
go  to  America  for  it.  Bat  if  yoa  complain  of  Geoi^  Sosd 
for  want  of  art,  how  oonld  yoa  bear  Andersen,  who  can  see 
a  thing  under  his  eyes  and  place  it  under  yoors,  and  take 
a  thought  separately  into  his  soul  and  express  it  insnlarly, 
bat  has  no  sort  of  instinct  towards  wholeness  and  nni^; 
and  writes  a  book  by  patting  ao  many  pages  together,  .  . 
just  80 !— For  the  rest,  there  can  be  no  disagreeing  with 
you  about  the  comparative  difficalty  of  novel-writing  and 
drama-writing.  I  disagree  a  little,  lower  down  in  yonr 
letter,  beoaaae  I  coald  not  deny  (in  my  own  convictiona) 
a  certain  proportion  of  geniaa  to  the  author  of  '  Ernest 
Maltravers, '  and  '  Alice '  (did  yoa  ever  read  those  books?), 
even  if  he  had  more  impotently  tried  (sapposing  it  to  be 
possible)  for  the  dramatio  laarel.  In  fact  his  poetry,  dra- 
matio  or  otherwise,  is  '  nought ' ;  bat  for  the  prose  ro- 
mances, and  for  '  Emeet  Maltravers '  above  all,  I  most  lift 
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op  my  Toioe  &nd  cry.    And  I  read  the  Atherueum  aboDt 
yota  Six  James  Wylie  vrho  took  you  for  aa  Italian  .  . 
Pol  Ti  diT&  Blgnor,  cbe  ne  f  u  causa 
Cb'  ftTlo  fstto  al  MrlTer  debtta  paasa. ' — 

Ever ;oQr 

E.  B.  B. 

B.B.ioE.  B.  B. 

Friday  Ucmliig. 
[Poat-mark,  August  15, 1846.] 

Do  yoD  IcnoT,  dear  Mend,  it  ia  no  good  policy  to  eiop 
np  all  the  vents  of  my  feeling,  nor  leave  one  for  safety's 
Bake,  as  yon  will  do,  let  me  caution  yon  never  bo  repeated- 
ly. I  know,  quite  well  enough,  that  your  '  kindness '  is 
not  »o  apparent,  even,  in  this  instance  of  correctii^  my 
verses,  as  in  many  other  points— bnt  on  such  points,  yon 
lift  a  fii^r  to  me  and  I  am  domb.  .  .  Am  I  not  to  be 
allowed  a  word  here  neither? 

I  remember,  in  the  first  season  of  German  Opera  here, 
when  '  Udelio'a '  effects  were  going,  going  np  to  the  gal- 
lery in  order  to  get  the  best  of  the  last  chorus — get  its 
oneness  which  yon  do — and,  while  perched  there  an  inch 
under  the  ceiling,  I  was  amused  with  the  enormous  entha- 
Biasm  of  an  elderly  German  (we  thonght, — I  and  a  cousin 
of  mine) — whose  whole  body  broke  oat  in  billow,  heaved 
and  swayed  in  the  perfection  of  his  delight,  hands,  head, 
feet,  all  tossing  and  striving  to  ntter  what  possessed  him. 
Well— next  week,  we  went  again  to  the  Opera,  and  again 
moonted  at  the  proper  time,  bnt  the  crowd  was  greater,  and 
onr  mild  great  faced  white  haired  red  cheeked  German 
was  not  to  be  seen,  not  at  first — for  as  the  glory  was  at  its 
fall,  my  oonsin  twisted  me  round  and  made  me  see  an  arm, 
only  an  arm,  all  the  body  of  its  owner  being  amalgamated 
with  a  dense  crowd  on  each  side,  before,  and — not  behind, 
beoanse  they,  the  crowd,  occupied  the  last  benches,  over 
which  we  looked — and  this  arm  waved  and  exalted  aa  if  '  for 
the  dignity  of  the  whole  body, ' — relieved  it  of  its  dangerous 
Vou  I.— 11 
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aocnjnalation  of  represBed  excitability.  When  the  crowd 
broke  up  all  the  rest  of  the  m&n  disengaged  itself  by  Aow 
eudeBTOon),  and  there  stood  onr  friend  confessed — as  ire 
were  snre  I 

— Now,  70a  voald  have  bade  him  keep  his  arm  qoiet? 
'  Lady  Oeraldine,  you  would! ' 

I  have  read  those  novels — bnt  I  most  keep  that  vord  ot 
words,  'genius ' — for  Bomething  different — '  talent '  will  do 
here  sarely. 

There  lies  '  Oonsuelo ' — done  with  I 

I  shall  tell  yon  frankly  that  it  strikes  me  as  preoisel; 
what  in  conventional  language  with  the  onBtomary  silliness 
is  styled  a  woman'g  book,  in  its  meritEi  and  defects, — and 
supremely  timid  in  all  the  points  where  one  wants,  end 
has  a  right  to  exi>ect,  some  /hiit  of  all  the  pretence  and 
George  Sandtsm.  These  are  oooaBions  when  one  does  say, 
in  the  phrase  of  her  school,  '  que  la  Femme  parle  I '  or 
what  is  better,  let  her  act  [  and  how  does  Consnelo  txmif  ort 
herself  on  soch  an  emergency?  Why,  she  bravely  lets  tbe 
uninspired  people  throw  down  one  by  one  their  dearest 
preindioee  at  her  feet,  and  then,  like  a  very  actress,  picks 
them  up,  like  so  many  flowers,  returning  them  to  tiie  breast 
of  the  owners  with  a  smile  and  a  coortesy  and  trips  off  the 
stage  with  a  glance  at  the  Fit.  Count  Christian,  Baron 
Frederio,  Baroness — what  is  her  name — all  open  their 
arms,  and  Consnelo  will  not  consent  to  entail  disgrace  &e. 
&o.  No,  yon  say — she  leaves  them  in  order  to  solve  the 
problem  of  her  tme  feeling,  whether  she  can  really  love 
Albert;  but  remember  that  this  is  done,  (that  is,  so  much 
of  it  as  ever  is  done,  and  as  determines  her  to  accept  his 
hand  at  the  very  last) — this  is  solved  sometime  about  the 
next  morning — or  earlier — I  forget — and  in  the  meantime, 
Albert  gets  thai  '  benefit  of  the  doubt '  of  which  chapter 
the  last  informs  you.  As  tor  the  hesitation  and  self- 
examination  on  the  matter  of  that  Anzoleto — the  writer  is 
turning  over  the  leaves  of  a  wrong  dictionary,  seeking  help 
from  Psychology,  and  pretending  to  foi^et  there  is  such  a 
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ttii'Tig  aa  Physiology.  Then,  tliat  horrible  Porporal — if 
Qeorge  Sand  gives  Mm  to  a  Oonsnelo  for  an  sbBolnte  mas- 
ter, in  consideration  of  hia  services  specified,  and  is  of 
opinion  that  they  warrant  his  conduct,  or  at  least,  oblige 
snbaussion  to  it, — then,  I  find  her  objections  to  the  father- 
ly role  of  Prederic  perfectly  impertinent — he  having  a  few 
claims  npon  the  gratitade  of  Prussia  also,  in  his  way,  I 
believe !  If  the  strong  ones  wiU  make  the  weak  ones  lead 
them — then,  for  Heaven's  sake,  let  this  dear  old  all-abosed 
world  keep  on  its  coarse  without  tiiese  outcries  and  tear- 
isgs  of  hair,  and  don't  be  for  ever  goading  the  Karls  and 
other  trodden-down  creatures  till  they  get  their  carbines 
in  order  (very  rationally)  to  abate  the  nuisance — when  yon 
make  the  man  a  long  speech  ^^nst  some  enormity  he  is 
ahout  to  commit,  and  adjure  and  beseech  and  bo  forth,  till 
he  throws  down  the  aforesaid  carbine,  &lls  on  his  knees, 
and  lets  the  Frederic  go  qnietly  on  his  way  to  keep  on  kill- 
ing his  thoasands  after  the  fashion  that  moved  yonr  pre- 
viona  indignation.  Now  is  that  right,  conseqaential — that 
is,  in/erentiai ;  Ic^oally  dednoed,  going  straight  to  the  end 

The  accessories  are  not  the  Principal,  the  adjuncts — the 
essence,  nor  the  ornamental  incidents  the  book's  self,  so 
what  matters  it  if  the  portraits  are  admirable,  the  descrip- 
tions eloquent,  (elogu^it,  there  it  is — that  is  her  charac- 
teristio — what  she  has  to  speak,  she  Bpeaka  out,  speaks 
volubly  forth,  too  well,  inasmuch  aa  yon  say,  advancing  a 
step  or  two,  '  And  now  apeak  aa  completely  here ' — and 
she  aays  nothing) — but  all  that,  another  could  do,  as  others 
have  done — but '  la  femme  qui  parle ' — Ah,  that,  is  this  all? 
So  I  am  not  George  Sand's — she  teaches  me  nothing — I 
look  to  her  for  nothing. 

I  am  ever  yours,  dearest  friend.  How  I  write  to  you — 
page  on  page  I  But  Tuesday — who  could  wait  till  then  1 
StaH  I  not  hear  from  yon? 

God  bless  you  ever 

B.B. 
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B.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 


[PoBt-mork,  August  16.  184S.] 
Bnt  That  lik^ess  is  there  between  opposites ;  and  vhat 
hsa  '  M.  ritolien '  to  do  with  the  said  '  elderly  Gennaa  ? ' 
See  bow  little  I  For  to  bring  yonr  case  into  point,  some- 
body shoold  have  been  playing  on  a  Jew's  harp  for  the 
whole  of  the  orchestra;  and  the  elderly  Qerman  should 
have  qaoted  something  abont '  Harp  of  Jadah '  to  the  Ye- 
netian  behind  him !  And  there,  yoa  wonld  have  proved 
your  analogy ! — Becanse  yoa  see,  my  dear  friend,  it  was 
not  the  expression,  bat  the  thing  expressed,  I  cried  cut 
against — the  exaggeration  in  yonr  mind.  I  am  sorry  when 
I  write  what  yoa  do  not  like — bat  I  have  instincts  and  im- 
polses  too  strong  for  me  when  yoa  say  things  which  pat 
me  into  snoh  a  miserably  false  position  in  respect  to  yon — 
as  for  instance,  when  in  this  very  last  letter  (oh,  I  rnmt 
tell  yoa !)  yoa  talk  of  my  '  correcting  yoar  verses ' !  My 
correcting  yonr  verses !  1  ! — Now  is  that  a  thing  for  yon  to 
say? — And  do  yoa  really  imagine  that  if  I  kept  that  hap- 
pily imagined  phrase  in  my  thoaghts,  I  shoald  be  able  to 
t^  you  one  word  of  my  impressions  from  yonr  poetry, 
ever,  ever  again?  Do  yon  not  see  at  once  what  a  disqaali- 
fying  and  paralysing  phrase  it  most  be,  of  simple  necessity? 
So  it  is  7  who  have  reason  to  complain,  .  .  it  appears  to 
me,  .  .  and  by  no  means  you — and  in  yoar '  second  consi- 
deration '  yon  become  aware  of  it,  I  do  not  at  all  donbt. 

As  to  '  Consaelo '  I  agree  with  nearly  all  that  yoa  say 
<^  it — thoogh  Oeorge  Sand,  we  are  to  remember,  is  greater 
than  '  Consaelo,'  and  not  to  be  depreciated  according  to 
the  defects  of  that  book,  nor  classiBed  as  '  femme  qui 
parle '  .  .  she  who  is  man  and  woman  together,  .  .  jndg- 
ing  her  by  the  standard  of  even  that  book  in  the  nobler 
portions  of  it.  For  the  inconsegnency  of  mach  in  the 
book,  I  admit  it  of  coarse — and  you  will  admit  that  it  is 
the  rarest  of  phenomena  when  men  .  .  men  of  Ic^o  .  . 
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follow  their  own  opinions  into  their  obriooa  reaolts — no- 
body, yon  know,  erer  thinkB  of  doing  Emch  a  thing :  to  pnr- 
Hoe  one's  own  inferences  is  to  rash  in  where  angels  .  .  per^ 
haps  .  . '  do  not  fear  to  tread,  .  .  bat  where  there  will  not 
be  mach  other  company.  So  the  want  of  practical  logic 
Bhall  be  a  hnman  fault  rather  than  a  womanly  one,  if  yoa 
please:  and  yoa  most  please  also  to  remember  that '  Con- 
Boelo '  is  only  '  half  the  orange ; '  and  that  when  yoa  com- 
plain of  ite  not  being  a  whole  one,  yoa  overlook  tliat  hand 
which  is  holding  to  yoa  the  '  Oomtesse  de  Bndolstadt '  in 
three  volnmes  1  Not  that  J,  who  have  read  the  whole,  pro- 
fesB  a  fall  satisfaction  aboat  Albert  and  the  rest — and  Con- 
goelo  is  made  to  be  happy  by  a  mere  cLap-trap  at  last :  and 
Mme.  Dndevaat  has  her  specialities, — in  which,  other  wom- 
en, I  fancy,  have  neither  part  nor  lot,  .  .  even  here  I — Alto- 
gether, the  book  is  a  sort  of  rambling  '  Odyssey,'  a  female 
'  Odyssey,'  if  yoa  like,  bnt  full  of  beauty  and  nobleness, 
let  the  faults  be  where  they  may.  And  then,  I  like  those 
long,  long  books,  one  can  live  away  into  .  .  leaving  the 
world  and  above  all  oneself,  quite  at  the  end  of  the  avenue 
of  palms — quite  out  of  sight  and  out  of  hearing  I — Oh,  I 
have  felt  something  like  t?uit  so  often — so  often  1  and  i/ou 
never  felt  it,  and  never  will,  I  hope. 

Bnt  if  Bnlwer  had  written  nothing  bat  the  '  Ernest 
Maltravers '  books,  you  woald  think  perhaps  more  highly 
of  him.  Do  yon  not  think  it  possible  now?  It  is  his  most 
impotent  stripling  into  poetry,  which  sets  about  proving 
a  D^ative  of  genius  on  him— that,  which  the  Athen(Bum 
praises  as  '  respectable  attainment  in  various  walks  of  lit- 
eratore' — !  like^e  Athenceum,  isn'tit?  and  worthy  praise, 
to  be  administered  by  professed  judges  of  art?  What  is 
to  be  expected  of  the  public,  when  the  teachers  of  the  pub- 
lic teacb  80  ? — 

When  you  come  on  Tuesday,  do  not  forget  the  MS.  if 
any  is  done — only  don't  let  it  be  done  so  as  to  tire  and 
hrat  you — mind !    And  goodbye  until  Tuesday,  faom 

E.  B.  B. 
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E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Sunday.   ' 
[Post-mark,  August  18,  1B4S.] 

I  am  going  to  propose  to  you  to  give  ap  Tuesday,  and 
to  take  your  choice  of  two  or  three  otiier  days,  say  Friday, 
or  Satnrday,  or  to-morrow  .  .  Monday.  Mr.  Kmiyon  waa 
here  to-day  and  talked  of  leaving  London  on  Friday,  and 
of  visiting  me  a^ain  on  '  Taesday '  .  .  he  said,  .  .  bat 
that  is  an  nscertainty,  and  it  may  be  Tuesday  or  Wednes- 
day or  Thcrsday.  So  I  ihonght  (wrong  or  right)  that  oat 
of  the  three  remaining  days  yon  wonld  not  mind  choosing 
one.  And  if  you  do  choose  the  Monday,  there  will  be  no 
need  to  write — nor  time  indeed — ;  bat  if  the  Friday  or 
Satnrday,  I  shall  hear  from  yon,  perhaps.  Above  all 
things  remember,  my  dear  friend,  that  I  shall  not  expect 
yoa  to-morrow,  except  as  by  a  bare  poaaSnUty.  In  great 
haste,  signed  and  sealed  this  Sunday  evening  by 

E.B.B. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Monday,  7  p.  if. 
[PcMt-mark.  August  19,  1840l] 

I  this  moment  get  your  note — having  been  out  since  the 
early  mormng— and  I  must  write  jnst  to  catoh  the  post. 
Yoa  are  pure  kindness  and  considerateness,  no  thanks  to 
yoa! — (since  you  will  have  it  so — ),  I  choose  Friday, 
then, — bat  I  shall  hear  from  yon  before  Thursday,  I  dare 
hope?  I  have  all  but  passed  your  house  to-day — vrith  an 
Italian  friend,  from  Bome,  whom  I  must  go  about  with  a 
little  on  weariful  sight  seeing,  so  I  shaU  earn  Friday. 
Bless  you 

E.  B. 
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£.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Tuesday. 
[Port-muk,  Augiut  20,  ISiS.] 

I  fancied  it  was  just  to — as  I  did  not  hear  and  did  not 
see  ;oa  on  Monday.  Not  that  yon  were  expected  partioa- 
larl; — bat  that  yon  wonld  have  written  your  own  negative, 
it  appeared  to  me,  by  some  poet  in  the  day,  if  yon  had  re- 
ceived my  note  in  time.  It  happened  well  too,  altc^ether, 
as  yon  have  a  friend  with  yon,  though  Mr.  Kenyon  does 
not  come,  and  will  not  come,  I  dare  say ;  for  he  spoke  like 
a  doubter  at  the  moment;  and  as  this  Tuesday  wears  on, 
I  am  not  likely  to  have  any  visitors  on  it  after  all,  and  may 
as  well,  if  the  rain  qoite  ceases,  go  and  spend  my  solitude 
on  the  park  a  little.  Flnsh  wags  his  tail  at  that  proposi- 
tion when  I  speak  it  loud  ont.  And  I  am  to  write  to  yoa 
before  Friday,  and  so,  am  writing,  yon  see  .  .  which  I 
should  not,  should  not  have  done  if  I  had  not  been  told; 
because  it  is  not  my  turn  to  write,  .  .  did  yon  think  it  was? 

Not  a  word  of  Malta  1  except  from  Mr.  Kenyon  who 
talked  homilies  of  it  last  Sunday  and  wanted  to  speak  them 
to  Papa—bnt  it  would  not  do  in  any  way— now  especially 
— and  in  a  littte  time  there  will  be  a  decision  for  or  against; 
and  I  am  afraid  of  both  .  .  which  is  a  happy  state  of  prep- 
aration. Did  I  not  teU  you  that  early  in  the  summer  I  did 
some  translations  for  Miss  l^iomson's  '  Classical  Album,' 
from  Bion  and  Theocritus,  and  Nonnus  the  author  of  that 
la^e  (not  great)  poem  in  some  forty  books  of  the  '  Diosy- 
siaca '  .  .  and  tiie  paraphrases  from  Apuleius?  Well — I 
had  a  letter  from  her  the  other  day,  full  of  compunction 
and  ejaculation,  and  declaring  the  fact  that  Mr.  Bnrges  had 
been  correcting  all  the  proo&  of  the  poems ;  leaving  out 
and  emendii^  generally,  according  to  his  own  particular 
idea  of  the  pattern  in  the  mount — is  it  not  amusing?  I 
hav«  been  wicked  enoi^  to  write  in  reply  that  it  is  happy 
for  her  and  all  readers  .  .  sua  n  bona  nortnt  .  .  if  during 
some  half  hour  which  otherwise  might  have  been  dedicated 
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by  Mr.  Baif^  to  pnttii^  oat  the  lights  of  Sophocles  and 
his  peers,  he  was  satisfied  vith  the  humbler  devastaJaon 
of  E.  B.  B.  upon  Nomms.  Too  know  it  is  impossible  to 
help  being  amused.  This  coirecting  is  a  mania  with  that 
man  1  And  then  I,  who  wrote  what  I  did  from  the  '  Diony- 
siaca,'  with  no  respect  for  '  my  aathor,'  and  an  arbitrary 
will  to  '  pat  the  case '  of  BacohTis  and  Ariadne  aa  well  as 
I  coald,  for  the  sake  of  the  art-illastrations,  .  .  those  sab- 
jects  Miss  Thomson  sent  me,  .  .  and  did  it  all  with  fall 
liberty  and  persuasion  of  soul  that  nobody  woold  think  it 
worth  while  to  compare  Bnglish  with  Qreek  and  refer  me 
back  to  Nonnns  and  detect  my  wanderings  from  the  text !  1 
Bat  the  critic  was  not  to  be  cheated  bo  !  And  I  do  not 
donbt  that  he  has  set  me  all '  to  rights '  from  be^nning  to 
end;  and  combed  Ariadne's  hair  close  to  her  cheeks  for 
me.  Have  you  known  Nonnns,  .  .  you  who  forget  noth- 
ing? and  have  knows  everything,  I  think?  For  it  is  quite 
startling,  I  most  tell  yon,  quite  startling  and  humiliating, 
to  observe  how  yoa  combine  such  large  tracts  of  experi- 
ence of  outer  and  inner  life,  of  books  and  men,  of  the  world 
and  the  arts  of  it;  carious  knowledge  as  well  as  general 
knowledge  .  .  and  deep  thinkii^  aa  well  as  wide  acqnisi- 
Hon,  .  .  and  you,  looking  none  the  older  for  it  all ! — yes, 
and  being  besides  a  man  of  genios  and  working  your  fac- 
ulty and  not  wasting  yourself  over  a  surface  or  away  from 
an  end.  Dugald  Stewart  said  that  genins  made  naturally 
a  lop-sided  mind — did  he  not?  He  ought  to  have  known 
you.  And  I  who  do  .  .  a  little  .  .  (for  I  grow  more  loth 
than  I  was  to  assnme  the  knowledge  of  you,  my  dear 
friend) — I  do  not  mean  to  use  that  word  '  humiliation '  in 
the  sense  of  having  felt  the  thing  myself  in  any  painful 
way,  .  .  because  I  never  for  a  moment  did,  or  could,  yoa 
know, — never  could  .  .  never  did  .  .  except  indeed  when 
yon  have  over  praised  me,  which  forced  another  personal 
feelii^;  in.  OUierwise  it  has  always  been  quite  pleasant 
to  me  to  be  '  startled  and  humiliated ' — and  more  so  per- 
haps than  to  be  startled  and  exalted,  if  I  might  choose. 
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Only  I  did  not  mean  to  write  all  this,  though  70a  told 
me  to  write  to  70a.  Bnt  the  rain  which  keeps  one  in,  gives 
cue  an  example  of  potiring  on  .  .  and  70a  most  endure  aa 
70TI  can  or  will.  AIbo  .  .  as  70a  have  a  friend  with  70a 
'  from  Ital7 '  .  .  '  from  Borne, '  and  commended  me  for  my 
'  kindness  and  considerateness '  in  changing  Tuesday  to 
Frida7  .  .  (wasn't  it?  .  .  )  shall  I  stUl  be  more  consider- 
ate and  pot  off  the  Tiait-da7  to  next  week?  mind,  yon  let 
it  he  as  yon  like  it  beat  to  be — I  mean,  as  is  most  conve- 
nient '  for  the  nonce  *  to  70U  and  70iir  friend — beoanse  all 
da7S  are  eqnaJ,  aa  to  that  matter  of  convenienoe,  to  7001 
other  friend  of  this  ilk, 

E.B.a 

B.  B.  to  E.  S.  B. 

Wedoeflda;  Morning. 
[Post-mark.  August  30,  1840.] 
Maavaise,  manvaise,  m&nvaise,  7on  know  as  I  know, 
jnst  aa  mnch,  that  your  '  kindness  and  considerateness ' 
consisted,  not  in  patting  off  Tae8da7  for  another  da7,  bnt 
in  caring  for  my  coming  at  all;  for  my  coming  and  being 
told  at  the  door  that  70a  were  engaged,  and  I  might  call 
another  time  I  And  7on  are  wot,  hot  m7  'otter  friend,' 
an7  more  than  this  head  of  mine  is  my  other  head,  seeing 
that  I  have  got  a  violin  which  has  a  head  too  1  All  which, 
beware  lest  yon  get  fall7  told  in  the  letter  I  will  write  this 
evening,  when  I  have  done  with  my  Bomans — ^who  are,  it 
BO  liappens,  here  at  this  minnte;  that  is,  have  left  the 
honse  for  a  few  minates  with  m7  sister — bat  are  not '  with 
me,'  as  yoa  eeem  to  anderstand  it, — in  the  honse  to  stay. 
They  were  kind  to  me  in  Bome,  (hosband  and  wife),  and 
I  am  bomid  to  be  of  what  nse  I  may  dming  their  short 
stay.  Let  me  lose  no  time  in  begging  and  praying  70a 
to  cr7' hands  off'  to  that  dreadful  Brngess;  have  not  I 
got  a  .  .  but  I  will  tell  you  to-night — or  on  Frida7  which 
is  my  da7,  please — Friday.  TUl  when,  pra7  believe  me, 
with  respect  and  esteem, 
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ronr  most  obliged  and  disobliged  at  these  blank  end- 
ings—That have  I  dose?  God  bless  jon,  ever  dearest 
friend. 

R.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

ThuiBday,  7  o'clock. 
[PoBt-maik,  AnguBt  21,  1840.] 

I  feel  at  home,  this  blae  early  morning,  now  that  I  sit 
down  to  write  {or,  sp&ik,  as  I  try  and  fancy)  to  yoa,  after 
a  whole  day  with  those  '  other  friends ' — dear  good  sonla, 
whom  I  should  be  bo  glad  to  serve,  and  to  whom  service 
must  go  by  way  of  last  will  and  testament,  if  a  few  more 
hoars  of  '  social  joy,'  '  kindly  interconrse,'  &c.,  fall  to  my 
portion.  My  friend  the  Conntess  began  proceedings  (when 
I  first  saw  her,  not  yesterday)  by  asking  '  if  I  had  got  as 
mnch  money  as  I  expected  by  any  works  published  of 
late? ' — to  which  I  answered,  of  course,  '  exactly  as  mnch ' 
— i  graziosot  (All  the  same,  if  you  were  to  ask  her,  or  the 
like  of  her,  '  how  mnch  the  stone-work  of  the  Coliseum 
would  fetch,  properly  burned  down  to  lime? ' — she  would 
shudder  from  head  to  foot  and  call  you '  barbaro  *  with, 
good  Trojan  heart.)  Now  you  suppose — (watch  my  rhe- 
torical figure  here) — you  suppose  I  am  going  to  ccmgrato- 
late  myself  on  being  so  much  for  the  better,  en  pays  de 
oonnaiBaance,  with  my  '  other  friend, '  B.  B.  B. ,  number  2 
— or  200,  why  not? — whereas  I  mean  to  '  fulmine  over 
Greece,'  since  thunder  frightens  yoa,  for  all  the  lanrete, — 
and  to  have  reason  for  your  taking  my  own  part  and  lot  to 
yoarseli — I  do,  will,  must,  and  wiU,  s^ain,  wonder  at  you 
and  admire  you,  and  so  on  to  the  climax.  It  is  a  fixed, 
immovable  thing :  so  fixed  that  I  can  well  forego  talking 
about  it.  Bat  if  to  talk  yoa  once  begin,  '  the  King  shall 
enjoy  (or  receive  quietly)  his  own  again ' — I  wear  no  bri^t 
weapon  out  of  that  Panoply  .  .  or  Panoplite,  aa  I  think  yon 
call  Nonnns,  nor  ever,  like  Leigh  Hunt's  'Johnny,  ever 
blythe  and  bonny,  went  singing  Nonny,  nonny '  and  see 
to-morrow,  what  a  Tengeance  I  will  take  for  your  '  mere 
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BospioioD  in  that  kind '  t  Bat  to  the  serious  mattra  .  . 
nay,  I  said  yesterday,  I  believe — keep  off  that  Bnigess — 
he  is  stark  staring  mad — mad,  do  yon  know?  The  last 
timo  I  met  him  he  told  me  he  had  recovered  I  foiget  how 
many  of  the  lost  books  of  Thncydides — foond  them  im- 
bedded in  Snidas  (I  think),  and  had  disengaged  them  from 
hia  Greek,  without  loss  of  a  letter,  '  by  an  instinct  he,  Bar* 
gss8,  had ' — (I  spell  his  nam©  wrongly  to  help  the  proper 
Jusa  at  the  end).  Then,  onoe  on  a  time,  he  found  in  the 
'  Ghristos  Patiens, '  an  odd  dozen  of  lines,  clearly  dropped 
oQt  of  the  '  Prometheas, '  and  proving  that  .^Ischylns  was 
aware  of  the  invention  of  gnnpowder.  He  wanted  to  help 
Dr.  Ijeonhard  Schmitz  in  his  '  Mnseom ' — and  scared  him, 
as  Schmitz  told  me.  What  business  has  be,  Bni^es,  with 
English  verse — and  what  on  earth,  or  onder  it,  has  Miss 
Thomson  to  do  with  him.  If  she  most  displease  one  of 
two,  why  is  Mr.  B.  not  to  be  thanked  and  '  sent  to  feed, ' 
as  the  French  say  prettily?  At  all  events,  do  pray  see 
what  be  has  presnmed  to  alter  .  .  yon  can  alter  at  sufficient 
wartant,  profit  by  suggestion,  I  should  think !  But  it  is 
all  Miss  Thomson's  shame  and  faolt:  because  she  is  quite  in 
her  propriety,  sayii^  to  such  intermeddlers,  gently  for  the 
sake  of  their  poor  weak  heads, '  very  good,  I  dare  say,  very 
desirable  emendations,  only  the  work  is  not  mine,  you 
know,  but  my  friend's,  and  yon  must  no  more  alter  it  with* 
out  her  leave,  than  alter  this  sketch,  this  illnstration,  be> 
cause  yon  think  you  could  mend  Ariadne's  face  or  figure, — 
Fecit  Tizianns,  scripsit  E.  B.  B.'  Dear  friend,  yon  will 
tell  Miss  Thomson  to  stop  further  proceedings,  will  yon 
not?    Therel  only,  do  mind  what  I  say? 

And  now — till  to-morrow !  It  seems  an  age  since  I  saw 
yon.  I  want  to  oatoh  oar  first  post  .  .  (this  phrase  I  ought 
to  get  stereotyped — I  need  it  so  constantly).  The  day  is 
fine  .  .  yon  will  profit  by  it,  I  trust.  '  Flush,  wag  your 
tail  and  grow  restless  and  scratch  at  the  door! ' 

God  bless  you, — my  one  friend,  without  an  '  other' — 
bless  you  ever —  S.  B. 
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K  B.B.toK  B. 

Wedaesday. 
[Poat-mark,  August  25,  184B.1 

Bat  vbat  have  /  done  that  yon  ahonld  ask  what  have 
you  done?  I  hare  not  bronght  any  accnsation,  have  I  .  . 
no,  nor  thoughi  any,  I  am  Bme — and  it  was  only  the  '  kind- 
ness and  consideretenesB ' — at^oment  that  was  iriesiatihLe 
as  a  thing  to  be  retorted,  when  yoor  thanks  came  so  oata- 
rally  and  just  at  the  comet  of  an  application.  And  then, 
yon  know,  it  is  gravely  tme,  Berionsly  tme,  sadly  tme* 
that  I  am  always  expecting  to  hear  or  to  see  how  tired  yon 
ate  at  last  of  me ! — sooner  or  later,  yon  know ! — Bnt  I  did 
not  mean  any  serioosnesa  in  that  letter.  Ifo,  nor  did  I 
mean  .  .  (to  pass  to  another  qnestion  ,  .)  to  provoke  yon 
to  the 

Ulster  Hajley  .  .  so  are  j/ou  .  . 

reply  complimentary.  All  I  observed  concerning  yonrself, 
was  the  combinaiwm — which  not  an  idiom  in  chivalry  could 
treat  grammaticcdly  as  a  thing  common  to  vw  and  yon,  in^ 
asninoh  as  everyone  who  has  known  me  for  half  a  day,  may 
know  that,  if  there  is  anything  peculiar  in  me,  it  lies  for 
the  most  part  in  an  extraordinary  deficiency  in  this  and 
this  and  this,  .  .  there  is  no  need  to  describe  what.  Only 
nnns  of  the  strictest  sect  of  the  nnnneries  are  rather  wiser 
in  some  points,  and  have  led  less  restricted  lives  than  I 
have  in  others.  And  if  it  had  sot  been  for  my  '  carpet- 
work  ' 

Well— and  do  yon  know  that  I  have,  for  the  last  few 
years,  taken  quite  to  despise  book-knowledge  and  its  effect 
on  the  mind — I  mean  when  people  live  hy  it  as  most  read- 
ers by  profession  do,  .  .  cloistering  their  sonls  nnder 
these  roofs  made  with  heads,  when  they  m^ht  be  under 
the  sky.  Snch  people  grow  dark  and  narrow  and  low, 
with  all  their  pains. 

Diday. — I  was  writing  yon  see  before  yon  came — and 
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now  I  go  on  in  haste  to  speak  '  off  107  mind '  some  things 
which  are  on  it.  First  .  .  of  yoorself ;  how  can  it  be  that 
yoa  are  unwell  again,  .  .  and  that  you  should  talk  (now 
did  yon  not? — did  I  not  hear  yon  say  bo?)  of  being  '  weary 
in  your  soul '  .  .  you  ?  What  should  make  you,  dearest 
friend,  weary  in  your  soul;  or  ont  of  spirits  in  any  way  ? 
— ^Do  ,  .  toll  me  .  .  I  was  goii^  to  write  without  a  pause 
— and  almost  I  m^^t,  perhaps, .  .  even  as  one  of  the  two 
hundred  of  your  friends,  .  .  almost  I  might  say  out  that 
. '  Do  tell  me.'  Or  is  it  (which  I  am  inclined  to  think  most 
probable)  that  yon  are  tired  of  a  same  life  and  want  change? 
It  may  happen  to  anyone  sometimee,  and  is  independent 
of  your  will  and  choice,  you  know — and  I  know,  and  the 
whole  w(»ld  knows :  and  wonld  it  not  therefore  be  wise  of 
yoa,  in  that  case,  to  fold  yonr  life  new  again  and  go  abroad 
at  once?  What  can  make  yon  weary  iu  yonr  soul,  is  a 
proUem  to  me.  Yon  are  the  last  from  whom  I  shoold 
have  ^pected  such  a  word.  And  yon  did  say  so,  I  ihinh  I 
think  tiiat  it  was  not  a  mistake  of  mine.  And  you,  ,  .  with 
a  full  liberty,  and  the  world  in  yonr  hand  for  every  pnr- 
poee  and.  pleasure  of  it! — Oris  it  that,  being  unwell,  yonr 
spirits  are  affected  by  that?  But  then  yon  might  be  more 
onwell  than  you  like  to  admit — .  And  I  am  teasing  yon 
with  talking  of  it  .  .  am  I  not?— and  being  disagreeable 
is  only  one  third  of  the  way  towards  l>eirig  useful,  it  is 
good  to  remember  in  time. 

And  then  the  next  thing  to  write  off  my  mind  is  .  . 
that  you  must  not,  you  must  not,  make  an  unjust  opinion 
out  of  what  I  said  to-day.  I  have  been  uncomfortable 
since,  lest  yoa  should — and  perhaps  it  would  have  be^ 
better  if  I  had  not  said  it  apart  from  all  context  in  that 
way ;  only  tiiat  you  could  not  loi^  be  a  friend  of  mine 
withont  knowing  and  seeing  what  so  lies  on  the  surface. 
Bnt  then,  ..  as  far  as  I  am  concerned,  .  .  no  one  cares 
less  tor  a  '  will '  than  I  do  (and  this  though  I  never  had 
one,  .  .  in  clear  opposition  to  yonr  theory  which  holds 
generally  nevertheless)  for  a  will  in  the  common  things  (^ 
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life.  'Eybtj  now  and  then  there  most  of  ootuee  be  a  cross- 
ing  snd  vexation — bat  in  one'B  mere  pieasoreB  and  fantasieB, 
one  would  rather  be  crosBed  and  vexed  a  little  than  vex  & 
person  one  loves  .  .  and  it  is  possible  to  get  need  to  tbe 
harness  and  mn  easilr  in  it  at  last;  and  there  is  a  side- 
world  to  hide  one's  thonghtB  in,  and  *  carpet-work '  to  be 
immoral  on  in  spite  of  Mrs.  Jameson,  .  .  and  the  word 
'  literature '  has,  with  me,  covered  a  good  deal  of  liberty 
aB  yon  most  see  .  .  real  liberty  which  is  never  enqnired 
into — and  it  has  happened  thronghont  my  life  by  an  acci- 
dent (aa  far  as  anythit^;  is  accident)  that  my  own  seose 
of  right  and  happiness  on  any  important  point  of  overt 
action,  has  never  ran  contrariwise  to  the  way  of  obediemM 
required  of  me  .  .  while  in  things  not  exactly  overt,  I  and 
all  of  US  are  apt  to  act  sometimes  np  to  tiie  limit  of  our 
means  of  acting,  with  shnt  doors  and  windows,  and  no 
waiting  for  cognisance  or  permission.  Ah — and  that  last 
is  the  worst  of  it  all  perhaps !  to  be  forced  into  conceal- 
ments from  the  heart  naturally  nearest  to  ns;  and  forced 
away  from  the  natural  soorca  of  connsel  and  strength  I — 
and  then,  the  diBingenuonsness — the  cowardice — the  '  vices 
of  slaves ' ! — and  everyone  yon  see  .  .  all  my  brothers,  .  . 
constrained  bodSy  into  sabmission  .  .  apparent  sabmis- 
sion  at  least  .  .  by  that  worst  and  most  dishonooring  of 
necessities,  tbe  necessity  of  Uving,  everyone  of  them  aU, 
except  myself,  being  dependent  in  money-mattera  on  the 
inflexible  will  .  .  do  yon  see?  But  what  yon  do  not  see, 
what  yon  cannot  see,  is  the  deep  tender  affection  behind 
and  below  all  those  patriarchal  ideas  of  governing  grown 
up  children '  in  the  way  they  tmat  go  1 '  and  there  never  was 
(nnder  the  strata)  a  truer  affection  in  a  father's  heart  .  . 
no,  nor  a  worthier  heart  in  itself  .  .  a  heart  loyaller  and 
purer,  and  more  oompellii^  to  gratitude  and  reverence, 
than  his,  as  I  see  it  1  The  evil  is  in  the  system— and  he 
simply  takes  it  to  be  his  duty  to  role,  and  to  make  happy 
acoording  to  his  own  views  of  the  propriety  of  happiness — 
he  takes  it  to  be  his  dnty  to  role  like  the  Kings  of  Chris- 
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tandom,  hy  divine  right.  Bat  lie  lovea  db  throngh  and 
throngh  it — and  I,  for  one,  love  him  t  and  when,  five  years 
ago,  I  lost  what  I  loved  beat  in  the  irorld  beyond  compari- 
son and  rivalsbip  .  .  far  better  than  himself  as  he  knew 
.  .  for  everyone  who  knew  me  could  nob  choose  but  know 
what  was  my  first  and  chiefest  affection  .  .  when  I  loat  tJuU, 
.  .  I  felt  that  he  Btood  the  nearest  to  me  on  the  closed  grave 
.  .  or  by  the  nnoloBing  sea  .  .  I  do  not  know  which  nor 
ootdd  aak.  And  I  will  tell  yon  that  not  only  he  has  been 
kind  and  patient  and  forbearing  to  me  through  the  tedious 
trial  of  this  illness  (far  more  trying  to  standem  by  than  yoo 
have  an  idea  of  perhaps)  bat  that  he  was  generoos  and  for- 
bearing in  that  hoor  of  bitter  trial,  and  never  reproached  me 
as  he  might  have  done  and  as  my  own  sonl  has  not  spared 
— never  once  said  to  lae  then  or  sinoe,  that  if  it  had  not 
been  for  me,  tiie  crown  of  his  honse  wonld  not  have  fallen. 
He  never  did  ,  ,  and  he  might  have  said  it,  and  more — and 
I  oonld  have  answered  nothing.  Nothing,  except  that  I 
had  paid  my  own  price — and  that  the  price  I  paid  was 
greater  than  hia  loss  ,  .  his  I  1  For  see  how  it  was;  and 
how,  '  not  widi  my  hand  bnt  heart,'  I  was  the  csttse  or  oo- 
oaaion  of  that  misery — and  fhongh  not  with  the  intention 
of  my  heart  bat  with  its  weakness,  yet  the  occamon,  any  way  I 
They  sent  me  down  yoa  know  to  Totqaay — Dr.  Cham- 
beis  saying  that  I  coold  not  live  a  winter  in  Ixindon.  The 
worst — what  people  call  the  worst — was  apprehended  for  me 
at  that  time.  So  I  was  sent  dovm  with  my  sister  to  my  aunt 
there — and  he,  my  brother  whom  I  loved  so,  was  sent  too, 
to  take  ns  there  and  retom.  And  when  the  time  came  for 
him  to  leave  me,  /,  to  whom  he  was  the  dearest  of  friends 
and  brothers  in  one  .  .  the  only  one  of  my  family  who  .  . 
well,  bat  I  cannot  write  of  these  things ;  and  it  is  enongh 
to  tell  yoa  that  he  was  above  aa  all,  better  than  as  all,  and 
kindest  aod  noblest  and  dearest  to  me,  beyond  comparison, 
any  comparison,  as  I  said — and  when  the  time  came  for  'hirg 
to  leave  me  I,  weakened  by  illness,  conld  not  master  my 
spirits  or  drive  back  my  tears — and  my  aunt  kissed  them 
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away  instead  of  reproving  me  as  she  should  have  done; 
and  said  that  she  would  take  care  that  I  shonld  not  be 
grieved  .  .  she!  .  .  and  so  she  sate  down  and  wiote  a  let- 
ter  to  Papa  to  tell  him  that  he  would  '  break  my  heart '  if 
he  persisted  in  calling  away  my  brother — As  if  hearts  were 
broken  eoi  I  have  thought  bitterly  since  that  my  heart 
did  not  break  for  a  good  deal  more  than  thai  I  And  Papa's 
answer  was — btunt  into  me,  as  with  fire,  it  is — that '  under 
saoh  circamstanoes  he  did  not  refuse  to  suspend  hig  pur- 
pose, but  that  he  considered  it  to  be  very  torong  in  me  to 
exact  such  a  thing.'  So  there  was  no  separation  then:  and 
month  after  month  passed — and  sometimes  I  was  better 
and  sometimes  worse — and  the  medical  men  oontanued  to 
say  that  they  would  not  answer  for  my  life  .  .  they !  if  I 
were  agitated — and  so  there  was  no  more  talk  of  a  sepaia- 
tion.  And  once  he  held  my  hand,  ,  .  how  I  remember ! 
and  said  that  he  '  loved  me  better  than  them  all  and  thai 
he  would  not  leave  me  .  .  till  I  was  well,'  he  said!  howl 
remember  that  I  And  ten  days  from  that  day  the  boat  had 
left  the  shore  which  never  returned;  never — and  he  had 
left  mel  gone!  For  three  days  we  waited — and  I  hoped 
while  I  could — oh — that  awful  agony  of  three  days  t  And 
the  sun  shone  as  it  shines  to-day,  and  there  was  no  more 
wind  than  now;  and  the  sea  under  the  windows  waa  like 
this  paper  for  smoothness — and  my  slaters  drew  the  cur- 
tains back  that  I  might  see  for  myself  how  smooth  the  sea 
was,  and  how  it  could  hart  nobody— and  other  boats  oame 
back  one  by  one. 

Bemember  how  you  wrote  in  your  '  GHsmond  * 
What  BsjB  the  body  wben  they  spring 
Some  monatrons  torture -engioe's  whole  : 

Strengtlt  ou  itf   No  more  uya  the  bouL 

and  you  never  wrote  anyUiing  which  lived  with  me  more 
than  that.  It  is  such  a  dreadful  truth.  But  you  knew 
it  for  truth,  I  hope,  by  your  genius,  and  not  by  such  proof 
as  mine— I,  who  could  not  speak  or  shed  a  tear,  bat  lay 
tot  weeks  and  months  half  conscious,  half  nncossoions. 
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vith  a  wandermg  mind,  and  too  near  to  God  under  the 
cmBbing  of  His  hand,  to  pray  at  all.  I  expiated  all  my 
veak  tears  before,  b;  not  being  able  to  shed  then  one  tear 
— and  yet  they  were  forbearing — and  no  voice  said  *  Ton 
have  done  this. ' 

Do  not  notice  vbat  I  have  vritten  to  70a,  my  dearrat 
friend.  I  have  never  said  so  much  to  a  livii^  being — I 
never  could  speak  or  write  of  it.  I  asked  no  question  from 
the  moment  when  my  last  hope  went:  and  since  then,  it 
has  been  impossible  for  me  to  speak  vhat  was  in  me.  I 
have  borne  to  do  it  to-day  and  to  yon,  bat  perhaps  if  you 
were  to  write — so  do  not  let  this  be  notioed  between  us 
again — ch  not  I  And  besides  there  is  no  need  I  I  do  not 
reproach  myself  with  such  acrid  thoughts  as  I  had  once — ' 
I  hnow  that  I  would  have  died  ten  times  over  for  him,  and 
that  therefore  though  it  was  wrong  of  me  to  be  weak,  and 
I  have  suffered  for  it  and  shall  learn  by  it  I  hope ;  remorse 
is  not  precisely  the  word  for  me — not  at  least  in  its  faU 
sense.  Still  you  will  comprehend  from  what  I  have  told 
yon  how  the  spring  of  life  most  have  seemed  to  break 
within  me  then;  and  how  natural  it  has  been  for  me  to 
loathe  the  living  on — and  to  lose  faith  (even  without  tiie 
loathiug),  to  lose  faith  in  myself  .  .  which  I  have  done 
on  some  points  utterly.  It  is  not  from  the  cause  of  illness — 
no.  And  you  will  comprehend  too  that  I  have  strong  rea- 
sons for  being  grateful  to  the  forbearance.  .  .  It  would  have 
been  cruel,  yon  think,  to  reproach  me.  Perhaps  so !  yet 
the  kindness  and  patience  of  the  desisting  from  reproach, 
are  positive  things  all  the  same. 

Shall  I  be  too  late  for  the  post,  I  wonder?  Wilson  tella 
me  that  you  were  followed  upstairs  yesterday  (I  write  on 
Saturday  this  latter  part)  by  somebody  whom  you  prob- 
ably took  for  my  father.  Which  is  Wilson's  idea — and  I 
hope  not  yours.  No — it  was  neither  father  nor  other  rela- 
tive of  mine,  but  an  old  friend  in  rather  an  ill  temper. 

And  so  goodbye  until  Tuesday.    Perhaps  I  shall  .  . 
Vol.  I.— la 
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not  .  .  hear  from  70a  tomght.  Don't  let  the  tra^fedjr  or 
anght  else  do  you  harm— will  yon?  and  try  not  to  be '  weary 
in  yonr  aonl '  any  more — and  forgive  me  this  gloomy  letter 
I  half  shrink  from  sending  you,  yet  will  send. 

May  God  bless  yon. 

E.  B.  B. 

B.  B.  to  K  B.  B. 

Wednesday  Morniag. 
[Poat-muk,  Ausust  S7,  1845.] 

On  the  sabject  of  yonr  letter — qoite  irrespective  of  the 
injunction  in  it — I  would  not  have  dared  speak;  now,  at 
least  But  I  may  permit  myself,  perhaps,  to  say  I  am 
moat  gratefol,  most  grateful,  dearest  friend,  for  this  admis- 
sion to  participate,  in  my  de^^ree,  in  these  feelings.  There 
is  a  better  thing  than  being  happy  in  your  happiness;  I 
feel,  now  that  yon  teach  me,  it  is  so.  I  will  write  no  more 
now;  Plough  that  sentence  of  '  what  yon  are  expecting, — 
that  I  shall  be  tired  of  yon  &c.,'— though  I  ccaM  blot  that 
ont  of  yonr  mind  for  ever  by  a  very  few  words  noio, — for 
yon  would  beUeve  me  at  this  moment,  close  on  the  other 
subject: — bttt  I  will  take  no  snch  advantage— I  will  wait. 

I  have  many  things  (indifferent  thii^s,  after  those)  to 
say ;  will  you  write,  if  but  a  few  lines,  to  change  the  asso- 
ciations for  that  purpose?    Then  I  will  write  too. — 

May  God  bless  you, — in  what  is  past  and  to  cornel  I 
pray  that  from  my  heart,  being  yours 

E.B. 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

WedoeDUy  Uoniiig. 
[PoBt-muk,  AngiutST,  1S4S.] 

But  yoor  '  Saul '  is  unobjectionable  as  far  as  I  can  see, 
my  dear  friend.  He  was  tormented  by  an  evil  spirit — but 
how,  vre  are  not  told  .  .  and  the  consolation  is  not  obliged 
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to  be  definite,  .  ,  is  it?  A  singer  was  sent  for  sa  a  Binger 
' — ftnd  all  that  yon  are  called  npon  to  be  trae  to,  ore  the 
Keneral  characteristics  of  David  the  chosen,  standtng  be- 
tween his  sheep  and  his  dawning  hereafter,  between  inno- 
cence and  holiness,  and  with  what  yon  speak  of  as  the 
'  gracions  gold  locks '  besides  the  chrism  of  the  prophet, 
oa  his  own  head — and  surely  yon  have  been  happy  in  the 
tone  and  spirit  of  tiiese  lyrics  .  .  brok^  as  yon  have  left 
them.  Where  is  the  wrong  in  all  this?  Por  f^e  right  and 
beanty,  they  are  more  obrions — and  I  cannot  tell  yoa  how 
the  poem  holds  me  and  will  not  let  me  go  until  it  blesses 
me  .  .  and  so,  where  are  the  '  sixty  lines '  thrown  away? 
I  do  beseech  yon  .  .  yon  who  fmget  nothing,  ..  to  re- 
member them  directly,  and  to  go  on  with  the  rest  .  .  aa 
directly  (be  it  nnderstood)  as  is  not  injnrions  to  yonr 
health.  The  whole  conception  of  the  poem,  I  like  .  .  and 
the  execution  is  exqnisite  np  to  this  point — and  the  sight 
of  Saul  in  the  tent,  jnst  strack  out  of  the  dark  by  that  sun- 
beam,'a  thing  to  see,'  .  .  not  to  say  that  afterwards  when 
he  is  visibly  '  canght  in  his  fangs '  like  the  king  serpent, 
.  .  the  sight  is  grander  still.  How  could  yon  doubt  abont 
this  poem.  .  . 

At  the  moment  of  writing  which,  I  receive  yonr  note. 
Do  you  receive  my  assurances  from  the  deepest  of  my  heart 
that  I  never  did  otherwise  than  '  believe '  you  .  .  never  did 
nor  shall  do  .  .  and  that  yon  completely  misinterpreted 
my  words  if  yon  drew  snother  meaning  from  them.  Be- 
lieve me  in  this — will  yon?  I  could  not  believe  you  any 
more  for  anything  yon  could  say,  now  or  hereafter — and 
so  do  not  avenge  yourself  on  my  nnwary  sentences  by  re- 
membering them  against  me  for  evil.  I  did  not  mean  to 
vex  yon  .  .  still  less  to  suspect  yon — indeed  I  did  not !  and 
moreover  it  vras  quite  your  fault  that  I  did  not  blot  it  ont 
after  it  was  written,  whatever  the  meaning  was.  So  yon 
forgive  me  (altogether)  for  yonr  own  sins :  yon  must: — 

For  my  part,  though  I  have  been  sorry  since  to  have 
written  yon  such  a  gloomy  letter,  the  sorrow  unmakes 
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iteeU  Id  hearing  ;oa  epeok  bo  kindly.  Toot  STmpatby  is 
precious  to  me,  I  may  say.  May  God  bless  you.  Write 
and  tell  me  among  the  '  indifferent  things '  something  not 
indifferent,  how  yon  are  yourself,  I  mean  .  .  f or  I  fear 
yon  are  not  well  and  thought  yon  were  not  looking  so 
yesterday. 

Dearest  friend,  I  remain  yonra, 

KB.  B 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Friday  Eveniiig. 
[Fost-moA,  August  80,  184S.] 

I  do  not  hear;  and  cxime  to  yon  to  ask  the  alma  of  jnst 
one  line,  having  taken  it  into  my  head  that  something  is 
the  matter.  It  is  not  so  much  exactingness  on  my  port,  as 
that  yon  spoke  of  meaning  to  write  as  soon  as  yon  received 
a  note  of  mine  .  .  which  went  to  yon  five  minutes  after- 
wards .  .  which  is  three  days  ^o,  or  will  be  when  yoa 
read  this.  Are  yon  not  well — or  what?  Though  I  have 
tried  and  wished  to  remember  having  written  in  the  last 
note  Bomethii^  very  or  even  a  little  offensive  to  yon,  I 
&iled  in  it  and  go  bock  to  the  worse  fear.  For  you  conld 
not  be  vexed  with  me  for  talkii^  of  what  was  '  yonr  fault ' 
.  .  'yonrownfault,' viz.  inhavingto  readsentenceswhich, 
but  for  your  commands,  would  have  been  blotted  out.  Tou 
conld  not  very  well  take  thai  for  eerions  blame  I  from  me 
too,  who  have  so  much  reason  and  provocation  for  blaming 
the  archangel  Gabriel. — No— you  could  not  misinterpret 
so, — and  if  yoa  could  not,  and  if  you  are  not  displeased 
with  me,  yon  must  be  onweU,  I  think.  I  took  for  granted 
yesterday  that  yon  had  gone  out  as  before — but  to-night  it 
is  different — and  so  I  come  to  ask  you  to  be  kind  enough 
to  write  one  word  for  me  by  some  post  to-morrow.  Now 
remember  .  .  I  am  not  asking  for  a  letter — but  for  a  word 
.  .  or  line  strictly  speaking. 

Ever  yours,  dear  friend, 

E.  B.  B. 
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B.  B.  to  K  B.  B. 

[Poflt-muk,  August  80,  1646.] 
This  sweet  Antanm  Evening,  Frid^,  oomeB  all  golden 
into  the  room  and  makes  me  imte  to  yon — not  think  of 
foa — yet  vhat  shall  I  write? 

It  most  be  for  another  time  .  .  after  Honday,  when  I 
am  to  eee  yon,  yon  know,  and  hear  if  the  headache  be  gone, 
since  yoor  note  wonld  not  round  to  the  perfection  of  kind- 
ness and  comfort,  and  tell  me  bo. 

God  bless  my  dearest  friend. 

B.  B. 
I  am  much  better — ^well,  indeed — thank  yon. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[Post-mark,  August  80, 1845.] 

Oan  yoa  nnderstai^  me  80,  dearest  friend,  after  all? 
Do  yon  see  me — when  I  am  away,  or  with  yon — '  taking 
offence '  at  words,  '  being  vexed  *  at  words,  or  deeds  of 
jotus,  even  if  I  coold  not  immediately  trace  them  to  their 
Boorce  of  entire,  pure  kindness;  as  I  have  hitherto  done  in 
every  smallest  instance? 

I  believe  in  you  absolately,  atterly — I  believe  that  when 
yon  bade  me,  that  time,  be  silent — that  snch  was  yoor  bid- 
dii^,  and  I  was  silent — dare  I  say  I  think  yon  did  not 
know  at  that  time  the  power  I  have  over  myself,  that  I 
oould  sit  and  speak  and  listen  as  I  have  done  since?  Let 
me  say  now — Una  only  once — that  I  loved  yon  from  my 
sonl,  and  gave  yon  my  life,  so  mnch  of  it  as  yon  would 
take, — and  all  that  is  done,  not  to  be  altered  now :  it  was, 
in  the  nature  of  tiie  proceeding,  wholly  independent  of  any 
Tetom  on  yonr  part.  I  will  not  think  on  extremes  you 
might  have  resorted  to;  as  it  is,  the  assoranoe  of  yonr 
friendship,  the  intimacy  to  which  yon  admit  me,  now,  make 
the  truesi  deepest  joy  of  my  life— a  joy  I  can  never  think 
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fagitive  while  we  are  in  life,  becaase  I  enow,  aa  to  me,  I 
couM  not  willingly  displease  yon, — while,  as  to  yon,  yonr 
goodness  and  onderstanding  will  always  see  to  the  bottom 
of  inYolnntary  or  ignorant  faults— always  help  me  to  cor- 
rect them.  I  have  done  now.  If  I  thonght  yon  were  liie 
other  women  I  haye  known,  I  shonld  say  bo  mach ! — bnt — 
(my  first  and  last  word — I  believe  in  yon !)  — what  yen  could 
and  would  give  me,  of  your  afifeoticm,  yon  would  give  nobly 
and  simply  and  as  a  giver — yon  woold  not  need  that  I  tell 
yon —  (teU  yon !)  — what  would  be  supreme  happiness  to  me 
in  the  event — however  distant — 

I  repeat  .  .  I  call  on  yonr  justice  to  remember,  on  yonr 
intelligence  to  believe  .  .  that  this  is  merely  a  more  pre- 
cise stating  the/rst  subject;  to  put  an  end  to  any  possible 
misunderstanding — to  prevent  your  henceforth  believing 
that  beoanae  I  do  not  write,  from  thinkii^  too  deeply  of 
yon,  I  am  offended,  vexed  &e.  &o.  I  will  never  recur  to 
thiB,  nor  shall  you  see  the  least  difference  in  my  manner 
next  Monday:  it  is  indeed,  always  before  me  .  .  how  I 
know  nothing  of  you  and  yours.  But  I  think  I  onght  to 
have  spoken  when  I  did — and  to  speak  dearly  .  .  or  more 
dearly  what  I  do,  as  it  is  my  pride  and  duty  to  fall  back, 
now,  on  the  feeling  with  which  I  have  been  in  the  mean- 
time— Tonr» — Gk)d  bless  you — 

B.B. 

Let  me  write  a  few  words  to  lead  into  Monday — and 
say,  yon  have  probably  received  my  note.  I  am  much 
better — with  a  little  headache,  which  is  all,  and  fast  going 
this  morning.  Of  yonrs  yon  say  nothing — I  tmat  yon  see 
yonr  .  .  dare  I  say  yonr  dutt/  in  the  Pisa  affair,  as  all  else 
rnmt  see  it — shall  I  hear  on  Monday?  And  my  'Saol* 
that  yon  are  so  lenient  to. 

Bless  you  ever — 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


18M1  AITD  EUZABETH  BABBETT  183 

E.  B.B,toB.  B. 

Bondaj. 
[AagUBt  81,  1B4S.] 

I  did  not  think  yon  were  uigiy^I  never  said  so.  Bat 
joa  migiit  reasonably  have  been  woonded  a  little,  if  yon 
had  BTispeoted  me  of  blaming  yoa  for  any  bearing  of  yonis 
towards  myself;  and  this  was  the  amount  of  my  feiu^ — or 
rather  hope  .  .  since  I  conjectured  most  that  yoa  were  not 
velL  And  after  all  yon  did  think  .  .  do  think  .  .  that  in 
some  way  or  for  some  moment  I  blamed  yen,  disbelieTed 
yoo,  distrusted  yon — or  why  this  letter?  How  have  I  pro- 
voked this  letter?  Oan  I  forgive  myself  for  having  even 
seemed  to  have  provoked  it?  and  will  you  believe  me  that  if 
for  the  past's  sake  yoa  eent  it,  it  was  onneceesary,  and  if 
for  the  fntore's,  irrelevant?  Which  I  say  from  no  want  of 
sensibility  to  the  words  of  it — yoor  words  always  make 
themselves  felt— bat  in  folnees  of  parpose  not  to  suffer  you 
to  hold  to  words  becaose  they  have  been  said,  nor  to  say 
them  as  if  to  be  holden  by  them.  Why,  if  a  thousand 
more  such  words  were  said  by  yoa  to  me,  how  coold  they 
operate  upon  the  fnture  or  present,  supposing  me  to  choose 
to  keep  the  possible  modification  of  your  feelings,  as  a 
probability,  in  my  sight  and  yours?  Oan  yon  help  my 
sitting  with  the  doors  all  open  if  I  think  it  right?  I  do 
attest  to  yoa — while  I  trust  you,  as  you  must  see,  in  word 
and  act,  and  while  I  am  confident  that  no  homan  being 
ever  stood  h^;her  or  purer  in  the  eyes  of  another,  than  you 
do  in  mine, — that  you  would  still  stand  high  and  remaia 
unalterably  my  friend,  if  the  probability  in  question  became 
a  fact,  as  now  at  this  moment  And  this  I  must  say,  since 
you  have  said  other  things :  and  this  alone,  which  1  have 
said,  concerns  the  future,  I  remind  yon  earnestly. 

My  dearest  friend — yoa  have  followed  the  most  gener- 
tau  of  impulses  in  your  whole  bearing  to  me — and  I  have 
recognised  and  called  by  its  name,  in  my  heart,  each  one 
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of  them.  Tet  I  caimot  lielp  adding  Uiat,  of  ns  tvo,  yovaa 
has  not  been  quite  the  hardest  part  .  .  I  mean,  to  a  gener- 
ous natore  like  yoor  own,  to  which  every  eort  of  noble- 
ness comes  easily.  Mine  has  been  more  difficult— and  I 
have  sunk  nnder  it  again  and  again :  and  the  sinking  and 
the  effort  to  recover  the  duty  of  a  lost  position,  may  have 
given  me  an  appearance  of  vacillation  and  lightness,  on- 
worthy  at  least  of  you,  and  perhaps  of  both  of  ns.  Not- 
withstanding vrhich  appearance,  it  was  right  and  jnst  (only 
jnst)  of  yon,  to  believe  in  me — in  my  troth — becanse  I  have 
never  failed  to  yoo  in  it,  nor  been  capable  of  such  failure: 
the  thing  I  have  said,  I  have  meant  .  .  always;  and  in 
things  I  have  not  said,  the  silence  has  had  a  reason  some- 
where different  perhaps  from  where  yon  looked  for  it. 
And  this  brings  me  to  complaining  that  yon,  who  profess 
to  believe  in  me,  do  yet  obvionsly  believe  that  it  was  only 
merely  silence,  which  I  required  of  you  on  one  occasion — 
and  that  if  I  had  '  known  your  power  over  yourself,'  I 
should  not  have  minded  .  .  not  In  other  words  yoo  be- 
lieve of  me  that  I  was  thinking  just  of  my  own  (what  shall 
I  call  it  for  a  motive  base  and  small  enough?)  my  own 
sompulonsnees  .  .  freedom  from  embarrassment  I  of  my- 
self in  the  least  of  me;  in  the  tyii^  of  my  shoestrings, 
say  I — so  much  and  no  more  1  Now  this  is  so  wrong,  as 
to  make  me  impatient  sometimes  in  feelii^;  it  to  be  your 
impression :  I  asked  for  silence — but  cUao  and  chiefly  for 
the  puttii^  away  of  .  .  you  know  very  well  what  I  asked 
for.  And  this  was  sincerely  done,  I  attest  to  you.  Yon 
wrote  once  to  me  .  .  oh,  long  before  May  and  the  day  we 
met:  that  you '  had  been  so  happy,  yon  should  be  now 
justified  to  yourself  in  taking  any  step  most  hazardous  to 
the  happiness  of  yoor  life ' — bot  if  you  were  justified,  could 
I  be  therefore  justified  in  abetting  such  a  step, — the  step 
of  wasting,  in  a  sense,  your  best  feelings  .  .  of  emptying 
your  water  gourds  into  the  sand?  What  I  thoi^ht  then  I 
think  now — ^joat  what  any  third  person,  knowing  yoo, 
would  think,  I  think  and  feel.    I  thought  too,  at  first,  that 
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the  feeling  on  joor  part  vas  a  mere  generons  impulse, 
likely  to  expend  itself  in  a  week  perhape.  It  affeds  me 
and  has  affected  me,  very  deeply,  more  tlian  I  dare  attempt 
to  SAj,  Qiak  joa  shoald  persist  so — and  if  sometimea  I  have 
felt,  hy  a  sort  of  instinct,  that  after  all  yon  wonld  not  go 
on  to  persist,  and  that  (being  a  man,  yon  know)  yon  might 
mistake,  a  little  nnconscionsly,  the  strength  of  yonr  own 
fselii^;  yoQ  ooght  not  to  be  snrprised;  when  I  felt  it  was 
moie  ftdTaatageons  and  happier  for  yon  that  it  should  be 
sc.  Ja  any  case,  I  shall  never  regret  my  own  share  in  the 
eieats  of  this  amnmer,  and  yonr  friendship  will  be  dear  to 
me  to  the  last.  You  know  I  told  yon  so — not  loi^  since. 
And  as  to  what  yon  say  otherwise,  yon  are  right  in  think- 
ing that  I  wonld  not  hold  by  unworthy  motivee  in  avoiding 
to  speak  what  you  had  any  claim  to  hear.  But  what  oonld 
I  speak  that  would  not  be  unjust  to  you?  Your  Ufel  if 
;on  gave  it  to  me  and  I  put  my  whole  heart  into  it;  what 
skonld  I  pnt  bnt  anxiety,  and  more  sadness  than  yon  were 
born  to?  "What  could  I  give  you,  which  it  would  not  be 
nngenerons  to  give?  Therefore  we  most  leave  this  sub- 
ject—and I  must  trust  you  to  leave  it  without  one  word 
more;  (too  many  have  been  said  already — bnt  I  could  not 
let  your  letter  pass  quite  sUently  .  .  as  if  I  had  nothing 
to  do  bnt  to  receive  all  as  matter  of  course  «>/)  while  you 
may  weU  trost  me  to  remember  to  my  life's  end,  as  the 
grateful  remember;  and  to  feel,  as  those  do  who  have  felt 
sorrow  (for  where  these  pita  are  dug,  the  water  will  stand), 
the  full  price  of  yonr  regard.  May  God  bless  yon,  my 
dearest  friend.  I  shall  send  this  letter  after  I  have  seen 
joo,  and  hope  yoa  may  not  have  expected  to  hear  sooner. 
Ever  yours, 
E.  B.  B. 

Monday.  6.  p.m.  I  send  in  disobedience  to  your  com- 
mands, Btrs.  Shelley's  book — but  when  books  accumulate 
and  when  heaides,  I  want  to  let  you  have  the  American 
edition  of  my  poems  .  .  famous  for  all  manner  of  blon- 


D,q,t,=cdbvG00gle 


186  THE  LETTERS  OP  BOBERT  BBOWNING  [Atodst  M 

ders,  7011  know;  what  is  to  be  done  bat  have  leconrse  (o 
the  paroel-iaediiun?  Yea  were  in  jest  about  being  at  Pisa 
be/ore  or  as  soon  as  toe  were  ? — oh  no — that  moBt  not  be  in- 
deed— we  most  wait  a  little ! — even  if  yoa.  determine  to  go 
at  all,  which  ia  a  qaestion  of  donbtfnl  expedieno7.  Do 
take  more  exercise,  this  week,  and  make  war  against  those 
dreadful  sensations  in  the  head— now,  will  7011? 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Tuasda^  Evening. 
(PoBt-mark,  September  8,  181B.1 

I  rather  hoped  .  .  with  no  right  at  all  ..  to  hear  from 
yoQ  this  morning  or  afternoon — io  know  how  yoa  are — 
that,  '  how  are  yon,'  there  is  no  nse  diagnising,  is, — vary 
it  how  one  may — my  own  life's  question. — 

I  had  better  write  no  more,  now.  Will  yon  not  tell  me 
something  aboat  yon — the  head ;  and  that  too,  too  warm 
hand  .  .  or  was  it  my  fancy?  Sorely  the  report  of  Dr. 
Ohambere  is  most  satisfactory,— all  seems  to  rest  with 
yonrself :  yoa  know,  in  jostice  to  me,  yoa  do  know  that  1 
know  the  all  bat  mockery,  the  absardity  of  anyone's  coan- 
sel '  to  be  composed,  *  &o.  Ac.  Bat  try,  dearest  friend .' 
God  bless  yon — 

I  am  yoors 

B.B. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Tuesday  Night. 
[Poat-mark,  Septembers,  1840.] 

Before  yoa  leave  London,  I  will  fmawer  yoor  letter — all 
my  attempts  end  in  nothing  now — 

Dearest  friend — I  am  yoars  ever 

B.  B. 

Bat  meantime,  yen  will  tell  me  aboat  yourself,  will  yov 
not?    The  parcel  came  a  few  minutes  after  my  note  left— 
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Well,  I  oaD  thank  yoa  for  tiutt;  tor  the  Poems, — thongh  I 
oatinot  wear  them  round  my  neck — and  for  the  too  great 
troable.    My  heart's  friend  1    Bless  yon — 

E.  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

[Poet-mark,  September  4,  184S.] 

Ijideed  my  headaohes  are  not  vorth  enqairing  about — 
I  meao,  they  axB  not  of  the  elightest  oonseqtieDoe,  and  sel- 
dom anrviTe  the  remedy  of  a  onp  of  coffee.  I  only  wish  it 
were  the  same  with  everybody — I  mean,  with  every  head! 
Also  there  is  nothing  the  matter  otherwise — and  I  am 
going  to  prove  my  right  to  a  '  clean  bill  of  health '  by 
going  into  the  park  in  ten  mintitee.  Twice  rotmd  the 
inner  encloeore  is  what  I  can  compass  now — which  is  equal 
to  once  round  the  world — is  it  not? 

I  had  JQst  time  to  be  afraid  that  the  parcel  had  not 
reached  yon.  The  reason  why  I  sent  yon  the  poems  was 
that  I  had  a  few  copies  to  give  to  my  peraonal  friends,  and 
so,  wished  yon  to  have  one;  and  it  was  qnite  io  please  my- 
self and  not  to  please  yoa  that  I  made  yon  have  it;  and  if 
you  pnt  it  into  the  '  plnm-tiee '  to  hide  the  errata,  I  shall 
be  pleased  still,  if  not  rather  more.  Only  let  me  remem- 
ber to  tell  yon  this  time  in  relation  to  those  books  and  the 
question  asked  of  yonrself  by  yonr  noble  Bomans,  that 
just  as  I  was  endosing  my  sixfy-ponnds  debt  to  Mr.  Mox- 
on,  I  did  actoally  and  miracnlonsly  receive  a  remittance  of 
fourteen  ponnds  from  the  selfsame  bookseller  of  New  York 
who  agreed  last  year  to  print  my  poems  at  his  own  risk 
and  give  me  '  ten  per  cent  on  the  profit.'  Kot  that  I  ever 
asked  for  snch  a  thing!  They  were  the  terms  offered. 
And  I  always  considered  the  '  per  centre '  as  quite  vision- 
sfy  .  .  pat  in  for  the  si^e  of  effect,  to  make  the  agree- 
ment look  better  I  Bnt  no — yon  see  1  One's  poetry  has  a 
real  *  commercial  value, '  if  yon  do  bnt  take  it  far  away 
enongh  from  the  '  civilization  of  Eorope.'  When  yon  get 
near  the  backwoods  and  the  red  Indians,  it  tarns  ont  to  be 
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nearly  as  good  for  something  as  '  cabbages, '  after  all  t  Do 
yon  remember  vhst  70a  said  to  me  of  cabbages  venug 
poems,  in  one  of  the  first  letters  70a  ever  wrote  to  me? — 
of  selling  cabbages  and  bii7iog  Punches  ? 

People  complain  of  Dr.  Chambers  and  call  him  roagh 
and  onfeeling — neither  of  which  /  ever  toand  him  for  a 
moment — and  I  like  him  for  hia  trnthfnlness,  which  is  the 
natore  of  the  man,  though  it  is  essential  to  medical  moral- 
it7  never  to  let  a  patient  think  himself  mortal  while  it  is 
{xwsible  to  prevent  it,  and  even  Dr.  Chambers  may  incline 
to  this  on  occasion.  Still  he  need  not  have  said  aU  the 
good  he  said  io  me  on  Saturday — he  toed  not  to  say  any 
of  it ;  and  he  most  have  thought  some  of  it :  and,  any  way, 
the  Pissrcase  is  strengthened  all  round  by  his  opinion  and 
injunction,  so  that  all  my  horror  and  terror  at  the  thonghla 
of  his  visit,  (and  it's  really  tme  that  I  would  rather  suffer 
to  a  certain  extent  than  be  cured  by  means  of  those  doc- 
tors !)  had  some  compensation.  How  are  yon?  do  not  for- 
get to  say  1  I  fonnd  among  some  papers  to^y,  a  note  of 
yonrs  which  I  asked  Mr.  Kenyon  to  give  me  for  an  anto- 
graph,  two  years  ago. 

May  God  bless  yon,  dearest  friend.  And  I  have  a  dis- 
pensation from  '  beef  and  porter '  ilv  tou;  alavat,  '  On  no 
aooonnt '  was  the  answer! 

JB.  S.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Friday  Afternoon. 
[PoM-mark,  Bepteinber  5,  1845.] 

What  you  teU  me  of  Dr.  Chambers',  '  all  the  good  of 
yoQ '  he  said,  and  all  I  venture  to  infer;  this  makes  me 
most  happy  and  thankful.  Do  you  use  to  attach  our  old 
TUfXiv  lintdat  (and  the  practice  of  instilling  them)  to  that 
medical  science  iu  which  Prometheus  boasted  himself  pro- 
ficient? I  had  thought  the  '  faculty '  dealt  in  fears,  on  the 
contrary,  and  scared  you  into  obedience:  but  I  know  most 
about  the  doctors  in  Molidre.    However  the  joyous  truth 
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is — mnet  be,  that  70a  aie  better,  and  if  one  conld  tnuu- 
pCKTt  yoa  quietly  to  Piao,  Bare  yon  all  worry, — what  might 
one  not  expect ! 

When  I  know  yoar  own  intentions — messnres,  I  should 
Bay,  respecting  yoar  journey — mine  will  of  coarse  be  sub- 
mitted to  yoa — it  will  jnst  be  *  which  day  next — month '  ? — 
Not  week,  alas. 

I  can  thank  you  now  for  ttus  edition  of  your  poems — I 
have  not  yet  taken  to  read  it,  thongh — for  it  does  not,  each 
Tolnme  of  i^  open  obediently  to  a  thonght,  here,  and  liexe, 
and  here,  like  my  green  books  .  .  no,  my  Sister's  they 
are ;  bo  these  yoa  give  me  are  really  mine.  And  America, 
with  its  ten  per  cent.,  shall  have  my  better  word  hence- 
foiih  and  for  ever  .  .  for  when  you  caloolate,  there  most 
haTe  been  a  really  extraordinary  circalation;  and  in  a  few 
mfmths :  it  is  what  newspapers  call  *  a  great  fact. '  Have 
they  reprinted  the  '  Seraphim '?    Qaietly,  perhaps  t 

I  shall  aee  yoa  on  Monday,  then — 

And  my  all-important  headaches  are  tolerably  kept 
under — headaches  proper  they  are  not — bat  the  noise  and 
slight  taming  are  less  trouUesome — wUl  soon  go  alto- 
gether. 

Bless  you  ever — ever  dearest  friend 

R.B. 

Oh,  oh,  oh!  As  many  thanks  for  that  precious  card-box 
and  jewel  of  a  flower-holder  as  are  oonsistent  with  my  dis- 
may at  finding  you  only  return  them  .  .  and  not  the  costly 
brown  paper  wrappages  also  .  .  to  say  nothii^  of  the  in- 
eetimable  pins  with  which  my  sister  uses  to  fasten  tiie 
same! 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Sstnrday. 
[Post-marlE,  September  8,  1845.] 

I  am  in  the  greatest  difficulty  about  the  steamers.  Will 
you  think  a  little  for  me  and  tell  me  what  is  best  to  do? 
It  appears  that  the  direct  Leghorn  steamer  will  not  sail  on 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


190  THE  LETTEBS  OF  ROBEBT  BROWNING    [Sept.  8 

the  third,  and  may  not  until  the  middle  of  October,  and  if 
forced  to  still  farther  delay,  which  ia  possible,  will  not  at 
all.  One  of  my  brothers  has  been  to  Mr.  Andrews  of  St. 
Mary  Axe  and  heard  as  much  as  this.  What  shall  I  do? 
The  middle  of  October,  say  my  sisters  .  .  and  I  half  fear 
that  it  may  prove  so  .  .  is  too  late  for  me — ^to  say  nothing 
for  the  oncertainty  which  completes  the  diCSonlly. 

On  the  20th  of  September  (on  the  other  hand)  sails  the 
Malta  Teasel ;  and  I  hear  that  I  may  go  in  it  to  Gibraltar 
and  find  a  French  Bteomer  there  to  proceed  by.  Is  there 
an  objection  to  this — except  the  change  of  steamers  .  .  re- 
peated .  .  for  I  mnst  get  down  to  Southampton — and  the 
leaving  Ei^!;land  so  soon?  Ia  any  better  to  be  done?  Do 
think  for  me  a  little.  And  now  that  the  doing  comes  so 
near  .  .  and  in  tiiis  dead  silence  of  Papa's  .  .  it  all  seems 
impossible,  .  .  and  I  seem  to  see  the  stars  conateUaHng 
against  me,  and  give  it  as  my  serious  opinion  to  yon  that  I 
shall  not  go.     Now,  mark. 

Bat  I  have  had  the  kindest  of  letters  from  dear  Sir. 
Kenyon,  urging  it — 

Well — I  have  no  time  for  writing  any  more — and  this 
is  only  a  note  of  bnsiness  to  bespeak  your  thooghts  about 
the  steamers.  My  wisdom  looks  back  regretfolly  .  .  only 
rather  too  late  .  .  on  the  Leghorn  vessel  of  the  third  of 
September.    It  would  have  been  wise  if  I  had  gone  tken. 

May  God  bless  you,  dearest  friend. 

E.  B.  B. 

But  if  your  head  tarns  still,  .  .  do  yon  walk  enoDgb? 
la  there  not  fault  in  yonr  not  walking,  by  your  own  om- 
feaaion?  Think,  of  this  firat — and  then,  if  you  please,  of 
the  steamers. 

So,  till  Monday  t— 
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E.  B.B.toS,  B. 

Tnwday. 
[Poit-mu'lE,  September  9,  1B4S.] 

One  resBOn  against  printing  ihe  tragedies  now,  is  your 
not  being  well  enough  for  the  necessary  vork  connected 
frith  them,  .  .  a  snre  reason  and  strong  .  .  nay,  ohiefest 
of  alL  Plainly  yon  are  unfit  for  work  nov — and  even  to 
complete  the  preparation  of  the  lyrics,  and  take  them 
through  the  press,  may  be  too  much  for  you,  I  am  afraid; 
and  if  ao,  why  you  will  not  do  it — will  yon? — you  will 
wait  for  another  year, — or  at  least  be  satisfied  for  this, 
with  bringing  oat  a  nomber  of  the  old  size,  consisting  of 
snch  poems  as  are  fairly  finished  and  require  no  retouch- 
ing.    '  Saul '  for  instance,  yon  might  leave 1    Yon  will 

not  let  me  hear  when  I  am  gone,  cA  your  being  ill — yon 
will  take  care  .  .  will  yon  not?  Becanse  yon  see  .  .  or 
rather  I  see  .  .  yon  are  not  looking  well  at  all— no,  you 
are  not  I  and  even  if  yon  do  not  care  for  that,  yon  should 
aod  must  care  to  consider  how  unavailing  it  will  be  for  you 
to  hold  those  golden  keys  of  the  future  with  a  more  teso- 
Inte  hand  than  your  contemporaries,  should  yon  suffer 
yourself  to  be  struck  down  before  the  gate  .  .  should  yon 
lose  the  physical  power  while  keeping  the  heart  and  wilL 
Heart  and  will  are  great  things,  and  sufficient  things  in 
your  case — ^but  after  all  we  carry  a  barrow-foll  of  clay  about 
with  us,  and  we  must  carry  it  a  little  carefully  if  we  mean 
to  keep  to  the  path  and  not  run  zigzag  into  the  border  of 
the  garden.  A  figure  which  reminds  me  .  .  and  I  wanted 
no  figure  to  remind  me  .  .  to  ask  you  to  thank  your  sister 
for  me  and  from  me  for  all  her  kindness  about  the  flowers. 
Now  you  will  not  fo^^et?  yon  most  not.  When  I  think  of 
the  repeated  trouble  she  has  taken  week  after  week,  and  all 
for  a  stranger,  I  must  think  again  that  it  has  been  very 
kind — and  I  take  the  liberty  of  sayii^  so  moreover  .  .  as 
I  am  not  thanking  you.    Also  these  fiowets  of  yesterday, 
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which  yesterday  yon  disdained  so,  look  full  of  snnuner  and 
aro  fall  of 'fragnmoe,  aud  when  they  seem  to  say  that  it  is 
not  September,  I  am  willing  to  be  lied  to  jost  so.  Fori 
wish  it  were  not  September.  I  wish  it  were  Jnly  .  .  or 
Kovember  .  .  two  months  before  or  after:  and  that  this 
joomey  were  thrown  behind  or  in  front  .  .  anywhere  to 
be  oat  of  sight.  Yon  do  not  know  the  ooorage  it  requires 
to  hold  the  intention  of  ii  fast  through  what  I  feel  some- 
timea.  If  ii  (the  ooorage)  had  been  prophesied  to  me  only 
a  year  ago,  the  prophet  would  have  been  laughed  to  scorn. 
V?ell  I — but  I  want  yon  to  see  Qeoi^e's  letter,  and  how  he 
and  Mrs.  Hedley,  when  she  saw  Papa's  note  of  consent  to 
me,  give  unhesitating  ooonsel.  Bum  it  when  yon  have  read 
it.  It  is  addressed  to  me  .  .  which  yon  will  doubt  from  tiie 
address  of  it  perhaps  .  .  seeing  that  it  goes  fia  .  .  p^a~ 
piW.  We  are  famous  in  this  house  for  what  are  called 
niok-names  .  .  though  a  few  of  us  hare  escaped  rather  by 
a  caprice  than  a  reason:  and  X  am  never  called  anything 
else  (never  at  all)  except  by  the  nom  de  paix  which  yon 
find  written  in  the  letter:— provii^  as  Mr.  Kenyon  says, 
that  I  am  jost '  half  a  Ba-by '  .  .  no  more  nor  less ; — and 
in  fact  the  name  has  that  precise  definition.  Bom  the 
note  when  yon  have  read  it. 

And  then  Z  take  it  into  my  head,  as  yon  do  not  distin- 
goish  my  sisters,  you  say,  one  from  the  other,  to  send  yon 
my  own  acoonnt  of  them  in  these  enclosed  '  sonnets '  which 
were  written  a  few  weeks  ago,  and  though  only  pretend- 
ing to  be  '  sketches,'  pretend  to  be  like,  as  far  as  they  go, 
and  ore  like — my  brothers  thought — when  I '  showed  them, 
agaiost '  a  profile  drawn  in  pencil  by  Alfred,  on  the  same 
subjects.  I  was  laughii^  and  maintaining  that  mine  should 
be  as  like  as  his — and  he  yielded  the  point  to  me.  So  it 
is  mere  portrsit-paintii^ — and  yon  who  are  in  '  high  art,* 
most  not  be  too  scornful.  Henrietta  is  the  elder,  and  tlic 
one  who  bronght  you  into  this  room  first — and  Arabel,  wbc 
means  to  go  with  me  to  Pisa,  has  been  the  most  with  luc 
through  my  illness  and  is  the  least  wanted  in  the  hon&i 
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here,  .  .  and  perhaps  .  .  jwrhaps — is  my  faTonrite — 
fchongh  1117  heart  smites  me  while  I  vrite  tliat  nnlawfiil 
word.  They  are  both  affectioiiate  and  kind  to  me  in  all 
thills,  and  good  and  lovable  in  their  own  beings — very 
nnlike,  for  the  rest;  one,  most  caring  for  the  Polka,  .  , 
and  the  other  for  the  sermon  preached  at  Paddingt^m 
Ohapel,  .  .  that  is  Arabel  .  .  so  if  ever  yon  happen  to 
know  her  yon  most  try  not  to  say  befotd  her  how  '  much 
yon  hate  &o. '  Henrietta  always  '  managed '  everything  in 
the  honse  even  before  I  was  ill,  .  .  because  she  liked  it 
and  I  didn't,  and  I  waived  my  right  to  the  sceptre  of  din- 
ner-ordering. 

I  have  been  thinking  mnoh  of  yonr  '  Sordello '  since 
yon  spc^e  of  it — and  even,  I  had  thought  mnch  of  it  before 
yon  spoke  of  it  yesterday ;  feeling  that  it  might  be  thrown 
ont  into  the  l^ht  by  yoar  hand,  and  greatly  justify  the  ad- 
ditional  effort.  It  is  like  a  noble  picture  with  ite  face  to 
the  wall  just  now — or  at  least,  in  the  shadow.  And  so 
worthy  as  it  is  of  yoa  in  all  ways  I  individual  all  through: 
yon  have  made  even  the  darkness  of  it  I  And  such  a  work 
as  it  might  become  if  yon  chose  .  .  if  you  put  yonr  will 
to  it!  What  I  meant  to  say  yesterday  was  not  that  it 
wanted  more  additional  verses  than  the  '  ten  per  cent '  yon 
spoke  of  .  .  though  it  does  perhaps  .  .  so  much  as  that 
(to  my  mind)  it  wants  drawing  tc^ether  and  fortifyii^  in 
QxQ  connections  and  associations  .  .  which  hang  as  loosely 
every  here  and  tliere,  as  those  in  a  dream,  and  confound 
the  reader  who  persists  in  tT<inlring  himself  awake. 

How  do  you  mean  that  I  am  '  lenient '?  Do  you  not 
believe  that  I  tell  yoa  what  I  think,  and  as  I  tliink  it?  I 
may  think  wrong,  to  be  sure — but  that  is  not  my  fault : — 
and  so  there  is  no  use  reproaching  me  generally,  unless 
yon  can  convict  me  definitely  at  the  same  time : —  is  there, 
now? 

And  I  have  been  reading  and  admiring  these  letters  of 
Mr.  Corlyle,  and  receiving  the  greatest  pleasure  from  them 
in  every  way.  He  is  greatly  himself  aluxtys — which  ia  the 
Vou  I.— 18 

c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


194  THE  LETTERS  OF  ROBERT  BROWKING    [SEPr.  S 

hudest  thing  for  a  man  to  be,  i>er}tBps.  And  vrhat  hie  ap- 
preciatioii  of  yon  ia,  it  is  easy  to  see — and  what  he  expects 
from  yoa — nohrithstaudit^  that  piodigioTta  advice  of  his,  to 
write  joor  next  work  in  prose  1  Also  Mrs.  Carlyle's  let> 
ter — thant  you  for  letting  me  see  it  I  admire  that  too ! 
It  ia  as  ingenious  '  a  case '  (gainst  poor  Keats,  as  could 
weU  be  drawn — but  nobody  who  knew  very  deeply  what 
poetry  ts,  could,  yon  now,  draw  any  case  against  him.  A 
poet  of  the  senses,  he  may  be  and  is,  jnst  as  she  says — 
but  then  it  is  of  the  senses  idealized;  and  no  dream  in  a 
'  store-room '  would  ever  be  like  the  *  Eve  of  St.  Agnea, ' 
unless  dreamed  by  some  'animosus  infana,'  like  Eeats 
himself.  Still  it  is  all  tree  .  .  ian't  it?  .  .  what  she  ob- 
serves of  the  want  of  thought  as  thought.  He  was  a  seer 
strictly  speaking.  And  what  noble  oppoaitions — (to  go 
back  to  Garlyle's  letters)  .  .  he  writes  to  the  things  yon 
were  speaking  of  yesterday  I  These  letters  are  as  good  as 
Milton's  picture  for  convicting  and  putting  to  shame.  Ia 
not  the  difference  between  the  men  of  our  day  and  '  the 
giants  which  were  on  the  earth, '  lees  .  .  far  less  .  .  in  the 
faculty  .  .  in  the  gift,  .  .  or  in  the  general  intellect,  .  . 
than  in  the  stature  of  the  soul  itself?  Our  inferiority  is  not 
in  what  we  can  do,  but  in  what  we  are.  We  ahonld  write 
poems  like  Milton  if  [we]  lived  them  like  Milton. 

I  write  all  this  jnst  to  ahow,  I  suppose,  that  I  am  not 
indnstrions  as  yon  did  me  the  honour  of  apprehending 
that  I  was  going  to  be  .  .  packing  trunks  perhaps  .  ,  or 
what  else  in  the  way  of  '  active  naefnlnesa.' 

Say  how  you  are — will  yon?  And  do  take  care,  and 
walk  and  do  what  is  good  for  yon.  I  ahall  be  aUe  to  see 
you  twice  before  I  go.  And  oh,  this  going  t  Pray  for  me, 
dearest  friend.    May  God  bless  yon. 

E.  B.  B. 
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B.B.ioKB.B. 

ThtindBf  Morning. 
[Post-mark,  September  11,  184S.] 

Here  are  yonr  beaatifal,  and  I  am  sure  tive  sonnets ; 
the;  look  trne — I  remember  the  l^ht  hair,  I  find.  And 
who  paints,  and  dares  exhibit,  E.  B.  B'b  self?  And  sniely 
'Alfred's '  pencil  has  not  foregone  its  best  privilege,  not 
lelt  the  face  misketched?  Italians  call  such  an  *  effect  de- 
lectiTe' — '  I'andaraBomaseDzaTedereilPapa.'  He  most 
k&ve  began  by  seeing  his  Holiness,  I  know,  and  .  .  he  will 
not  trust  me  with  the  resoli,  that  my  sister  may  copy  it 
for  me,  becanse  we  are  strangers,  he  and  I,  and  I  coold 
give  him  nothing,  nothing  like  the  proper  price  for  it — 
bat  you  wonld  lend  it  to  me,  I  think,  nor  need  I  do  more 
than  thank  yon  in  my  osnal  effective  and  very  eloquent  way 
—for  I  have  already  been  allowed  to  visit  yon  seventeen 
timee,  do  yon  know ;  and  this  last  letter  of  yours,  fiftieth 
is  the  same  t  So  all  my  pride  is  gone,  pride  in  that  sense 
—and  I  mean  to  take  of  yon  for  ever,  and  reconcile  myself 
with  my  lot  in  this  life.  Coold,  and  woold,  yon  give  me 
BQch  a  sketch?  It  has  been  on  my  mind  to  ask  yon  ever 
since  I  knew  yon  if  nothing  in  the  way  of  good  portrait 
existed — and  this  occasion  bids  me  speak  ont,  I  dare  be- 
lieve :  the  more,  that  you  have  also  quieted — have  you  not? 
—another  old  obstinate  and  very  likely  impertinent  qnes- 
tioning  of  mine — as  to  the  little  name  which  was  neither 
Orinda,  nor  Sacharissa  (forwhich  thank  providence)  and  is 
iterer  to  appear  in  books,  though  you  write  them.  Now  I 
know  it  and  writs  it — '  Ba ' — and  thank  yon,  and  your 
Intither  George,  and  only  burned  his  kind  letter  because 
yoQ  bade  me  who  know  best.  So,  wish  by  wish,  one  geta 
one's  wbhen — at  least  I  do — for  one  instance,  you  will,  go 
to  Italy 

j.'^-lfrr^r.iCfr^C^rffiTlrj^l'? 
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Why,  '  lean  and  barken  after  it '  as  Donne  sa^s — 
Don't  expect  Sfeapolitan  Soener;  at  Pisa,  quite  in  the 
Korth,  remember.  Mrs.  Shelley  found  Italy  for  the  first 
time,  real  Italy,  at  Sorrento,  abe  says.  Oh  that  book — 
does  one  wake  or  sleep?  The  '  Mary  dear '  with  the  brown 
eyes,  and  Godwin's  daughter  and  Shelley's  wife,  and  who 
surely  was  something  better  once  upon  a  time — and  to  go 
fbroi^h  Borne  and  Florence  and  the  rest,  after  what  I  sup- 
pose to  be  Lady  Londonderry's  fashion:  the  intrepidity 
of  the  commonplace  quite  astounds  me.  And  then  that 
way,  when  she  and  the  like  of  her  are  put  in  a  new  place, 
with  new  flowers,  new  stones,  faces,  walls,  all  new — of 
looking  wisely  up  at  the  sun,  clouds,  evening  star,  or 
mountain  top  and  wisely  saying  '  who  shall  describe  that 
sight!' — Not  ymt,  we  very  well  see — but  why  don't  you 
tell  us  that  at  Bome  they  eat  roasted  chestnnta,  and  put  the 
sheila  into  their  aprons,  the  women  do,  and  calmly  empty 
the  whole  on  the  heads  of  the  passengers  in  the  street 
below;  and  that  at  Padua  when  a  man  drives  his  waggon 
up  to  a  house  and  stops,  all  the  mouse-coloured  oxen  that 
pull  it  from  a  beam  against  their  foreheads  sit  down  in  a 
heap  and  rest.  But  once  she  travelled  the  country  with 
Shelley  on  arm ;  now  she  plods  it,  Bogers  in  hand — to  such 
things  and  uses  may  we  come  at  last!  Her  remarks  on  art, 
once  she  lets  go  of  Bio's  akirts,  are  amazing — Fra  An- 
gelieo,  for  instance,  only  painted  Martyrs,  Virgins  <to..  she 
had  no  eyes  for  the  divine  bon-bourgeoi»ie  of  his  piotnrea ; 
the  dear  common  folk  of  his  crowds,  those  who  sit  and 
listen  (spectacle  at  noae  and  bent  into  a  comfortable  heap 
to  hear  better)  at  the  sermon  of  the  Sunt— and  the  children, 
and  women,— divinely  pure  they  all  are,  but  fresh  from  the 
streets  and  market  place — but  she  is  wrong  every  where, 
that  is,  not  right,  not  seeing  what  is  to  see,  speaking  what 
one  expects  to  hear — I  quarrel  with  her,  for  ever,  I  think. 
I  am  much  better,  and  mean  to  be  well  as  you  desire — 
I  shall  correct  the  verses  yoo  have  seen,  and  make  them  do 
for  the  present. 
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Saturday,  then  1    And  one  other  time  only,  do  yon  say? 
God  bless  yon,  my  own,  best  friend. 

Yours  ever 
B.B. 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Ttiunday. 
[Post-maik,  September  11, 184B.] 

Will  yon  come  on  Friday  .  .  to-morrow  .  .  instead  of 
Saturday — will  it  be  the  same  thing?  Because  I  have  heard 
from  "Mx.  Kenyon,  who  is  to  be  in  London  on  Friday  even- 
ing he  says,  and  therefore  may  mean  to  visit  me  on  Satur* 
day  I  imagine.  So  let  it  be  Friday — if  you  shonld  not,  for 
texf  reason,  prove  Monday  to  be  better  still. 
May  God  bless  you — 

Ever  yours, 

E.  B.  B. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Saturday  UornlDg. 
rPost-m&rk,  September  18,  1840.] 

Now,  dearest,  I  will  try  and  write  the  little  I  shall  be 
able,  ID  reply  to  your  letter  of  last  week — and  first  of  all  I 
have  to  intreat  you,  now  more  than  ever,  to  help  me  and 
nnderstaod  from  the  few  words  the  feelings  behind  them — 
(I  shonld  apeak  rather  more  easily,  I  think — but  I  dare  not 
run  the  risk:  and  I  know,  after  all,  yon  will  be  jost  and 
kind  where  yon  oan.)  I  have  read  your  letter  again  and 
again.  I  will  tell  you — no,  not  yov^  but  any  imaginary 
other  person,  who  shonld  hear  what  I  am  goii^  to  avow; 
I  wonld  tell  that  person  most  sincerely  there  is  not  a  par- 
ticle of  fatuity,  shall  I  call  it,  in  that  avowal ;  cannot  be, 
seeing  that  from  the  beginning  and  at  this  moment  I  never 
dreamed  of  winning  your  hve.  I  can  hardly  write  this 
word,  BO  incongmouH  and  impossible  does  it  seem ;  such 
a  change  of  onr  places  dora  it  imply — nor,  next  to  thal^ 
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tlioii^h  long  eiter,  would  I,  if  I  could,  BttppUut  one  of  any  of 
the  affectioDH  that  I  know  to  have  taken  root  m  yoa — thai 
great  and  solemn  one,  for  instance.  I  feel  that  if  I  coold 
get  myeelf  remade,  as  if  tamed  to  gold,  I  WOULD  not  even 
then  desire  to  become  more  than  the  mere  Betting  to  thai 
diamond  yon  mnst  always  wear.  The  regard  and  esteem 
yon  now  give  me,  in  this  letter,  and  which  I  press  to  my 
heart  and  bow  my  head  npon,  is  all  I  can  take  and  all  too 
embarrassing,  using  aU  my  gratitude.  And  yet,  with  that 
contented  pride  in  being  infinitely  yonr  debtor  as  it  is, 
bonnd  to  you  for  ever  as  it  is;  when  I  read  your  letter 
with  aU  the  determination  to  be  just  to  us  both;  I  dare 
not  so  far  withstand  the  light  I  am  master  of,  as  to  refose 
seeing  that  whatever  is  recorded  as  an  objection  to  yonr 
disposing  of  that  life  of  mine  I  would  give  yon,  has  refer- 
ence to  some  supposed  good  in  that  life  which  yonr  ac- 
cepting it  would  destroy  (of  which  fancy  I  shall  speak 
presently) — I  say,  wonder  as  I  may  at  this,  I  cannot  bat 
find  it  there,  surely  there.  I  could  no  more  '  bind  you 
by  words,'  than  you  have  bonnd  me,  as  you  say — bat  if  I 
misnnderstand  yon,  one  assurance  to  that  effect  will  be  but 
too  intelligible  to  me — but,  as  it  ts,  I  have  difficulty  in 
imagining  that  while  one  of  so  many  reasons,  which  I  am 
not  obliged  to  repeat  to  myself,  but  which  any  one  eaaily 
conceives ;  while  any  one  of  those  reasons  would  impose 
silence  on  me  for  ever  (for,  as  I  observed,  I  love  you  as 
yoa  now  are,  and  would  not  remove  one  affection  that  is 
already  part  of  yon,) — vjould  yoa,  being  able  to  speak  ao, 
only  say  that  you  desire  not  to  put '  more  sadness  than  I 
was  bonx  to,'  into  my  life?— that  you  '  conld  give  me  only 
what  it  were  nngeneroua  to  give '  ? 

Have  I  your  meaning  here?  In  so  many  words,  is  it 
on  my  accoont  that  yoa  bid  me  '  leave  this  snbject '?  I 
think  if  it  were  so,  I  would  for  once  eall  my  advantages 
round  me.  I  am  not  what  your  generous  self-forgetting 
appreciation  would  sometimes  make  me  out— but  it  is  not 
since  yesterday,  nor  ten  nor  twenty  years  before,  that  I 
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began  to  look  into  my  own  life,  and  stadj  its  6dA,  and  n- 
qmiemeuts,  what  would  torn  to  its  good  or  its  loss — and  I 
know,  if  one  may  know  anything,  tliat  to  make  that  life 
yooTB  and  increase  it  by  onion  with  yoorB,  woTild  render 
me  tupremdy  happy,  as  I  said,  and  say,  and  feel.  My 
whole  suit  to  yon  is,  in  that  sense,  etSfiah — not  that  I  am 
ignorant  that  yoar  nature  would  most  snrely  attain  happi- 
ness in  being  conscious  that  it  made  another  happy — but 
that  beat,  best  end  of  aS,  would,  like  the  rest,  come  from 
yourself,  be  a  refiection  of  yonr  own  gift. 

Dearest,  I  will  end  here — words,  persnasion,  argu- 
ments, if  they  were  at  my  service  I  would  not  ose  them — 
I  believe  in  yon,  altc^ether  have  faith  in  yon — in  yon.  I 
will  not  think  of  insolting  by  trying  to  reassure  you  on 
one  point  which  certain  phrases'  in  your  letter  might  at 
first  glance  seem  to  imply — yon  do  not  understand  me  to 
be  living  and  labouring  and  writing  (and  not  writing)  in 
order  to  be  snccessfnl  in  the  world's  sense?  t  even  con- 
vinced the  people  here  what  was  my  true  '  hononrable  posi- 
tion in  society,'  &c.  &c,  therefore  I  sheH  not  have  to  in- 
form you  that  I  desire  to  be  very  rich,  very  great;  bat  not 
in  reading  Iaw  gratis  with  dear  foolish  old  Basil  Montagu, 
as  he  ever  and  anon  bothers  me  to  do ; — much  less — enough 
of  this  nonsense. 

'  Tell  me  what  I  have  a  claim  to  hear ' :  I  can  hear  it, 
and  be  as  grateful  as  I  was  before  and  am  now — yonr  friend- 
ship is  my  pride  and  happiness.  If  yon  told  me  yonr  love 
was  bestowed  elsewhere,  and  that  it  was  in  my  power  to 
serve  you  there,  to  serve  yon  there  would  still  be  my  pride 
and  happiness.  I  look  on  and  on  over  the  prospect  of  my 
love,  it  is  all  onwards — and  all  possible  forms  of  nnkind- 
no88  .  .  I  quite  langh  to  think  how  they  are  behind  .  . 
cannot  be  enconntered  in  the  route  we  are  travelling  1  I 
Bvbmit  to  you  and  will  obey  you  impliciUy^obey  what  I 
am  able  to  conceive  of  your  least  desire,  much  more  of 
yonr  expressed  wish.  But  it  was  necessary  to  moke  this 
avowal,  among  other  reasons,  for  one  which  the  world 
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wonid  recognize  too.  My  whole  aoheme  of  life  (with  its 
wonts,  msterial  wants  at  least,  closely  cut  down)  was  long 
ago  calculated — and  it  supposed  you,  the  finding  such  an 
one  as  yon,  utterly  impossible — because  in  calonlating  one 
goes  upon  chances,  not  on  providence — how  could  I  expect 
yon?  So  for  my  own  future  way  in  the  world  I  have  al- 
ways refused  to  care — any  one  who  can  live  a  couple  ctf 
years  and  more  on  bread  and  potatoes  as  I  did  once  on  a 
time,  and  who  prefers  a  blouse  and  a  blue  shirt  (such  as  I 
now  write  in)  to  all  manner  of  dress  and  gentlemanly  ap- 
pointment, and  who  can,  if  necessary,  groom  a  horse  not 
so  badly,  or  at  all  events  would  rather  do  it  all  day  long 
than  succeed  Mr.  Fitzroy  Kelly  in  the  Solicitor-Qeneral- 
ship, — such  an  one  need  not  very  much  concern  himself  be- 
yond considering  the  lilies  how  they  grow.  But  now  I  see 
you  near  tiiis  life,  all  ohuiges — and  at  a  word,  I  will  do  all 
that  ought  to  be  done,  that  every  one  naed  to  say  could  be 
done,  and  let  '  all  my  powers  find  sweet  employ  *  as  Di. 
Watte  sings,  in  getting  whatever  is  to  be  got — not  very  much, 
surely.  I  would  print  these  things,  get  them  away,  and  do 
this  now,  and  go  to  yon  at  Pisa  with  the  news — at  Pisa 
where  one  may  live  for  some  ^00  a  year — while,  lo,  I  seem 
to  remember,  I  do  remember,  that  Charles  !Kean  offered  to 
give  me  600  of  those  pounds  for  any  play  that  might  suit 
him — to  say  nothing  of  Tl/bt.  Colbum  saying  confidentially 
that  he  wanted  more  than  his  dinner  '  a  novel  on  the  subject 
of  Napoleon ' !  So  may  one  make  money,  if  one  does  not 
live  in  a  house  in  a  row,  and  feel  impelled  to  take  the  Prin- 
cess's Theatre  for  a  laudable  development  and  exhibition  of 
one's  faculty. 

Take  the  sense  of  all  this,  I  beseech  you,  dearest — all 
you  shall  say  will  be  best — I  am  yours — 

Yes,  Tours  ever.  God  bless  you  for  all  yon  have  been, 
and  are,  and  vrill  certainly  be  to  me,  come  what  He  shall 
please! 

B.B. 
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£.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

[Poat-mark,  Septomber  IS,  1810.] 
I  soared;  know  hovr  to  write  what  is  to  be  written  nor 
indeed  why  it  is  to  be  written  and  to  what  end.  I  have 
triedinvain— and  yon  are  waiting  to  hear  from  me.  lam 
anhappy  enongb  even  where  I  am  happy — bat  ungrate- 
M  nowhere — and  I  thank  yon  from  ray  heart — profound- 
ly trom  the  deptha  of  my  heart  .  .  which  is  nearly  all  I 
<!ando. 

One  letter  I  began  to  write  and  asked  in  it  how  it  oonld 
become  me  to  speak  at  all  if  ^from  the  beginning  and  at  this 
moment  yowneverdraxmed  of  .  .  and  there,  I  stopped  and 
tore  the  paper;  beoaose  I  felt  that  yon  were  too  loyal  and 
generous,  for  me  to  bear  to  take  a  moment's  advantage  of 
the  same,  and  bend  down  the  very  flowering  branch  of  your 
generosity  (as  it  might  be)  to  thicken  a  little  the  fence  of  a 
woman's  caution  and  reeerre.     Yon  will  not  say  that  yon 

have  not  acted  as  if  yon  '  dreamed ' and  I  will  answer 

therefore  to  the  general  sense  of  yonr  letter  and  former  let- 
ters, and  admit  at  once  that  I  did  state  to  you  the  difficul- 
ties most  difficult  to  mys^  .  .  thoi^h  not  all  .  .  and  that 
if  I  had  been  worthier  of  you  I  should  have  been  propor- 
tionably  less  in  haste  to  '  bid  you  leave  that  subject. '  I 
do  not  understand  how  yon  can  seem  at  the  same  moment 
to  have  faith  in  my  integrity  and  to  have  doubt  whetiier  all 
this  time  I  may  not  have  felt  a  preference  for  another  .  . 
which  you  are  ready  '  to  serve,'  you  say.  Which  is  gen- 
erous in  yon — bat  in  me,  where  were  the  int^rity?  Could 
you  really  hold  me  to  be  blameless,  and  do  you  think  that 
trae-hearted  women  act  usually  so?  Can  it  be  necessary 
for  me  to  tell  yon  that  I  could  not  have  acted  so,  and  did 
not?  And  shall  I  shrink  from  telling  you  besides  .  .  you, 
who  have  been  generous  to  me  and  have  a  right  to  hear  it 
•  •  and  have  spoken  to  me  in  the  name  of  an  affection  and 
niemory  most  precious  and  holy  to  me,  in  this  same  letter 
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.  .  thai  neither  dott  nor  formerly  has  any  man  been  to  my 
feelings  what  yon  are  .  .  and  that  if  I  were  difTerent  in 
Bome  respects  and  free  in  others  by  the  providence  of  God, 
I  wonld  accept  the  great  trnat  of  your  happiness,  gladly, 
proudly,  and  gratefully;  and  give  away  my  own  life  and 
soul  to  that  end.  I  would  do  it  .  .  tiot,  I  do  .  .  observe ! 
it  is  a  tmth  without  a  consequence ;  only  meaning  that  X 
am  not  all  atone — only  proving  that  I  am  not  likely  to  con- 
~  sent  to  help  yon  in  wrong  against  yourself.  You  see  in 
i  me  what  is  not : — tJiat,  I  know :  and  yon  overlook  in  me 
what  is  nnsoitable  to  yon  .  .  that  I  know,  and  have  some- 
iimes  told  you.  Still,  because  a  strong  feeling  from  some 
sources  is  self-vindicating  and  ennoblii^  to  the  object  of 
it,  I  will  not  say  that,  if  it  were  proved  to  me  that  yon  felt 
this  for  me,  I  would  persist  in  putting  the  sense  of  my  own 
unworthinesB  between  you  and  me — not  being  heroic,  yon 
know,  nor  pretending  to  be  so.  But  something  worse  than 
even  a  sense  of  unworthiness,  Ood  has  put  between  us  I  and 
judge  yourself  if  to  beat  your  thooghts  against  the  immov- 
able marble  of  it,  can  be  anything  but  pain  and  vexation 
of  spirit,  waste  and  wear  of  spirit  to  you  .  .  judge  I  The 
present  is  here  to  be  seen  .  .  speaking  for  itself !  end  the 
best  future  yon  can  imagine  for  me,  what  a  precarions 
thing  it  must  be  .  .  a  thing  for  making  burdens  out  of  .  . 
only  not  for  your  carrying,  as  I  have  vowed  to  my  own 
soul.  As  dear  Mr.  Kenyon  said  to  me  to-day  in  his  smil- 
ing kindness  .  .  '  In  ten  years  you  may  be  strong  per- 
haps ' — or  '  almost  strong '  I  that  being  the  enoonn^ement 
of  my  best  friends !  What  wonld  he  say,  do  yon  think,  if 
he  could  know  or  guess  .  .  I  what  could  he  say  bnt  that 
yon  were  .  .  a  poet! — and  I  .  .  still  worse  1  Ifeoer  let 
him  know  or  guess ! 

And  so  if  yon  are  wise  and  wonld  be  happy  (and  yon 

,  have  excellent  practical  sense  after  all  and  should  ezeioise 

■  it)  you  must  leave  me — these  thoughts  of  me,  I  mean  .  , 

for  if  we  might  not  be  true  friends  for  ever,  I  should  have 

lees  courage  to  say  the  other  tmth.    But  we  may  be  friends 
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always  .  .  and  canxiot  be  so  separated,  tbat  your  happi- 
,11688,  in  the  knowledge  of  it,  will  not  increase  mine.  And 
if  yon  will  be  peraoaded  by  me,  as  yoQ  say,  you  will  be 
persuaded  thus  .  .  and  consent  to  take  a  resolution  and 
force  your  mind  at  once  into  another  channel.  Perhaps  I 
might  bring  you  reasons  of  the  class  which  yon  tell  me 
'  would  sUence  yoa  for  ever.'  £  might  certainly  tell  you 
that  my  own  father,  if  he  knew  that  you  had  written  to  me 
so,  and  that  I  had  answered  you — so,  even,  would  not  for- 
give me  at  the  end  of  ten  years — and  this,  from  none  of  the 
causes  mentioned  by  me  here  and  in  no  disrespect  to  yonx 
name  and  your  position  .  .  though  he  does  not  over-Talue 
poetry  even  in  his  daughter,  and  is  apt  to  take  the  world's 
measures  of  the  means  of  life  .  .  but  for  the  singular  rea- 
son that  he  never  does  tolerate  in  his  family  (sons  or  daugh- 
ters) the  development  of  one  class  of  feelings.  Such  an 
objection  I  could  not  bring  to  yoa  of  my  own  wUl — it  rang 
hollow  in  my  ears — perhaps  I  thought  even  too  little  of  it : 
— and  I  brought  to  you  what  I  thought  much  of,  and  can- 
not cease  to  think  much  of  equally.  Worldly  thoughts, 
these  are  not  at  all,  nor  have  been :  there  need  be  no  soil- 
ing of  the  heart  with  any  such: — and  I  will  say,  in  reply 
to  some  words  of  yours,  that  yon  cannot  despise  tlie  gold 
and  gauds  of  the  world  more  than  I  do,  and  should  do  even 
if  I  found  a  use  for  them.  And  if  I  wished  to  be  very  poor,  - 
in  the  world's  sense  of  poverty,  I  couJd  not,  with  three  or 
four  hundred  a  year  of  which  no  living  will  can  disposaesa 
me.  And  is  it  not  the  chief  good  of  money,  the  being  free 
from  the  need  of  thinking  of  it?    It  seems  so  to  me. 

The  obstacles  then  are  of  another  character,  and  the 
stronger  for  being  so.  Believe  that  I  am  grateful  to  yoa — 
how  grateful,  cannot  be  shown  in  words  nor  even  in  tears 
.  .  grateful  enough  to  be  truthful  in  all  ways.  Ton  know 
I  might  have  hidden  myself  from  you — but  I  would  not: 
and  by  the  truth  told  of  myself,  you  may  believe  in  the 
eameeiness  with  which  I  tell  the  other  truths — of  you  .  . 
and  of  this  sabjeot.    The  subject  will  not  bear  oonsidera- 
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tioD— it  breaks  in  oar  liaudfi.  Bat  that  Qod  is  Btronger 
than  we,  cannot  be  a  bitter  tbonght  to  yoa  bnt  a  hol;- 
tbooglLt  .  .  wliile  He  lets  me,  aa  maoh  as  I  can  be  an;- 
one's,  be  only  joora. 

E.  B.  B. 


B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[Poit-mftrk,  September  t7. 1848.] 
I  do  not  know  vhether  yoa  imagine  the  precise  effect 
of  yoor  letter  on  me — very  likely  yoa  do,  and  write  it  jnst 
for  that — for  I  conceiye  oR  from  yonr  goodness.  Bnt  be- 
fore I  tell  yon  what  is  that  effect,  let  me  say  in  as  tew 
words  as  possible  what  shall  atop  any  fear—thongh  onl,T 
for  a  moment  and  on  the  outset — that  yon  have  been  mis- 
onderstood,  that  the  goodness  oviside,  and  round  and  orer 
all,  hides  all  or  any  thing.  I  understand  yon  to  signify  to 
me  that  yoa  see,  at  this  present,  insnrmoontable  obstecles 
to  that — can  I  speak  it — entire  gift,  which  I  shall  own,  was, 
while  I  dared  ask  it,  above  my  hopes — and  wishes,  even, 
so  it  seems  to  me  .  .  and  yet  could  not  bnt  be  asked,  so 
plainly  was  it  dictated  to  me,  by  something  qoite  out  of 
those  hopes  and  wishes.  Will  it  help  me  to  say  that  once 
in  this  Aladdin-cavern  I  knew  I  ought  to  stop  for  no  heaps 
of  jewel-froit  on  the  trees  from  the  very  banning,  but  go 
on  to  the  lamp,  the  prize,  the  last  and  best  of  all?  Well, 
I  understand  you  to  pronounce  that  at  present  you  believe 
this  gift  impossible — and  I  acqnieece  entirely — I  sabmit 
wholly  to  you ;  repose  on  yoa  in  all  the  faith  of  which  I  am 
-capable.  Those  obstacles  are  solely  for  you  to  see  and  to 
declare  .  .  had  /  seen  them,  be  sore  I  should  never  have 
mocked  yoa  or  myself  by  affecting  to  pass  them  over  .  . 
what  xoere  obstacles,  I  mean :  bat  yoa  do  see  them,  I  mast 
think, — and  perhaps  they  strike  me  the  more  from  my 
trne,  honest  unfeigned  inability  to  imagine  what  they  are, 
— not  that  I  shall  endeavoar.  After  what  yoa  cdeo  apprise 
me  of,  I  know  and  am  joyfully  confident  that  if  ever  they 
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eeue  to  be  what  70a  dow  consider  them,  70a  who  Bee  now 
firr  me,  whom  I  impUciU;  tntst  is  to  see  for  me ;  you  will 
&en,  too,  see  and  remember  me,  and  how  I  tmst,  and  shall 
then  be  atill  trusting.  And  until  yon  so  see,  and  so  infonn 
me,  I  shall  never  ntter  a  word — for  that  would  involve  the 
Tileet  of  implications.  I  thank  Ood— I  do  thank  him,  that 
in  this  whole  matter  I  have  been,  to  the  ntmoat  of  my 
power,  not  unworthy  of  hia  introducing  yon  to  me,  in  this 
mpect  that,  being  no  longer  in  the  first  freshness  of  life, 
and  having  for  many  years  now  made  ap  my  mind  to  the 
impossibility  of  loving  any  woman  .  .  having  wondered  at 
this  in  the  b^inning,  and  fought  not  a  little  against  it, 
liaving  acquiesced  in  it  at  last,  and  accounted  for  it  all  to 
myself,  and  become,  if  anything,  rather  proud  of  it  than 
sorry  .  .  I  say,  when  real  love,  making  itself  at  once  reo- 
ognieed  aa  such,  did  reveal  itself  to  me  at  last,  I  did  open 
my  heart  to  it  with  a  cry — nor  care  for  its  overtoming  all 
my  theory — nor  mistrust  its  effect  upon  a  mind  set  in  ulti- 
mate order,  so  I  fancied,  for  the  few  years  more — nor  ap- 
pnheod  in  the  least  that  the  new  element  would  harm  what 
was  already  organized  without  its  help.  Kor  have  I,  either, 
been  guilty  of  the  more  pardonable  folly,  of  treating  the 
Mv  feeling  after  the  pedantic  fashions  and  instances  of  the 
world.  I  have  not  spoken  when  t^  did  not  speak,  because 
'  one '  might  speak,  or  has  spoken,  or  should  speak,  and 
'  plead '  and  all  that  miserable  work  which  after  all,  I  may 
well  continue  proud  that  I  am  not  called  to  attempt.  Hen 
for  instance,  now  .  .  'one*  should  despair;  but  'try 
again '  first,  and  work  blindly  at  removing  those  obstacles 
( — if  I  saw  them,  I  should  be  silent,  and  only  speak  when 
s  month  hence,  ten  years  hence,  I  could  bid  you  look  where 
they  were) — and  '  one '  would  do  all  this,  not  for  the  j)i3y- 
aeting^8  sake,  or  to  '  look  the  character '  .  .  (that  would 
be  something  quite  different  from  folly  .  .)  but  from  a  not 
nnreaaonable  anxiety  lest  by  too  sudden  a  silence,  too  com- 
plete an  acceptance  of  your  will ;  the  earnestness  and  en- 
doranoe  and  unabatedness  .  .  the  truth,  in  fact,  of  what 
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had  already  been  professed,  should  get  to  be  qxiestioiiied~ 
Bat  I  believe  that  yon  believe  me — ^And  now  that  all  is 
dear  between  as  I  will  say,  what  you  will  hear,  withoai 
fearing  for  me  or  yooraelf,  that  I  am  ntterly  contented 
.  .  {'  grateful '  I  have  done  with  .  .  it  moat  go — )  I  ac- 
cept what  you  give  me,  wiiat  those  words  deliver  to  me, 
as — not  all  I  asked  for  ,  ,  as  I  said  .  .  bat  as  more  than 
I  ever  hoped  for, — off,  in  the  best  sense,  that  I  deserved. 
That  phrase  in  my  letter  which  yon  objected  to,  and  the 
other — may  stand,  too — ^I  never  attempted  to  declare,  de- 
scribe my  feeling  for  yon — one  word  of  course  stood  for 
it  all  .  .  but  having  to  pat  down  some  one  poini,  so  to 
speak,  of  it — yon  could  not  wonder  if  I  took  any  extreme 
one  Jirst  .  .  never  minding  all  the  untold  jKirtion  that  led 
up  to  it,  made  it  possible  and  natural — it  is  true,  'I  could 
not  dream  of  that ' — that  I  was  eager  to  get  the  horrible  no- 
tion away  from  never  so  flitting  a  visit  to  you,  that  yon  were 
thus  and  thus  to  me  on  conation  of  my  proving  jost  the 
same  to  you — just  as  if  we  had  waited  to  acknowledge  that 
the  moon  lighted  as  till  we  ascertained  within  these  two  or 
three  hundred  years  that  the  earth  happens  to  light  the 
moon  as  well  I  Bat  I  felt  that,  and  so  said  it : — now  yon 
have  declared  what  I  should  never  have  presumed  to  hope 
— and  I  repeat  to  you  that  I,  with  all  to  be  thankful  for  to 
God,  am  most  of  all  thankful  for  this  the  last  of  his  provi- 
dences .  .  which  is  no  doubt,  the  natnral  and  iueritable 
feeling,  conld  one  always  see  clearly.  Tonr  regard  for  me 
is  dU,  success — let  the  rest  come,  or  not  come.  In  my 
heart's  thankfulness  I  would  .  .  I  am  sure  I  would  prom- 
ise anything  that  would  gratify  you  .  .  but  it  would  not 
do  that,  to  agree,  in  words,  to  change  my  affections,  put 
them  elsewhere  &o.  £c.  That  would  be  pure  foolish  talk- 
ing, and  quite  foreign  to  the  practioal  results  which  yon 
will  attain  in  a  better  way  from  a  higher  motive.  I  will 
cheerfolly  promise  yon,  however,  to  be  '  bound  by  no 
words,'  blind  to  no  miracle;  in  sober  earnest^  it  is  not  be- 
cause I  renounced  once  for  all  oxen  and  the  owning  and 
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hsring  to  do  Trith  them,  that  I  will  obatliiately  tarn  away 
from  any  nmocwn  when  aach  an  apparition  blesses  me  .  . 
bet  meantime  I  shall  walk  at  i>eace  on  oar  bills  here  nor 
go  looking  in  all  comers  for  the  bright  cnrred  horn !  And 
as  for  yon  .  .  ii  I  did  not  dare  '  to  dream  of  that ' — ,  now 
it  is  mine,  my  pride  and  joy  prevent  is  no  manner  my  tak- 
ing the  whole  consolation  of  it  at  once,  nott; — I  will  be  con- 
fident that,  if  I  obey  yon,  I  shall  get  no  wrong  for  it — if, 
endeavonring  to  spare  yon  fmitless  pain,  I  do  not  eternally 
lerort  to  the  snbject;  do  indeed  '  qoit '  it  Jost  now,  when 
DO  good  can  come  of  dwelling  on  it  to  yon ;  yon  will  never 
Biy  to  yourself — 'so  I  said — the'  'generous  impnlse" 
'  has  worn  itself  oat  .  .  time  is  doing  his  osaal  work — 
this  was  to  be  expected '  &c.  &c.  Toa  will  be  the  first  to 
Bay  to  ma  *  snch  an  obstacle  has  ceased  to  exist  .  .  or  is 
now  become  one  palpable  to  you,  one  you  may  try  and 
onrcome ' — and  I  shall  be  there,  and  ready — ten  years 
hence  as  now — if  alive. 

One  final  word  on  the  other  matters — the  '  worldly  mat- 
taiB ' — I  shall  own  I  allnded  to  them  rather  ostentatiously, 
becaose — becaase  that  wmdd  be  the  one  poor  sacrifice  I 
coold  make  yoa — one  I  would  cheerfully  make,  bnt  a  sac- 
rifice, and  the  only  one :  this  careless  '  sweet  habitade  of 
HriDg '  — this  absolute  independence  of  mine,  which,  if  I  had 
it  not,  my  heart  wonld  starve  and  die  for,  I  feel,  and  which 
I  have  fought  so  many  good  battles  to  preserve — for  that 
has  happened,  too — this  light  rational  life  I  lead,  and  know 
BO  well  that  I  lead;  this  I  could  give  up  for  nothing  less 
than — what  you  know — bnt  I  tcould  give  it  up,  not  for  you 
taerely,  but  for  those  whose  disappointment  might  re-act 
(m  you — and  I  should  break  no  promise  to  myself — the 
money  getting  wonld  not  be  for  the  sake  of  it;  '  the  labour 
not  for  that  which  is  nought' — indeed  the  necessity  of 
d(nng  this,  if  at  all,  now,  was  one  of  the  reasons  which 
make  me  go  on  to  that  last  request  of  aU — at  once ;  one  must 
not  be  too  old,  they  say,  to  begin  their  ways.  But,  in  spite 
of  all  the  babble,  I  feel  sure  that  whenever  I  make  np  my 
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mind  to  that,  I  can  be  rich  enoagh  and  to  spare — beoaose 
aloDg  with  what  you  have  thought  genius  in  me,  iB  certain^ 
talent,  what  the  world  recognizee  as  anch;  and  I  have  tried 
it  in  Tariottfi  ways,  just  to  be  Bore  tiiat  I  loaa  a  litde  mag- 
nanimous in  never  intending  to  nse  it  Thus,  in  more  than 
one  of  the  reviewa  and  newspapers  that  laughed  my  '  Para^ 
celsQS '  to  soom  ten  years  ago — in  the  same  colamn,  often, 
of  these  reviews,  would  follow  a  most  laudatory  notice  of 
an  Elementary  French  book,  on  a  new  plan,  which  I  '  did ' 
for  my  old  French  Master,  and  he  published — '  that  was 
really  an  useful  work ' ! — So  that  when  the  only  obstacle  is 
only  that  there  is  so  much  per  anraan  to  be  producible,  yoa 
will  tell  me.  After  all  it  would  be  unfair  in  me  not  to  con- 
fess that  this  was  always  intended  to  be  my  own  single 
stipulation — '  an  objection '  which  I  could  see,  certainly, — ■ 
bat  meant  to  treat  myself  to  the  little  luxury  of  removing. 
So,  now,  dearest — let  me  once  think  of  that,  and  of  yoa 
as  my  own,  my  dearest — this  once — dearest,  I  have  done 
with  words  for  the  present.  I  will  wait.  God  blees  yoo 
and  reward  yoa — I  kiss  yonr  hands  now.  This  is  my  com- 
fort, that  if  yoa  accept  my  feeling  as  all  bat  unexpressed 
now,  more  and  more  will  become  spoken — or  underatood, 
that  is — we  both  live  on — yoa  will  fciiow  better  tohat  it  was, 
how  mach  and  manifold,  what  one  little  word  had  to  give 
oat. 

God  bless  you — 

Tour  B.  B. 

On  Thursday, — you  remember? 

This  is  Tuesday  Night— 

I  called  on  Saturday  at  the  Office  in  St.  Mary  Axe — all 
nuoertainty  about  the  vessel's  sailing  again  for  L^hom — 
it  could  not  sail  before  the  middle  of  the  month — and  only 
then  if  &o.    But  if  I  would  leave  my  card  &o.  &o. 
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K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

ytv&andaj  Homing, 
[Poat-muk,  September  17,  IMS.] 

I  Trite  <me  word  just  to  say  that  it  ia  all  over  with  Pisa; 
which  waB  a  probable  evil  when  I  wrote  last,  and  which  I 
foresaw  from  the  beginning — being  a  prophetess,  yoa 
tnow.  I  cannot  tell  yoa  now  how  it  has  all  happened — 
only  do  not  Uame  me,  for  I  have  kept  my  gronnd  to  the  last, 
and  only  yidd  when  Mr.  Kenyon  and  all  the  world  see 
that  there  is  no  standing.  I  am  ashamed  almost  of  having 
pnt  so  much  earnestness  into  a  personal  matter — and  I 
spoke  face  to  face  and  qaite  firmly — bo  as  to  pass  with  my 
siatera  for  the  '  bravest  person  in  the  house  *  withont  ood- 
testation. 

Sometimes  it  seems  to  me  as  if  it  could  not  end  bo— I 
mean,  that  the  responsibility  of  snoh  a  negative  mnst  be 
reconsidered  .  .  and  yoa  see  how  Mr.  Kenyon  writes  to  me. 
Still,  as  the  matter  lies,  .  .  no  Pisa  1  And,  as  I  said  be- 
fore, my  prophetic  instincts  are  not  likely  to  fail,  each  as 
they  have  been  from  the  beginning. 

If  yoa  wish  to  come,  it  most  not  be  nntil  Satarday  at 
soonest.  I  have  a  headache  and  am  weary  at  heart  with 
all  this  vexation — and  besides  there  is  no  haste  now :  and 
when  yon  do  come,  if  you.  do,  I  will  tmat  to  yoa  not  to  recnr 
to  one  subject,  which  most  lie  where  It  fell  .  .  mast  t  I 
had  began  to  write  to  yoa  on  Batorday,  to  say  how  I  had 
foi^otten  to  give  joa  yonr  MSS.  which  were  lying  ready 
for  you  .  .  the  Eood  poems.  Would  it  not  be  desirable 
that  yoa  made  haste  to  see  them  through  the  press,  and 
vent  abroad  with  your  Boman  friends  at  once,  to  try  to  get 
rid  of  that  nneaainees  in  the  head?  Do  think  of  it — and 
more  than  think. 

For  me,  you  are  not  to  fancy  me  unwell.  Only,  not  to 
be  worn  a  little  with  the  last  week's  tormoil,  were  impos- 
Bible~and  Mr.  Kenyon  said  to  me  yesterday  that  he  quite 
Vol.  L— 14 
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wondered  how  I  oonld  bear  it  at  all,  do  anything  leaaon- 
able  at  all,  and  confine  my  misdoings  to  sending  letters  ad- 
dressed to  him  at  Brighton,  when  he  was  at  Dover  I  If  any- 
thing changes,  yon  shall  hear  from-~ 

E.  B.  B. 

Hr.  Keuyon  letoms  to  Dover  immediately.    Hig  kind- 
ness is  impotent  in  the  case. 


E.  B.  B.  to  B.  S. 

Wednesday  Evening. 
[PoBt-mark,  September  18,  184S.] 

Bnt  one  word  before  we  leave  the  subject,  and  then  to 
leave  it  finally;  but  I  cannot  let  yon  go  on  to  fancy  a  mys- 
tery anywhere,  in  obstacles  or  the  rest.  Yon  deeerve  at 
least  a  fnll  frankueea ;  and  in  my  letter  I  meant  to  be  folly 
frank.  I  even  told  you  what  was  an  absurdity,  so  absurd 
that  I  should  far  rather  not  have  told  you  at  all,  only 
that  I  felt  the  need  of  telling  yoa  all :  and  no  mystery  is 
involved  in  that,  except  as  an '  idioayncrasy '  is  a  mystery. 
Bnt  the  '  insurmountable  *  di£Boulty  is  for  you  and  every- 
body to  see;  and  for  me  to  feel,  who  have  been  a  very  by- 
word smoi^  the  talkers,  for  a  confirmed  invalid  through 
months  and  years,  and  who,  even  if  I  were  going  to  Pisa 
and  had  the  best  prospects  possible  to  me,  should  yet  re- 
main liable  to  relapses  and  ^itand  on  precarious  ground  to 
the  end  of  my  life.  Now  that  is  no  mystery  for  the  try- 
ing of  '  faith ' ;  bnt  a  plain  fact,  which  neither  thinking  nor 
speaking  can  make  less  a  fact.    But  don't  let  ns  speak  of  it. 

I  must  speak,  however,  (before  the  silence)  of  what  you 
said  and  repeat  in  words  for  which  I  gratefully  thank  you 
— and  which  are  not  '  ostentations '  though  unnecessary 
words — fop,  if  I  were  in  a  position  to  accept  sacrifices  from 
yon,  I  wonld  not  accept  such  a  sacrifice  .  .  amountii^  to  a 
sacrifice  of  duty  and  dignity  as  well  as  of  ease  and  satisfao- 
tion  .  .  to  an  exchange  of  h^her  work  for  lower  work  .  . 
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and  of  the  Bpecial  vork  yon  ar«  called  to,  for  that  which  is 
work  for  anybody.  I  am  not  bo  ignorant  of  the  right  uses 
and  destimes  of  what  yon  have  and  are.  You  will  leave 
the  Solicitor-GeneraUhips  to  the  Pitzroj  Kellys,  and  jns- 
tify  yoar  own  nature;  and  besides,  do  me  the  little  right, 
(over  the  over-right  yon  are  always  doing  me)  of  belieying 
that  I  wonld  not  bear  or  dare  to  do  you  so  mnoh  wrong,  if 
I  were  in  the  position  to  do  it. 

And  for  aU  the  rest  I  thank  yon — believe  that  I  thank 
yon  ,  .  and  that  the  feeling  Is  not  so  weak  as  the  word. 
That  you  should  care  at  all  for  me  has  been  a  matter  of  un- 
affected wonder  to  me  from  the  first  hoar  rnttU  now — and  I 
cannot  help  the  pun  I  feel  sometimes,  in  thiTiHng  that  it 
wonld  have  been  better  for  yon  if  yon  never  had  known  me. 
May  God  tnm  back  the  evil  of  me !  Certainly  I  admit  that 
I  cannot  expect  yon  .  .  just  at  this  moment,  .  .  to  say 
more  than  yon  say,  .  .  and  I  shall  try  to  be  at  ease  in  the 
oonsideration  that  yon  are  aa  accessible  to  the  '  nnicom ' 
now  as  yon  ever  conid  be  at  any  former  i>eriod  of  yonr  life. 
And  here  I  have  done.  I  had  done  living,  I  thought,  when 
yon  came  and  sought  me  out!  and  why?  and  to  what  end? 
That,  I  cannot  help  thinking  now.  Perhaps  just  that  I 
may  pray  for  you — which  were  a  sufficient  end.  If  you 
come  on  Saturday  I  trust  you  to  leave  this  subject  un- 
touched,— as  it  must  be  indeed  henceforth. 

I  am  yoois, 
E.  B.  B. 

No  word  more  of  Pisa —  I  shall  not  go,  I  think. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[PtHt-roark,  September  18.  1845.] 
Words! — it  was  written  I  should  hate  and  never  use 
them  to  any  purpose.    I  will  not  say  one  word  here— very 
weD  knowing  neither  word  nor  deed  avails — irom  me. 

My  letter  will  have  reassured  you  on  the  point  you  seem 
undecided  about — whether  I  would  speak  &o. 
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I  will  come  whenever  yon  shall  signify  that  I  may  .  . 
whenever,  aoting  in  my  best  interesla,  you  feel  that  it  wiU 
not  hart  yon  (weary  yon  in  any  vay)  to  see  me — but  I  feu 

that  on  Saturday  I  moat  be  otherwhere 1  enclose  the 

letter  from  my  old  foe.  Which  conld  not  but  melt  me  for 
all  my  moroBeness  and  I  can  hardly  go  and  return  for  my 
sister  in  time.     Will  yon  tell  me? 

It  is  dark — but  I  want  to  save  the  post — 

Everyouis 
B.  B. 

S.  B.B.toS.  B. 

Wednefldmf. 
[PtMt-mark,  September  18,  184&] 

Of  course  you  cannot  do  otherwise  than  go  with  your 
sister — or  it  will  be  '  Every  man  out  of  his  humour '  pe^ 
haps — and  you  are  not  so  very  '  savage '  after  all. 

On  Monday  then,  if  you  do  not  hear — to  the  ooDf 
tiary. 

Papa  has  been  walking  to  and  fro  in  this  room,  looking 
thoughtfully  and  talking  leisurely — and  every  moment  I 
have  expected  I  confess,  some  word  (thai  did  not  come) 
about  Pisa.  Mr.  Kenyon  thinks  it  cannot  end  so — and  I 
do  sometimes — and  in  the  meaotime  I  do  confess  to  a  little 
'  Bavageness '  also — at  heart  I  All  I  asked  him  to  say  the 
other  day,  was  that  he  was  not  displeased  with  me — and  lie 
wouldn't;  and  for  me  to  walk  across  his  displeasure  spread 
on  the  threshold  of  the  door,  and  moreover  take  a  sister 
and  brother  with  me,  and  do  such  a  thing  for  the  sake  of 
going  to  Italy  and  securing  a  personal  advantage,  were  al- 
together impossible,  obviously  impossible !  So  poor  Papa 
is  quite  iu  disgrace  with  me  just  now — if  he  would  but 
care  for  iJuUl 

May  Ood  bless  you.  Amuse  yourself  well  on  Saturday. 
I  conld  not  see  yon  on  ^nrsday  any  way,  for  Mr.  £enyon 
is  here  every  day  .  .  staying  in  town  just  on  accoont  of 
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this  Piaa  bnaiiteBS,  in  his  abnndatit  kindneBs  .  .  On  Mon- 
day then. 

Ever  yooiB, 

E.  B.  S. 


B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Thonday  Morning. 
[Post-marii,  September  18,  lUB.] 

Bnt  yon,  too,  will  surely  want,  if  yon  think  me  a  ra- 
tional creature,  my  explanation — vithoat  which  all  that  I 
have  said  and  done  wonld  be  pnre  madness,  I  think.  It  is 
just '  what  I  see '  that  I  do  see,— or  rather  it  has  proved, 
since  I  first  visited  yoa,  that  the  reality  was  infinitely  worse 
than  I  know  it  to  be  ..  for  at,  and  after  the  writing  of  that 
first  letter,  on  my  first  visit,  I  believed — through  some  silly 
or  misapprehended  talk,  collected  at  second  hand  too — that 
yoor  complaint  was  of  qnite  another  nataie — a  spinal  in- 
jury irremediable  in  the  natare  of  it.  Had  it  been  so — now 
speak  for  me,  for  what  yon  hope  I  am,  and  say  how  that 
sbonld  affect  or  neutralize  what  yon  were,  what  I  wished  to 
asaociate  with  myself  in  yon?  Bnt  as  you  now  are : — then 
if  I  had  married  yon  seven  years  ago,  and  this  visitation 
came  now  first,  Ishonldbe  'falfiUing  a  pionsdnty,'  I  sap- 
pose,  in  endnring  what  could  not  be  amended — a  pattern  to 
good  people  in  not  mnning  away  .  .  for  where  were  now 
the  Qse  and  the  good  and  the  profit  and 

I  desire  in  this  life  (with  very  little  flnctnation  for  a 
man  and  too  weak  a  one)  to  live  and  jnst  write  ont  certain 
things  which  are  in  me,  and  so  save  mj  soul.  I  wonld 
endeavonr  to  do  this  if  I  were  forced  to  '  live  among  lions ' 
as  yon  once  said — bnt  I  shonid  best  do  this  if  I  lived  qnietly 
with  myself  and  with  yon.  That  yon  cannot  dance  like 
Gerito  does  not  materiaUy  disarrange  this  plan — nor  that 
I  might  (beside  the  perpetnal  incentive  and  sustainment 
and  consolation)  get,  over  and  above  the  main  reward,  the 
incidental,  particular  and  unexpected  happiness  of  being 
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allowed  Then  not  working  to  latber  oocnpy  myBeli  with 
watching  jon,  than  with  certain  other  potenitB  I  might  be 
otherwise  addicted  to — this,  also,  does  not  couBtitnte  as 
obstacle,  as.  I  see  obstacles. 

Bat  you  see  them — and  I  see  you,  and  know  my  first 
duty  and  do  it  resolutely  if  not  cheerfully. 

As  for  referring  again,  till  leave  by  word  or  letter — you 
will  see — 

And  very  likely,  the  tone  of  this  letter  even  will  be  mis- 
nnderstood— becanse  I  stadioosly  cat  oat  bH  vain  words, 
jooteating  Ac. :— No— will  it? 

I  said,  anadnsedly,  that  Saturday  was  taken  from  me 
.  .  bat  it  was  dark  and  I  had  not  looked  at  the  tit^eta : 
the  hoar  of  the  performance  is  later  than  I  thooght.  If 
to-monow  does  not  sait  yoa,  as  I  infer,  let  it  be  Saturday 
~-at  3 — and  I  will  leave  earlier,  a  little,  and  all  wiU  be  qnite 
right  here.    One  hint  will  apprise  me. 

Qod  bleas  yon,  dearest  friend. 

E.  B. 
Something  else  fast  heard,  mokes  me  relooisntly  strike 
out  Saturday- 
Monday  then,? 

K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Friday  Morolog. 
[pMt-mark,  September  19,  184B.] 

B  ia  not  *  misanderstanding '  yoa  to  know  yon  to  be  the 
most  generous  and  loyal  of  all  in  the  world — yoa  over- 
whelm me  with  your  generosity — only  while  yon  see  from 
above  and  I  from  below,  we  oannot  see  the  same  thing  in 
the  same  light.  Moreover,  it  we  did,  I  should  be  more  be- 
neath yoQ  in  one  sense,  than  I  am.  Do  me  the  jnstaoe  of 
remembering  this  whenever  yoa  recur  in  thought  to  the 
subject  which  ends  here  in  the  words  of  it. 

I  began  to  write  last  Saturday  to  thank  yon  for  all  the 
delight  I  had  had  in  SheUey,  though  you  beguiled  me 
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about  the  penoil-maikB,  wliich  are  few.  Besides  the  trans- 
latioDB,  some  of  the  origiiial  poems  were  not  in  my  copy 
and  were,  so,  quite  new  to  me.  *  Marianne's  Dream '  I 
had  been  anxions  abont  to  no  end — I  oidy  knorr  it  nov. — 
On  Monday  at  the  nsoal  hour.  As  to  coming  twice  into 
town  on  Satniday,  that  woold  hare  been  quite  foolish  ii  it 
had  been  posaiUe.  Dearest  friend, 

lamyoom, 

K  B.  B. 


R  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

{Tatt-ouu-k,  Septamber  24,  IMS.] 
I  have  nothing  to  say  abont  Pisa,  .  .  bat  a  great  deal 
(if  I  conld  say  it)  about  you,  who  do  what  is  wrong  by  yonr 
own  oonfeesion  and  are  ill  becanae  of  it  and  make  people 
uneasy — now  u  it  right  altogether?  is  it  right  to  do  wrong? 
.  .  for  it  comes  to  titat : — and  is  it  kind  to  do  so  mndi 
wrong?  .  .  for  it  comes  almost  to  that  besides.  Ah — yon 
should  not  indeed!  I  seem  to  see  qnite  plainly  that  yoa 
will  be  iU  in  a  serious  way,  if  yon  do  not  take  care  and 
take  exercise;  and  so  yoa  must  consent  to  be  teased  a  little 
into  taking  both.  And  if  yoa  will  not  take  them  here  .  . 
or  not  so  effectually  as  in  other  places ;  why  not  go  with 
your  BaUan  Jrienda?  Hare  yon  thooghi  of  it  at  all?  / 
have  been  thinking  since  yesterday  that  it  might  be  beat 
for  yon  to  go  at  once,  now  that  the  probability  has  tuxiied 
qoite  against  me.  If  I  were  going,  I  should  ask  you  not 
to  do  so  immediately  .  .  but  you  see  how  unlikely  it  is  I — 
altiioogh  I  mean  still  to  speak  my  whole  thoughts — ^I  wi& 
do  thai  .  .  er^  though  for  the  mere  purpose  of  self-satis- 
taction.  Qeoi^e  came  lost  night — but  there  is  an  adverse 
st^  this  morning,  and  neither  of  ua  has  the  opportnsi^ 
necessary.  Only  both  he  and  I  tnS  ^aeak — that  is  certain. 
And  Arabel  had  the  kindness  to  say  yesterday  that  if  I 
liked  to  go,  she  would  go  with  me  at  whatever  hazard — 
which  is  very  kind — ^but  you  know  I  could  not — it  would 
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not  be  right  of  me.  And  perhaps  after  all  we  mar  suu 
the  point  lawfully ;  and  if  not  .  .  at  the  worst  .  .  the  win- 
ter may  be  warm  (it  is  better  to  fall  info  the  hacds  of  Ood, 
as  the  Jew  said),  and  I  may  lose  less  strength  than  osnal, 
.  .  having  more  than  nsoal  to  lose  .  .  and  altc^ether  it 
may  not  be  so  bad  an  altematlTe.  As  to  being  the  canse 
of  any  anger  gainst  my  sister,  yon  would  not  adviBe  me 
into  sach  a  position,  I  am  snre — it  would  be  untenable  for 
one  moment. 

Bat  you  .  .  in  that  case,  .  .  wonld  it  not  be  good  for 
your  head  if  yon  went  at  once?  I  praise  myself  for  saying 
so  to  you — yet  if  it  really  is  good  for  you,  I  don't  deserve 
the  praising  at  all.  And  how  was  it  on  Saturday — ^that 
question  I  did  not  ask  yesterday — with  Ben  Jonson  and 
the  amateurs?  I  thought  of  you  at  the  time — I  mean,  cm 
that  Saturday  evening,  nevertheless. 

You  shall  hear  when  there  is  any  more  to  say.  M^ 
God  blees  you,  dearest  friend  I    I  am  ever  yours, 

E.  B.  B. 

B.B.toE.  B.  B. 

Wedaead&y  Evening, 
[Post-muk.  Septomber  2S,  1846.] 

I  walked  to  town,  this  morning,  and  back  again — so 
that  when  I  foimd  your  note  on  my  return,  and  knew  what 
70a  had  been  enjoining  me  in  the  way  of  exercise,  I  seemed 
as  if  I  knew,  too,  why  tiiat  energetic  fit  had  possessed  me 
and  why  I  sucoombed  to  it  so  readily.  Yon  shall  never 
have  to  intimate  twice  to  me  that  such  an  insignificant 
thing,  even,  as  the  taking  exercise  should  be  done.  Be- 
sides, I  have  many  motives  now  for  wishing  to  continue 
well.  But  Italy  yiwi  now — Oh,  nol  My  friends  woidd  go 
through  Pisa,  too. 

On  that  subject  I  must  not  apeak.  And  yon  have '  more 
strength  to  lose, '  and  are  so  well,  evidently  so  well ;  that 
is,  so  mnoh  better,  so  snre  to  be  still  bettei^-oan  it  be  that 
you  will  not  go  t 
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Here  are  your  ner  notes  on  my  Tersee.  Wliere  are  my 
words  for  the  thanks?  But  yoa  know  what  I  feel,  and 
shall  feel — ever  feel — for  these  and  for  all.  The  notes 
would  be  beyond  price  to  me  if  they  came  from  some  dear 
Phemios  of  a  teacher — bat  from  yoa  I 

The  Theatricals '  went  off '  with  great  ^lat,  and  the 
performance  was  really  good,  really  clever  or  better. 
Forstar's  '  Kitely'  was  very  emphatio  and  earnest,  and 
grew  into  great  interest,  quite  np  to  the  poet's  allotted 
iedier,  which  is  none  of  the  longest.  He  pitched  the  char- 
acter's key  note  too  gravely ,  I  thought ;  ieginning  with  oer- 
tainty,  rather  than  mere  suspicion,  of  evil.  Dickens'  '  Bo- 
badil  *  was  capital — with  perhaps  a  little  too  mnch  of  the 
oouacionsneM  of  entire  cowardice  .  .  which  I  don't  so  will- 
ingly attribute  to  the  noble  would-be  pacificator  of  Europe, 
beeieger  of  Strigonium  &o. — but  the  end  of  it  all  was  really 
pathetic,  as  it  should  be,  for  Bobadil  is  only  too  clever  for 
the  company  of  fools  he  makes  wonderment  for:  having 
onoe  the  misfortune  to  relish  their  society,  and  to  need  but 
too  preasingly  their  '  tobaoco-money,'  what  can  he  do  but 
suit  himself  to  their  capacities? — And  1>.  Jerrold  was  very 
amusing  and  clever  in  his  '  Country  Chill ' — And  Mr.  Leech 
superb  in  the  Town  Master  Mathew.  All  were  good,  in- 
deed, and  were  voted  good,  and  called  on,  and  cheered  off, 
and  praised  heartily  behind  their  backs  and  before  the  cur- 
tain. Stanfield's  function  had  exercise  solely  in  the  toocli- 
ing  up  (very  effectively)  sundry  '  Scenes ' — painted  scenes 
— and  the  dreeses,  which  wore  perfect,  had  the  advantage 
of  Mr.  Maclise's  experience.    And' — all  is  told  I 

And  now;  I  shall  hear,  yon  promise  me,  if  anything 
occurs — with  what  feeling,  I  wait  and  hope,  you  know.    If 
there  is  no  best  of  reasons  against  it,  Satord^,  yon  remem- 
ber, is  my  day — This  fine  weather,  too! 
May  Qod  bless  my  dearest  friend — 

Ever  yours 

B.  B. 
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E.  S.  B.  to  B.  B. 

[Poat-morlc.  September  SS.  1S4S.] 

I  have  Spoken  again,  and  the  result  is  that  we  are  in 
precisely  the  aame  position ;  only  with  Intterer  feelings  on 
one  side.  If  I  go  or  stay  they  must  be  bitter :  words  have 
been  said  that  I  cannot  easily  foi^t,  nor  remember  with- 
ont  pain;  and  yet  I  really  do  almost  smile  in  the  midst  of 
it  all,  to  think  how  I  was  treated  this  morning  as  an  tin- 
dntifal  daughter  because  I  tried  to  pat  on  my  gloves  .  . 
for  there  was  no  worse  provocation.  At  least  he  complained 
of  the  ondntifalQeBB  and  rebellion  (I  !  I)  of  everyone  in  the 
house — and  when  I  asked  if  he  meant  that  reproach  for  me, 
the  answer  was  that  he  meant  it  for  all  of  ns,  one  with  an- 
other. And  I  coidd  not  get  an  answer.  He  would  not  even 
giant  me  the  consolation  of  thinking  that  X  sacrificed  what 
I  supposed  to  be  good,  to  Aim.  I  told  him  that  my  pros- 
pects of  health  seemed  to  me  to  depend  on  taking  this  step, 
but  that  through  my  afiTection  for  him,  I  was  ready  to  sac- 
rifice those  lo  hia  pleasure  if  he  exacted  it — only  it  was 
necessary  to  my  self-satisfaction  in  future  years,  to  under- 
stand definitely  that  the  sacrifice  was  exacted  by  him  and 
loas  made  to  him,  .  .  and  not  thrown  away  blindly  and 
by  a  misapprehension.  And  he  would  not  answer  tJiat.  I 
might  do  my  own  way,  he  said — he  would  not  speak — A« 
would  not  say  that  he  was  not  displeased  with  me,  nor  the 
contrary : — I  bad  better  do  what  I  liked : — ^for  hia  part,  he 
washed  his  hands  of  me  altogether. 

And  so  I  have  been  very  wise — witness  how  my  eyes  are 
swelled  with  annotations  and  refieotions  on  all  this  t  The 
beet  of  it  is  that  now  George  himself  admits  I  can  do  no 
more  in  the  way  of  speaking,  .  .  I  have  no  spell  for  charm- 
ing the  dn^^ns,  .  .  and  allows  me  to  be  passive  and  en- 
joins me  to  be  tranqml,  and  not '  make  up  my  mind '  to 
any  dreadful  exertion  for  the  future.  Moreover  he  advises 
me  to  go  on  with  the  preparations  for  the  voyage,  and 
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piDmiaeB  to  state  the  case  himself  at  the  last  hour  to  the 
*  highest  authority ; '  and  judge  finally  whether  it  be  pos- 
sible for  me  to  go  with  the  necessary  companioDBhip. 
And  it  seems  best  to  go  to  Malta  on  the  8rd  of  October^ 
if  at  all  .  .  from  sfeam-packet  reasons  .  ,  without  exclud- 
ing Pisa  .  .  remember  .  .  by  any  means. 

Wdl  I — and  what  do  yon  think?  Might  it  be  desirable 
for  me  to  give  up  the  whole?  Tell  me.  I  feel  ag^ered 
of  course  and  wounded — and  whether  I  go  or  stay  that  feel- 
ing must  last — I  cannot  help  it.  But  my  spirits  sink  alto- 
gether at  the  thought  of  leaving  England  so — and  then  I 
doubt  about  Arabel  and  Stonnie  .  .  and  it  seems  to  me 
that  I  ought  not  to  mix  them  up  in  a  business  of  this  kind 
where  the  advantage  is  merely  personal  to  myself.  On  the 
other  side,  Geoi^e  holdB  that  if  I  give  up  and  stay  even, 
there  will  be  displeasure  just  the  same,  .  .  and  that,  wheu 
once  gone,  the  irritation  will  exhaust  and  smooth  itself 
away — which  however  does  not  touch  my  chief  objection. 
Would  it  be  better  .  .  moreW^^  .  .  to  give  it  up?  Think 
for  me.  Even  it  I  hold  on  to  the  last,  at  the  last  I  shall  be 
thrown  off — f^  is  my  conviction.  But  .  .  shalllgiveup 
at  once?    Do  think  for  me. 

And  I  have  thought  that  if  you  like  to  come  on  Friday 
instead  of  Saturday  .  .  as  there  is  the  uncertainty  about 
ue^  week,  .  .  it  would  divide  the  time  more  equally :  but 
let  it  be  as  you  like  and  according  to  circumstances  as  you 
Bee  them.  Perhaps  you  have  decided  to  go  at  once  with 
your  friends — ^who  knows?  I  wish  I  could  know  that  yoa 
were  better  to-day.    May  God  bless  you 

Ever  yours, 
E.  B.  B. 
B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[PoBMnaik,  September  30, 1S4S.] 

Yon  have  said  to  me  more  than  once  that  you  wished  I 
might  never  know  certain  feelings  you  had  been  forced  to 
endure.    I  suppose  all  of  us  have  the  proper  place  where 
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a  blov  sboold  fall  to  be  felt  most — and  I  traly  wisb  you 
may  never  feel  vhat  I  bare  to  bear  in  looking  on,  qoiie 
powerless,  and  silent,  wbile  yon  are  subjected  to  this  treat- 
ment, wbicb  I  refuse  to  cbaracterize — so  blind  is  it  for 
blindness.  I  tbink  I  oogbt  to  understand  what  a  faiiier 
may  exact,  and  a  cliild  sboold  comply  witb;  and  I  respect 
tbe  moBt  ambigaoQS  of  love's  caprices  if  tbey  give  never  so 
sligbt  a  cine  to  tbeir  aU-jostifyii^  source.  Did  I,  wben 
yon  signified  io  me  tbe  probable  objections — yon  remem- 
ber vbat — to  myself,  my  own  liappiness, — did  I  once  al- 
Inde  to,  mnch  leas  argue  against,  or  refnse  to  acknowledge 
tbose  objections?  For  I  wboUy  sympatbize,  however  it  go 
against  me,  witb  tbe  bigbest,  wariest,  pride  and  love  for 
yon,  and  tbe  proper  jealonsy  and  vigilance  tbey  entail — bnt 
now,  and  here,  the  jewel  is  not  being  over  gnarded,  but 
mined,  cast  away.  And  whoever  is  privileged  to  interfere 
should  do  so  in  the  possessor's  own  interest — all  common 
sense  interferes— all  rationality  against  absolute  no-reason 
at  all.  And  yon  ask  whether  yon  ought  to  obey  this  no- 
reaaon?  I  vrill  tell  you :  all  x>ae8iTe  obedience  and  implicit 
submission  of  will  and  intellect  is  by  far  too  easy,  if  well 
considered,  to  be  the  course  prescribed  by  Ck)d  to  Man  in 
this  life  of  probation — for  they  evade  probation  altogether, 
though  foolish  people  tbink  otherwise.  Chop  off  yoor 
legs,  yon  will  never  go  astray ;  stifle  yoor  reason  altc^ethw 
and  you  vrill  find  it  is  difBcnlt  to  reason  ill.  '  It  ia  hard  to 
make  these  sacrifices  I ' — ^not  so  hard  aa  to  lose  the  reward 
or  incur  the  penalty  of  an  Eternity  to  come ;  '  hard  to  effect 
them,  then,  and  go  through  with  them ' — not  hard,  when 
the  1^  is  to  be  cut  off, — that  it  is  rather  harder  to  keep  it 
quiet  on  a  stool,  I  know  very  well.  The  partial  indolgence, 
the  proper  exercise  of  one's  faculties,  there  is  the  difficulty 
and  problem  for  solution,  set  by  that  Providence  wbicb 
might  have  made  tbe  laws  of  Beligion  as  indubitable  as 
tbose  of  vitality,  and  revealed  the  articles  of  belief  as  ce> 
tainly  as  that  condition,  for  instuice,  by  which  we  breathe 
80  many  times  in  a  minute  to  support  life.    But  there  is  no 
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reward  proposed  for  tha  feat  of  breathing,  aod  a  great  one 
for  that  of  believing — consequently  there  must  go  a  great 
deal  more  of  volimtarj  effort  to  this  latter  than  is  implied 
in  the  getting  absolntolj  rid  of  it  at  once,  bj  adopting  the 
diiectioQ  of  an  infallible  ohnrch,  or  private  jndgment  of 
another — for  all  onr  life  is  some  form  of  religion,  and  all 
oar  action  some  belief,  and  there  is  bat  one  law,  hovever 
modified,  for  the  greater  and  the  less,  la  jottr  case  I  do 
think  yon  are  called  apon  to  do  yonr  dnty  to  yonxself ;  that 
is,  to  God  in  the  end.  Yoor  own  reason  should  examine 
the  whtde  matter  in  dispute  by  every  light  which  can  be 
pat  in  reqnisition ;  and  every  interest  that  appears  to  be 
affected  by  yoor  conduct  should  have  its  ntmost  claims  con- 
sidered— your  father's  in  the  first  place ;  and  that  interest, 
not  in  the  miseraUe  limits  of  a  few  days'  pique  or  whim  in 
which  it  woold  seem  to  express  itself;  but  in  its  wh(^  ex* 
tent  .  .  the  Aereo/Zer  which  all  momentary  passion  prevents 
him  seeing  .  .  indeed,  the  present  on  either  side  which 
everyone  else  must  see.  And  this  examination  made,  with 
whatever  earnestness  yon  will,  I  do  think  and  am  sure  that 
on  its  ooncloaion  yon  should  act,  in  confidence  that  a  duty 
has  been  performed  .  .  d^icuU,  or  how  were  it  a  duty? 
Will  it  Ttol  be  infinitely  harder  to  act  so  than  to  blindly 
adopt  lus  pleasure,  and  die  under  it?  Who  can  not  do  that? 
I  fling  these  hasfy  rough  words  over  the  paper,  fast  as 
they  will  fall — knowing  to  whom  I  cast  them,  and  tliat  any 
Bense  they  may  contain  or  point  to,  will  be  caught  and  un- 
derstood, and  presented  in  a  better  light.  The  hard  thing 
.  .  this  is  all  I  wont  to  say  .  .  is  to  act  on  one's  own  best 
conviction — ^not  to  abjure  it  and  accept  another  wUl,  and 
say  '  there  is  my  plain  duty ' — easy  it  is,  whether  plain 
or  no! 

How '  all  changes  I '  When  I  first  knew  you — yon  know 
what  followed.  I  supposed  you  to  labonr  under  an  inoux- 
able  complaint — and,  of  course,  to  be  completely  dependent 
on  your  father  for  its  commonest  aUeviations ;  the  moment 
after  that  inconsiderate  letter,  I  reproached  myself  bitterly 
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with  the  eelfishness  apparently  inTolved  in  any  propositioD 
I  might  then  have  made — for  thot^  I  have  never  been  at 
all  frightened  of  the  world,  nor  mistrastftU  of  my  power  to 
deal  with  it,  and  get  my  parpose  oat  of  it  if  once  I  thoaghi 
it  worth  while,  yet  I  could  not  bat  feel  the  consideration, 
of  what  &ilnre  would  now  be,  paralyse  all  ^ort  even  in 
fancy.  When  yoa  told  me  lately  that '  yon  conld  never  be 
poor ' — all  my  solicitude  waa  at  an  end — "L  had  bnt  myself 
to  care  abont,  and  I  told  yoa,  what  I  believed  and  believe, 
that  I  can  at  any  time  amply  provide  for  that,  and  that  I 
ooald  cheerfully  and  confidently  andertake  the  removing 
that  obstacle.  Now  again  the  circnmstances  shift — and  yoa 
are  in  what  I  shoiild  wonder  at  as  the  veriest  slavery — and 
I  who  coidd  free  yoa  from  it,  I  am  here  scarcely  daring  to 
write  .  .  thoagh  I  know  yoa  must  feel  for  me  and  foi^ve 
what  forces  itself  from  me  .  .  what  retires  so  mutely  into 
my  heart  at  yonr  least  word  .  .  what  ehaU  vot  be  again 
written  or  spoken,  if  yon  so  will  .  .  that  I  should  be  made 
happy  beyond  all  hope  of  expression  by.  Now  while  I 
dream,  let  me  once  dream !  I  would  marry  yoa  now  and 
thus — I  would  come  when  yoa  let  me,  and  go  when  yoa 
bade  me — I  would  be  no  more  than  one  of  your  brothers — 
'  no  more ' — that  is,  instead  of  getting  to-morrow  for  Satnr> 
day,  I  shoold  get  Saturday  as  well — two  hours  for  one — 
when  your  head  ached  I  should  be  here.  I  deliberately 
choose  the  realization  of  that  dream  ( — of  Bitting  simply 
by  yon  for  an  hour  every  day)  rather  than  any  other, 
excluding  you,  I  am  able  to  form  for  this  world,  or  any 
world  I  know— And  it  will  eontinue  but  a  dream. 

God  blees  my  dearest  E.  B.  B. 

B.  B. 

Ton  understand  that  I  see  yoa  to>morrow,  Friday,  as 
you  propose, 

I  am  better — thank  you— and  will  go  out  to-day. 

You  know  what  I  am,  what  I  would  speak,  and  all  I 
would  do. 

J 
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E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Friday  EreniDg, 
[PoBt-marii,  September  ST,  1845.] 

I  had  yoar  letter  late  last  night,  everyone  almost,  being 
oat  of  the  house  by  an  accident,  so  that  it  was  left  in  the 
letteivbox,  and  if  I  had  wished  to  answer  it  before  I  saw 
70a,  it  had  scarcely  been  possible. 

But  it  will  be  the  same  thing — for  yon  know  as  well  as 
if  yon  saw  my  answer,  what  it  mnst  be,  what  it  cannot 
ohoose  but  be,  on  pain  of  sinking  me  bo  infinitely  below  not 
merely  yoor  level  bat  my  own,  that  the  depth  cannot  bear 
a  glance  down.  Tet,  though  I  am  not  made  of  such  clay 
as  to  admit  of  my  taking  a  base  advantage  of  certain  noble 
extravagances,  (and  that  I  am  not  I  thank  God  for  yonr 
sake)  I  will  say,  I  mast  say,  that  year  words  in  this  letter 
have  done  me  good  and  made  me  happy,  .  .  that  I  thank 
and  bless  yoQ  for  them,  .  .  and  that  to  receive  saoh  a  proof 
of  attachment  from  you,  not  only  overpowers  every  present 
evil,  bat  seems  to  me  a  fall  and  abandant  amends  for  the 
merely  personal  sofferings  c^  my  whole  life.  When  I  had 
read  that  htter  last  night  I  did  think  so.  I  looked  round 
and  round  for  the  small  bitternesses  which  for  several  days 
had  been  bitter  to  me,  and  I  could  not  find  one  of  them. 
The  tear-marks  went  away  in  the  moistore  of  new,  happy 
tears.  Why,  how  else  could  I  have  felt?  how  else  do  yon 
think  I  could?  How  would  any  woman  have  felt  .  .  who 
could  feel  at  all  .  .  hearing  each  words  said  (thoi^h  '  in  a 
dream '  indeed)  by  snch  a  speaker? 

And  now  listen  to  me  in  torn.  Tou  have  toaohed  me 
more  profoundly  than  I  tiioi^ht  even  you  could  have  touched 
me — my  heart  was  full  when  you  came  here  to-day.  Hence- 
forward I  am  yonrs  for  everything  but  to  do  you  harm — and 
I  am  yours  too  much,  in  my  heart,  ever  to  consent  to  do 
you  harm  in  that  way.  If  I  could  consent  to  do  it,  not 
only  shoold  I  be  less  loyal  .  .  bat  in  one  sense,  less  yours. 
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I  saj  this  to  yon  withoat  drawback  and  Teserve,  beeanse  it 
is  all  I  am  able  to  say,  and  perhaps  all  I  shaU  he  able  to 
say.  However  this  may  be,  a  promise  goes  to  yon  in  it 
that  none,  exceptOodandyonrwill,  shall  interpose  between 
yon  and  me,  .  .  I  mean,  that  if  He  shonld  free  me  within 
a  moderate  time  from  tilie  trailing  chain  of  this  weakness, 
I  will  then  be  to  yon  whatever  at  that  hour  yoa  shall  choose 
.  .  whether  friend  or  more  than  friend  .  .  a  friend  to  the 
last  in  any  case.  So  it  rests  with  God  and  with  yon — oi'ly 
in  the  meanwhile  yon  are  most  abaolately  free  .  .  '  nrnm- 
tongled '  (as  they  call  it)  by  the  breadth  of  tf  thread — and  if 
I  did  not  know  that  yon  considered  yonrself  so,  I  would  not 
see  yoa  any  more,  let  the  effort  cost  me  what  it  m^ht 
Ton  may  force  me  to/eel:  .  .  bnt  yon  cannot  force  me  to 
think  contrary  to  my  first  thooght  .  .  that  it  were  better 
'  for  yoa  to  forget  me  at  once  in  one  relation.  And  if  better 
foryou,  canitbebadfor  tne?  which  ;fiings  me  down  on  the 
stone-paTement  of  the  logicians. 

And  now  if  I  ask  a  boon  of  yoa,  will  yon  forget  after 
wards  that  it  ever  was  asked?  I  have  hesitated  a  great 
deal;  bat  my  face  is  down  on  the  stone-pavement — no— I 
will  not  aak  today — ^It  shall  be  for  another  day — and  may 
God  blew  yon  on  this  and  on  those  that  come  after,  my 
dearest  friend. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[Poot-mark,  September  37,  1B40.] 
Think  for  me,  speak  for  me,  my  dearest,  my  own  I    Yoa 
that  are  all  great-heartedness  and  generosity,  do  that  one 
more  generoos  thing? 

Qod  bless  yon  for 

R.  B. 

What  can  it  be  yoa  ask  of  me ! — *  a  boon  * — onoe  my 
answer  to  that  had  been  the  plain  one — bat  now  .  ,  whan 
I  have  better  experience  of — 
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I     No,  uov  I  have  bbst  experience  of  how  yon  underBtand 
nj  intereets;  that  at  last  Te  both  know  vhat  is  my  true 

.gitod—BO  ask,  aaki    My  own,  now!    For  there  it  is  I— oh, 
do  not  fear  I  am  '  entangled ' — my  crown  is  loose  on  my 

.head,  not  nailed  there — my  pearl  lies  in  my  hand — I  may 
xetnm  it  to  the  sea,  if  I  will ! 

What  is  it  yon  ask  of  me,  this  first  asking? 


KB.B.to  S.  B. 

[Port-mark,  Beptembor  SB.  184S.] 
Then  Jtr^,  .  .  first,  I  ask  yon  not  to  misonderstaud. 
Because  we  do  not  .  .  no,  we  do  not  .  .  agree  (bat  dis- 
agree) as  to  '  what  is  yonr  true  good '  .  .  bat  disagree,  and 
as  widely  as  ever  indeed. 

The  other  asking  shall  come  in  its  season  .  .  some  day 
before  I  go,  if  I  go.  It  only  relates  to  a  restitntion — and 
yaa  cannot  gaess  it  if  yon  try  .  .  so  don't  try  t — and  per- 
haps yoa  can't  grant  it  if  yon  try — and  I  cannot  gnesB, 

Cabins  and  berths  all  taken  in  the  Malta  steamer  for 
both  third  and  twentieth  of  October  I  see  what  dark  lan- 
terns the  stars  hold  ont,  and  how  I  shall  stay  in  England 
after  all  as  I  think  1  And  thos  we  are  thrown  back  on  the 
old  Gibraltar  scheme  with  its  shifting  of  steamers  .  .  un- 
less we  take  the  dreary  alternative  of  Madeira! — or  Cadiz) 
£ven  snppose  Madeira,  .  .  why  it  were  for  a  few  montiia 
alone — and  there  woold  be  no  temptation  to  loiter  as  in 
Italy. 

Don't  tiiink  too  hardly  of  poor  Papa.  Ton  have  lis 
vrong  side  .  .  his  side  of  peculiar  wrongness  .  .  to  yon 
just  now.  When  yon  have  walked  ronnd  him  yon  will  have 
other  thooghfa  of  him. 

Are  yon  better,  I  wonder?  and  taking  exercise  and  try- 
ing to  be  better?  May  God  bless  yon !  Taeeday  need  not 
be  the  last  day  if  yoa  like  to  take  one  more  besides — for 
there  is  no  going  nntil  the  foarth  or  seventh,  .  ,  and  the 
V<H»  L— 16 
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seventh  is  the  more  probable  of  those  two.    fiat  nov  7011 
have  done  with  me  uotil  Tuesday. 

Ever  yoniB, 

E.  B.  B. 


K  B.  B.  ix>  B.  B. 

Wednesday. 
[PtMt-mark,  October  1,  184S.] 

I  have  read  to  the  last  line  of  your  '  Bosicmcian ' ;  and 
my  soeptioism  grew  and  grew  through  Home's  process  of 
doubtfol  doabte,  and  at  last  rose  to  the  fall  statnre  of  incre- 
dolity  ,  .  for  I  never  ooold  believe  Shelley  capable  of  such 
a  book  (call  it  a  book  I),  not  even  with  a  flood  of  boarding- 
school  idiocy  dashed  in  by  way  of  dilation.  Altogether  it 
roused  me  to  deny  myself  so  far  aa  to  look  at  the  date  of 
the  book,  and  to  get  ap  and  travel  to  the  other  end  of  the 
room  to  confront  it  with  other  dates  in  the  '  Letters  from 
Abroad'  ...  (I,  who  never  think  of  a  date  except  the 
'  A.D,'  and  am  inclined  every  now  and  then  to  write  thai 
down  as  154S  .  .)  welll  and  on  comparing  these  dates  in 
these  two  volomes  before  my  eyes,  I  find  that  your  Boei- 
oruoian  was  '  printed  for  Stockdale '  in  1822,  and  that  Shel- 
ley died  in  the  July  0/  the  same  year  1 1 — There,  is  a  vindi- 
oating  fact  for  yoa  I  And  unless  the  '  Bosicmcian '  went 
into  more  editions  than  one,  and  dates  here  from  a  later 
one,  .  .  which  is  not  ascertainable  from  this  fragment  of  a 
titlepage,  .  .  the  innocence  of  the  great  poet  stands  proved 
— ^now  doesn't  it?  For  nobody  will  say  that  he  published 
such  a  book  in  tiie  last  year  of  his  life,  in  the  maturity  of 
his  genios,  and  that  Godwin's  daughter  helped  him  in  it! 
That '  dripping  dew '  from  the  skeleton  is  the  only  living 
word  in  the  book  t — which  really  amused  me  notwithstand- 
ing,  from  the  intense  absurdity  of  the  whole  composition 
.  .  deacriptiona  .  .  sentiments  .  .  and  mcnrals. 

Judge  yourself  if  I  had  not  better  say  '  Ko '  abont  the 
doak  t    I  would  take  it  if  yon  wished  such  a  kindness  to 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


1846]  AND  ELIZABETH  BABKETT  227 

me — and  altboagli  70Q  might  find  it  very  nsefal  to  your- 
self .  .  or  to  fotir  mother  or  Bister  .  .  still  if  you  wished 
me  to  take  it  I  should  like  to  have  it,  and  the  mantle  of  the 
prophet  might  bring  me  down  Bomething  of  his  spirit  I  but 
do  yon  remember  .  .  do  yoa  consider  .  .  how  many  talk- 
ers there  are  in  this  house,  and  what  would  be  talked — or 
that  it  is  not  worth  while  to  proToke  it  all?  And  Papa, 
knowing  it,  would  not  like  it — and  altogether  it  is  far  bet- 
ter, believe  me,  that  yoa  should  keep  yonr  own  cloak,  and 
I,  the  thought  of  the  kindness  you  meditated  in  respect  to 
it.     I  have  heaid  nothing  more — nothing. 

I  was  asked  the  other  day  by  a  very  young  friend  of 
mine  ,  .  the  daughter  of  an  older  friend  who  once  followed 
you  up  stairs  in  this  house  .  .  Mr.  Hunter,  an  Indepen- 
dent minister  .  .  for  'Mr.  Browning's  autograph.'  She 
wants  it  for  a  collection  .  .  for  her  album — and  so,  will 
you  write  out  a  verse  or  two  on  (me  side  of  note  pax>er  .  . 
not  as  yon  write  for  the  printers  .  .  and  let  me  keep  my 
promise  and  send  it  to  her?  I  foi^ot  to  ask  you  before. 
Or  one  veise  will  do  .  .  anything  will  do  .  .  and  dont 
let  me  be  bringing  yon  into  vexation.  It  need  not  be  of 
Sffi.  rarity. 

You  are  not  better  .  .  really  .  .  I  fear.  And  yonr 
mother's  being  ill  affects  yon  more  than  yon  like  to  admit, 
I  fear  besides.  Will  you,  when  yon  write,  say  how  both 
are  .  .  nothing  extenuating,  yon  know.  May  God  bless 
you,  my  dearest  friend. 

Ever  yours, 

E.  B.  B. 

S.  B.  to  E.  S.  B. 

Thursday. 
[Po6t-mATk,  Octobers,  184S.] 

Well,  let  OS  hope  i^ainst  hope  in  the  sad  matter  of  the 
novel — yet,  yet, — it  ts  by  Shelley,  if  yon  will  have  the 
truth— as  I  happen  to  foww— proof  laai  being  that  Leigh 
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Hunt  told  me  he  tmearthed  it  iu  Shelldj's  own  library 
at  Marlon-  once,  to  the  writer's  horror  and  shame — '  "Hb 
snatched  it  ont  of  mj  hands ' — said  H.  Tet  I  throst  it 
into  yoTiTB  .  .  bo  much  for  the  snbtie  fence  of  friends  who 
reach  your  heart  by  a  side-throst,  as  I  fold  you  on  Tues- 
day, after  the  enemy  has  fallen  back  breathless  and  baffled. 
As  for  the  date,  that  Stockdale  was  a  noforions  pirate  and 
raker-up  of  rash  publications  .  .  and,  do  you  know,  I  sua- 
peot  tiie  title-page  is  all  that  boasts  such  novelty, — see  if 
the  look,  the  inside  leaves,  be  not  older  evidently  I — a  com- 
mon trick  of  the  '  trade '  to  this  day.  The  history  of  this 
and  '  Justrozzi,'  as  it  is  spelt, — ^the  otii&t  novel, — may  be 
read  in  Medwin's  '  Couversations ' — and,  as  I  have  been 
told,  in  Lady  Ch.  Bury's  '  Eemiuiacenoes '  or  whatever 
she  calls  them  .  .  the  '  Qnistrozzd '  was  (xrtavnly  '  written 
in  concert  with ' — somebody  or  other  .  .  for  I  confess  the 
whole  story  grows  monstroos,  and  even  the  froth  of  wine 
strings  itself  in  bright  babbles, — ah,  but  this  was  the  soon 
of  the  fermentii^  vat,  do  yon  see?  I  am  happy  to  say  I 
foi^t  the  novel  entirely,  or  almost — and  only  keep  the 
exact  impression  which  yon  have  gained  .  .  through  me  I 
'  The  fair  cross  of  gold  he  dashed  on  tltcjloor ' — (fiuU  is  my 
pet-Iioe  .  .  because  the  *  chill  dew '  of  a  place  not  com- 
monly supposed  to  favour  humidity  is  a  plagiarism  from 
Lewis's  '  Monk, '  it  now  flashes  on  me  t  Yes,  Lewis,  too, 
puts  the  phrase  into  intense  italics.)  And  now,  please 
read  a  chorus  in  the  '  Prometheus  tlnboand '  or  a  scene 
from  the  '  Cenci ' — and  join  company  with  Shelley  again  I 

— From  '  chill  dew '  I  come  to  the  doak — you  are  quite 
right — and  I  give  np  that  fancy.  WiU  yon,  then,  take  (me 
more  precaution  when  oU  proper  safe-gnards  have  berai 
adopted ;  and,  when  everything  is  sore,  contrive  some  one 
sureness  besides,  against  cold  or  wind  or  sea-air ;  and  aay 
'  this — for  the  cloak  which  is  not  here,  and  to  help  the 
heart's  wish  which  is,' — bo  I  shall  be  there  pcdpably.  "Will 
you  do  this?  Tell  me  you  will  to-morrow — and  t^  me  all 
good  news. 
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M;  Mother  sofFers  still  .  .  I  hope  she  ia  no  woise — 
but  a  little  better— oertoinl;  better.  I  am  better  too,  in 
my  Tuiiniportaiit  way. 

Nov  I  will  write  yon  the  Yemea  .  .  Bome  eaay  ones  oat 
of  a  papei-f  nil  meant  to  go  between  poem  and  poem  in  my 
next  nomber,  and  break  the  shock  of  collision. 

Let  me  kiss  yonr  hand — dearest  1  My  heart  and  life — 
all  is  yonrs,  and  forever — God  make  yoa  happy  as  I  am 
throngh  yon — Bless  you 

B.B. 

K  B.B.ioS.  B. 


[Foat-mark,  Octobers,  1845.] 
Toesday  ia  given  np  in  foil  coosoil.  The  thing  is  be- 
yond donbting  of,  as  George  says  and  as  yon  thought  yes- 
terday. And  then  George  has  it  in  his  head  to  begoile  tiie 
Doke  of  Falmella  out  of  a  smaller  cabin,  so  that  I  might 
Bful  from  the  Thames  on  the  twentieth — and  whether  he 
sncceeds  or  not,  I  hnmbly  confess  that  one  of  the  chief  ad- 
vantages of  the  new  plan  if  not  the  very  chief  (as  /see  it) 
ia  jnst  in  the  dday. 

Your  spring-Bong  is  foil  of  beauty  as  yon  know  very 
veil — and  'that's  the  wise  thmsh,'  so  charactoistic  of 
yon  (and  of  the  thmsh  too)  that  I  was  sorely  tempted  to 
aak  yon  to  write  it '  twice  over,'  .  .  and  not  send  the  first 
copy  to  Mary  Hunter  notwithstanding  my  promise  to  her. 
And  nov  when  yoa  come  to  print  these  fn^ments,  would 
it  not  be  well  if  yoa  were  to  stoop  to  the  vnlgarism  of  pre- 
fixing some  word  of  introduction,  as  other  people  do,  you 
know,  .  .  a  title  .  .  a  name?  Ton  perplex  your  readers 
oft«i  by  casting  yoaraelf  on  their  intelligence  in  these 
things — and  althoi^  it  is  true  that  readers  in  general  are 
stupid  and  can't  nnderstand,  it  is  still  more  true  that  they 
are  lazy  mid  won't  nnderBland  .  .  and  they  don't  catch 
your  point  of  sight  at  first  unless  yon  think  it  worth  while 
to  posh  them  by  the  shoulders  and  force  them  into  tho 
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right  place.  Now  tiiese  fragments  .  .  70a  meao  to  print 
them  with  a  line  between  .  .  and  not  one  word  at  the  top 
of  it  .  .  now  don't  yoal    And  then  people  will  read 

Oh,  to  be  In  England 
and  say  to  themselves  .  .  'Why  who  is  this?  .  .  who's 
oat  of  England?'  Which  is  an  extreme  case  of  conrse; 
bat  you  will  see  what  I  mean  .  .  and  often  I  have  ob- 
served how  some  of  the  very  most  beantifol  of  your  lyrica 
have  soffered  just  from  yonr  disdain  of  the  osaal  tactics 
of  writers  in  this  one  respect. 

And  you  are  not  better,  still — yoa  are  worse  instead  of 
better  .  .  are  yoa  not?  Tell  me — ^And  what  can  yoa  mean 
about '  nnimportance,'  when  yoa  were  worse  last  week  .  . 
this  expiring  week  .  .  than  ever  before,  by  yonr  own  con- 
fession?   And  now? — And  your  mother? 

Yes — ^I  promise  I    And  so,  .  .  Elijah  will  be  missed 
instead  of  his  mantle  .  .  which  will  bo  a  losing  contract 
after  all.    But  it  shall  be  as  you  say.    May  yoa  be  able 
to  say  that  you  are  better  1    God  bless  you. 
Ever  yoQTS. 

Never  think  of  the  '  White  Slave.'  I  had  jost  taken 
it  up.  The  trash  of  it  is  prodigious — far  beyond  Mr. 
Smythe.  Not  that  I  can  settle  upon  a  book  jnst  now,  is 
all  this  wind,  to  jadge  of  it  fairly. 

R.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Monday  Horalng. 
[Post-mark.  Octobar  6.  164S.] 
X  should  certainly  think  tiiat  the  Duke  of  Palmella  may 
be  induced,  and  with  no  great  difficulty,  to  give  up  a  cabin 
under  the  circumstances — and  then  the  plan  becomes  really 
objection'proof,  so  far  as  mortal  plans  go.  Bat  now  you 
must  think  all  the  boldlier  about  whatever  difficulties  re- 
main, iust  because  they  are  so  much  the  fewer.  It  ts  cold 
already  in  the  mornings  and  evenings — cold  and  (this 
morning)  foggy — 1  did  not  ask  if  yoa  oontinae  to  go  ont 
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from  time  to  time  .  .  I  am  sure  70a  ahouM, — yon  wonld 
so  prepare  yourself  properly  for  the  fatigue  and  change — 
yesterday  it  vaa  very  warm  and  fine  in  the  afternoon,  nor 
is  this  noontinie  so  bad,  it  the  raqnisite  precaations  are 
taken.  And  do  make  '  journeys  across  the  room, '  and  oat 
of  it,  mean-while,  and  stand  when  possible — get  all  the 
strength  ready,  now  that  so  mnch  ia  to  be  spent.  Oh,  if 
I  were  by  yon! 

Thank  yon,  thank  you— I  will  devise  titles — I  qnite  see 
■what  yon  say,  now  yoo  do  say  ii.  I  am  (this  Monday 
morning,  the  prescribed  day  for  efforts  and  beginnings) 
looking  over  and  correcting  what  yon  read— to  press  they 
shall  go,  and  then  the  plays  can  follow  gently,  and  then 
..  'Oh  to  be  in  Pisa.  Now  that  E.  B.  B.  is  there!'— 
And  I  shaS  be  there  I  .  .  I  am  mnoh  better  to-day ;  and 
my  mother  better — and  to-morrow  I  shall  see  yon — Bo 
come  good  things  together) 

Dearest — till  to-morrow  and  ever  I  am  yonrs,  wholly 
yonrs — May  God  bless  you  I 

B.  B. 

Ton  do  not  ask  me  that  '  boon ' — why  is  that? — Be- 
sides, I  have  my  own  real  boons  to  ask  too,  as  yon  will 
inevitably  find,  and  I  shall  perhaps  get  heart  by  yonr  ez> 
ample. 

B.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

[Post-muk.  October  7, 184S.] 

Ah  bnt  the  good  things  do  not  come  together — for  jnst 
as  yonr  letter  comes  I  am  driven  to  asking  yon  to  leave 
Tuesday  for  Wednesday. 

On  Tuesday  Mr.  Kenyon  is  to  be  here  or  not  to  be 
here,  he  says — there's  a  donbt;  and  you  would  rather  go 
to  a  clear  day.  80  if  yon  do  not  hear  from  me  a^ain  I 
shall  expect  you  on  Wednesday  unless  I  hear  to  the  con- 
trary from  you : — and  if  anything  happens  to  Wednesday 
you  shall  hear.  Mr.  Eenyon  is  in  town  for  only  two  days, 
rar  three.     I  never  could  grumble  against  him,  so  good  and 
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kind  as  he  ia — ^bai  he  may  not  come  after  all  to-moirow — 
so  it  is  not  gmdging  the  obolns  to  Belisaiins,  bat  the 
squandering  of  the  last  golden  days  at  the  bottom  of  the 
purse. 

Do  I '  stand ' — Do  I  walk?  Tea — '  most  nprighily.'  I 
'  Talk  upright  evetry  daj.'  Do  I  go  oot?  no,  never.  And 
I  am  not  to  be  scolded  for  that,  becanse  when  yon  wexe 
looking  at  the  son  to-day,  I  was  marking  the  east  wind; 
and  perhaps  if  I  had  breathed  a  breath  of  it  .  .  farewell 
Pisa.  People  who  can  walk  don't  always  walk  into  the 
lion's  den  as  a  consequence — do  they?  ahonld  they?  Are 
you  '  sure  that  they  shonld  ? '  I  write  in  great  haste.  So 
Wednesday  then  .  .  perhaps ! 

And  yours  every  day. 

Tou  understand.  Wednesday — if  nothing  to  the  oon* 
trary. 

S.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

13— Wednesday. 
[Post-mark,  Octobers,  1849.] 
Well,  dearest,  at  all  events  I  get  up  with  the  assnranoe 
I  shall  see  you,  and  go  on  till  the  fatal  Hi  p.m.  believing 
in  the  same,  and  ihea,  if  after  all  there  does  come  such  a 
note  as  this  with  its  instructionB,  why,  first,  it  ia  such  a 
note  and  sach  a  gain,  and  next  it  makes  a  great  day  ont  of 
to-morrow  that  was  to  have  been  bo  little  of  a  day,  that  is 
alL  Only,  only,  I  am  snspicionB,  now,  of  a  real  leas  to 
me  in  the  end ;  for,  puMmg  off  yesterday,  I  dared  pat  off  (on 
your  part)  Friday  to  Saturday  .  ,  while  now  .  .  what  shall 
be  said  to  that  ? 

Dtiar  Hr.  Eenyon  to  be  the  smiling  inccmsoions  ob- 
stacle to  any  pleasnre  of  mine,  if  it  were  merely  pleaanre  I 
Bat  I  want  to  catch  onr  next  post — to-monow,  then, 
excepting  what  ia  to  be  excepted! 

Bless  yon,  my  dearest — ' 
Tour  own 

B.B. 
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E.B.B.to  B.  B. 

Wedneedar  ETenliig. 
[Poat-mark,  October  8,  184S.} 

Mr.  Eenyon  aerer  came.  My  sisters  met  him  in  the 
Btreet,  and  he  had  been  '  detained  all  daj  in  the  city  and 
wonld  certainly  be  here  to-morrow, '  Wednesday  I  And  so 
;oa  see  what  has  happened  to  Wednesday.  I  Moreover  he 
may  come  besides  on  Tfaorsday,  .  .  I  can  answer  for 
nothing.  Only  if  I  do  not  write  and  if  yon  find  Thursday 
admissible,  will  yon  come  then?  la  the  case  of  an  ob- 
stacle, yen  shall  hear.  And  it  is  not  (in  the  meantime) 
my  fadlt — now  ia  it?  I  have  been  qoite  enough  vexed 
ftbont  it,  indeed 

Did  the  Monday  work  work  harm  to  the  head,  I  won- 
der? I  do  fear  so  thai  yoa  won't  get  through  those  papers 
with  imponity  —especially  if  the  plays  are  to  corns  after 
,  .  thoogh  ever  so  '  gently.'  And  if  yon  are  to  suffer,  it 
wonld  be  right  to  tongne-tie  that  silver  Bell,  and  leave  the 
congr^ationB  to  their  selling  of  cabbages.  Which  ia  on- 
philanthropic  of  me  perhaps,  .  .  ^  fiXratt  ,- 

Be  sure  that  I  shall  be  '  bold '  when  the  time  for  going 
oomes — and  both  bold  and  capable  of  the  effort.  I  am  de- 
sired to  keep  to  the  respirator  and  the  cabin  for  a  day  or 
two,  while  the  cold  can  reach  ns;  and  midway  in  the  bay 
of  Biscay  some  chaise  of  climate  may  be  felt,  they  say. 
There  is  no  sort  of  danger  for  me;  except  tiiat  I  shall  stay 
in  England.  And  why  is  it  that  I  feel  to~night  more  than 
ever  almost,  as  if  I  should  stay  in  England?  Who  can 
tell?  /can  tell  one  thing.  If  I  stay,  it  will  not  be  from 
a  failure  in  my  resolution — thcU  will  not  be — eluJl  not  be. 
Yes — and  Mr.  Kenyon  and  I  agreed  the  other  d^y  that 
there  waa  aomething  of  the  tigress-nature  very  distinctly 
cognisable  under  what  he  is  pleased  to  call  my  '  Ba-lamb- 
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to  Thursday  .  .  and  I  shall  write  in  that  case.  And  I 
trust  to  yoQ  (as  always)  to  attend  to  yoar  own  conven- 
ience— jnst  as  70Q  may  trost  to  me  to  remember  my  own 
'  boon. '  Ah — 70a  are  ctuioos,  I  think  I  Which  is  scarce- 
ly wise  of  you — because  it  may,  yon  know,  be  the  roc's  %k 
after  all.  Bat  no,  it  wn't — I  will  say  jnst  so  mnch.  And 
besides  I  did  say  that  it  was  a  '  restitution, '  which  limits 
the  guesses  if  it  does  not  pat  an  end  to  them.  Ungoeea- 
able,  I  choose  it  to  be. 

And  now  I  feel  as  if  I  should  not  stay  in  England. 
Which  is  the  differenoe  between  one  five  minntes  and  an- 
other.   May  God  bless  you. 

Ever  yours, 
E.  B.  B. 

E.  B.B.toB.  B. 

[Poflt-maA,  October  11,  184S.] 
Dear  Mr.  Eenyon  has  been  here  again,  and  talking  so 
(in  his  Trinilnwia  too)  abont  the  probabilities  as  to  Pisa 
being  against  me  .  .  abont  aU  depending  '  on  one  throw ' 
and  the  '  dice  being  loaded '  &&  .  .  thai  I  looked  at  him 
aghast  as  if  he  looked  at  the  future  through  the  folded  cor- 
tain  and  was  licensed  to  speak  oracles : — and  ever  since  Z 
have  been  out  of  spirits  .  .  oh,  out  of  spirits — and  most 
write  myself  back  again,  or  try.  After  all  he  may  be  wrong 
like  another — and  I  shonld  tell  you  that  be  reasons  alto> 
getiier  from  the  delay  .  .  and  that '  the  oabins  will  there- 
fore be  taken '  and  tbe  '  citoalar  bills '  out  of  reach  t  He 
said  that  one  of  his  purposes  in  staying  in  town,  was  to 
'  Jerumt '  me  every  day — didn't  he? 

Well — Qeorge  will  probably  speak  before  he  leaves 
town,  whi<^  will  be  on  Monday  1  and  now  that  the  hour 
approaches,  I  do  feel  as  if  the  house  stood  upon  gun- 
powder, and  as  IF  I  held  Guy  Fawkes's  lantern  in  my  right 
hand.  And  no:  I  shall  not  go.  The  obstacles  will  not 
be  those  of  Mr.  Eaoyon's  finding — and  what  their  precise 
character  will  be  I  do  not  see  distinctly.    Only  that  they 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


IMS]  A2n>  ELIZABETH  BARBETT  385 

will  be  sufficient,  and  thrown  by  one  liand  jnst  where  the 
wheel  ahonld  torn,  ,  .  that,  I  eee — and  yoa  will,  in  a 
few  days. 

Did  yoTt  go  to  Moxon's  and  settle  the  printing  matter? 
Tell  me.  And  what  was  the  nse  of  telling  Mr.  Kenyon  that 
yon  were  '  qnite  well '  when  yon  know  yon  are  not?  Will 
yon  say  to  me  how  yoa  are,  saying  the  troth?  and  also 
how  your  mother  is? 

To  show  the  aigmfioance  of  the  omission  of  those  even- 
ing or  rather  night  visits  of  Papa's — for  they  came  some- 
times  at  eleven,  and  sometimes  at  twelve — I  will  tell  yon 
that  he  used  to  sit  and  talk  in  them,  and  then  aiways  kneel 
and  pray  with  me  and  for  me — which  I  used  of  comse  to 
feel  as  a  proof  of  very  kind  and  affectionate  sympathy  on 
his  part,  and  which  has  proportionably  pained  me  in  the 
vithdrswing.  They  were  no  ordinary  visits,  yoa  observe, 
.  .  and  he  could  not  well  throw  me  farther  from  him 
than  l^  ceasing  to  pay  them — the  thing  is  quite  ezpree- 
uvely  significant  Not  that  I  pretend  to  complain,  nor  to 
have  reason  to  comi^ain.  One  shonld  not  be  gratefol  for 
kindness,  only  while  it  lasts :  that  vonld  be  a  short-breathed 
gratitude.  I  jnst  tell  yoa  the  fact,  proving  that  it  cannot 
be  accidental 

Did  yoa  ever,  ever  tire  me?  Indeed  no — yoa  never 
did.  And  do  nnderstand  that  I  am  not  to  be  tired '  in 
that  way,'  thoogh  as  Mr.  Boyd  said  once  of  his  daughter, 
one  may  be  so  '  far  too  effeminate.'  No — if  I  were  pnt 
into  a  crowd  I  shonld  be  tired  soon — or,  apart  from  the 
firowd,  if  yoa  made  me  discoarse  orations  De  CoronA  .  . 
concerning  yonr  bag  even  .  .  I  shoold  be  tired  soon — 
thoogh  peradventnre  not  very  much  sooner  than  yoa  who 
heard.  But  on  the  smooth  groand  of  qoiet  conversation 
(particularly  when  three  people  don't  talk  at  once  as  my 
^"others  do  .  .  to  say  the  least !)  I  last  for  a  long  while : 
— ^not  to  say  that  I  have  the  pretension  of  being  as  good 
and  inexhaustible  a  ILstener  to  yonr  own  speaking  as  yoa 
ooold  find  in  the  world.    So  jjiease  not  to  aconse  me  of 
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being  tired  Eigaiii.    I  can't  be  tired,  and  won't  be  tired; 
yon  see. 

And  now,  since  I  began  to  write  this,  there  is  a  new 
evil  and  aniiety — a  worse  anxiety  than  any — ^for  one  of  my 
brothers  is  ill;  had  been  nnwell  for  some  days  and  we 
thought  nothing  of  it,  till  to-day  Satnrday :  and  the  doc- 
tors call  it  a  fever  of  the  typhoid  character  .  .  not  typhos 
yet  .  .  but  we  are  very  uneasy.  You  must  not  come  on 
Wednesday  if  an  icfeotioiis  fever  be  in  the  honse — thai 
must  he  ont  of  the  question.  May  God  blees  yoo — I  am 
quite  heavy-hearted  to-day,  bat  never  less  yours, 

E.  B.  B. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Sunday. 
[Poot-muk,  October  18, 1840.] 

Theee  are  bad  news,  dearest — all  bad,  except  the  en- 
during comfort  of  yonr  Tegard;  the  illness  of  yoar  brother 
is  worst  .  .  that  tcotdd  stay  yon,  and  is  the  fiist  prc^r 
obstacle.  I  shall  not  attempt  to  speak  and  prove  my 
feelings, — you  know  what  even  Flush  is  to  me  throogh 
you :  I  wait  in  anxiety  for  the  next  account. 

If  after  all  you  do  not  go  to  Pisa;  why,  we  must  be 
oheerfnl  and  wise,  and  take  courage  and  hope.  I  cannot 
but  see  with  yonr  eyes  and  from  your  place,  you  know, — 
and  will  let  this  all  be  one  surprizing  and  deplorable  mis- 
take of  mere  love  and  care  .  .  bnt  no  such  another  mistake 
ought  to  be  suffered,  if  yon  escape  the  effects  of  this.  I 
will  not  cease  to  believe  in  a  better  event,  till  tiie  very  last, 
however,  and  it  is  a  deep  satisfaotioD  that  all  has  been 
made  plain  and  straight  up  to  this  strange  and  sad  inters 
position  like  a  bar.  Tod  have  done  yoiar  part,  at  least — 
with  all  that  f orethonght  and  counsel  from  friends  and  ade- 
quate judges  of  the  case — so,  if  the  bar  tmS  not  move,  yon 
will  consider — will  you  not,  dearest? — where  one  may  best 
encamp  in  the  unforbidden  country,  and  wait  the  spring  and 
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fine  weather.  WoiUd  it  be  advisable  to  go  vheie  Ur.  £ea- 
yon  Buggeeted,  or  elsewhere?  Oh,  these  vain  wishes  .  . 
the  will  here,  and  no  means  I 

My  life  is  bonnd  np  with  jatas — my  own,  first  and  last 
love.  What  wonder  if  I  feared  to  tire  yon — I  who,  know- 
ing you  as  I  do,  admiring  what  is  bo  admirable  (let  me 
speak),  loving  what  must  needs  be  loved,  fain  to  learn  what 
yon  only  can  teach ;  proud  of  so  much,  happy  in  so  much  of 
yon;  I,  who,  for  all  this,  neither  come  to  admire,  nor  feel 
prond,  nor  be  taoght, — bat  only,  only  to  live  with  yon  and 
be  by  yon — that  is  love — for  I  Jmow  the  xeet,  as  I  say.  I 
know  those  qnalitiea  are  in  yon  .  .  but  at  them  I  conld 
get  in  so  many  ways  .  .  I  have  your  books,  here  are  my 
letters  you  give  me ;  you  woold  answer  my  qoeations  were 
/in  Pisa — well,  and  it  all  wonld  amonnt  to  nothing,  infi- 
nitely mnch  as  I  know  it  is;  to  nothing  if  I  conld  not  sit 
by  yon  and  see  yon  .  .  I  can  atop  at  that,  but  not  before. 
And  it  seems  strange  to  me  how  little  .  .  less  than  little 
I  have  laid  open  of  my  feelings,  the  nature  of  them  to  yon 
—I  smile  to  think  how  if  all  this  while  I  had  been  acting 
with  the  profonndest  policy  in  intention,  so  as  to  pledge 
myself  to  nothing  I  could  not  afterwards  perform  with  the 
most  perfect  ease  and  seonrity,  I  should  have  done  not 
nnoh  unlike  what  I  Jiave  done — to  be  snre,  one  word  in- 
dndea  many  or  all  .  .  but  I  have  not  said  .  .  what  I  mH 
not  even  even  now  say  .  ,  you  will  know — in  God's  time 
to  which  I  tmst. 

I  will  answer  your  note  now — the  qneetions.  I  did  go 
—(it  may  amuse  you  to  write  on) — to  Moxon's.  First  let 
me  teU  yon  that  when  I  called  there  the  Saturday  before, 
his  brother  (in  hia  abaenoe)  informed  me,  replying  to  the 
question  wheb  it  came  naturally  in  turn  with  a  round  of 
like  inquiriee,  that  yonr  poems  oontinned  to  seU  '  singn- 
Iwly  well ' — they  would  '  end  in  bringing  a  clear  profit,' 
lie  Bud.  I  thought  to  catch  him,  and  ask  if  they  had  done 
flo  .  .  *0h;  not  at  the  beginning  .  .  it  takes  more  time' 
—he  answered,     On  Thursday  I  saw  Moxon — he  spoke 
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rather  enconrf^^glj  of  mj  own  prospeota.  I  send  him  a 
sheetfnl  to-morrow,  I  believe,  and  we  are  '  out '  on  the  lai. 
of  next  month.  TennjBon,  by  the  way,  has  got  hia  pen- 
sion, £300  per  annnm — by  the  other  way,  Moxon  has 
bought  the  MSS.  of  Keats  in  the  possession  of  Taylor  the 
poblisher,  and  is  going  to  bring  out  a  complete  edition ; 
which  is  pleasant  to  hear. 

Aiter  settling  with  Mozon  I  went  to  Mrs.  Garlyle's — 
who  told  me  Gharaoteristio  qoaintnesses  of  Carlyle's  father 
and  mother  over  the  tea  she  gave  me.  And  all  yestwday, 
you  are  to  know,  I  was  in  a  penaanent  mortal  fright — for 
my  onole  came  in  the  morning  to  iutreat  me  to  go  to  Paris 
in  the  evening  abottt  some  urgent  business  of  his, — a  five- 
minntes  matter  with  his  brother  there, — and  tiie  affair 
being  really  urgent  and  material  to  his  and  the  brottier's 
interest,  and  no  substitute  being  to  be  thought  of,  I  was 
forced  to  promise  to  go — in  case  a  letter,  which  would  ar- 
rive in  Town  at  noon,  should  not  prove  satisfactory.  So  I 
calculated  times,  and  found  I  could  be  at  Paris  to-morrow, 
and  back  again,  certainly  by  Wednesday — and  so  not  lose 
you  on  that  day — oh,  the  fear  I  had ! — but  I  was  sure  then 
and  now,  that  the  17th  would  not  see  yon  depart.  But 
night  came,  and  the  last  Dover  train  left,  and  I  drew  breath 
freely — this  morning  I  find  the  letter  was  all  right — so 
may  it  be  with  all  worse  apprehensions  I  What  yon  fear, 
precisely  that,  never  happens,  as  Napoleon  observed  and 
thereon  grew  bold.  I  had  stipulated  for  an  hour's  notice, 
if  go  I  most — and  that  was  to  be  wholly  spent  in  writing  to 
yoa — for  in  quiet  consternation  my  mother  cared  for  my 
carpet  hag. 

And  BO,  I  shall  hear  from  yon  to-morrow  .  .  that  is, 
yon  wiU  write  then,  telling  me  afl  about  your  brother.  As 
for  what  you  say,  with  the  kindest  intentions,  '  of  fever- 
oontagion '  and  keeping  away  on  Wednesday  on  that  ac- 
count, it  is  indeed  '  out  of  the  question, ' — for  a  first  reason 
(which  dispenses  with  any  second)  because  I  disbelieve  al- 
gether  in  contagion  from  fevers,  and  especially  from  typhus 
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feveis — as  do  maoh  better-infonned  men  than  myself — I 
speak  qmte  advisedly.  If  thete  should  be  only  that  reason, 
therefore,  yon  will  not  deprive  me  of  the  liappinees  of  see- 
ing yon  next  Wednesday. 

I  am  not  well — have  a  cold,  influenza  or  some  unpleas- 
ant thing,  but  am  better  than  yesterday — My  mother  is 
much  better,  I  think  (she  and  my  sister  are  resolate  uou- 
contagionistB,  mind  yon  that  I) 

Qod  bless  yon  and  all  yon  love  I  deareet,  I  am  yonr 
R.  B. 


J?.  S.  B.  to  R.  S. 

8»tiudAy. 
[PoBt-nutrk,  October  14,  1S4S.] 

It  was  the  merest  foolishness  in  me  to  write  abont  fevers 
and  the  rest  as  I  did  to-day,  just  as  if  it  oonld  do  any  good, 
all  the  wringing  of  hands  in  the  world.  And  there  is  no 
typhns  yet  .  .  and  no  danger  of  any  sort  I  hope  and  trust  1 
— and  how  weak  it  is  that  habit  of  spreading  the  olond 
which  is  in  yon  all  aionnd  yon,  how  weak  and  selfish  ,  . 
and  nnlike  what  you  wonld  do  ,  .  just  as  yon  are  nnlike 
Mr.  Kenyon.  And  you  are  nnlike  him— and  yon  were 
right  on  Thursday  when  yon  said  bo,  and  I  was  wrong  in 
setting  np  a  phrase  on  the  other  side  .  .  only  what  I  said 
came  by  an  instinct  because  yon  seemed  to  be  giving  him 
all  the  Bonahine  to  nse  and  carry,  which  Bhonld  not  be  after 
all.  Bnt  yon  are  unlike  him  and  must  be  .  .  seeing  that 
the  producers  mnst  differ  &om  the  '  nati  consumere  fmgea ' 
in  the  intellectual  as  in  the  material.  Yon  create  and  he 
enjoys,  and  the  work  makes  yon  feel  and  the  pleasure 
makes  him  ruddy,  and  it  is  so  of  a  necessity.  So  differs 
tiie  man  of  genius  from  the  man  of  letters — and  then  dear 
Mr.  Kenyon  is  not  even  a  man  of  letters  in  a  fall  sense  .  . 
he  is  rather  a  Sybarite  of  letters.  Do  you  think  he  ever 
knew  what  mental  labour  is?  I  fancy  not.  Not  more  than 
he  has  known  what  mental  inBpirati(m  is  1    And  not  more 
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tlum  hd  has  known  what  the  eiarifa  of  the  heart  is  .  .  with 
all  his  teDdemess  and  Beuaibilitf .  He  Beemg  to  me  to 
evaik  pain,  and  where  he  enSers  at  all  to  do  so  rather  n^- 
atively  than  positivel;  .  .  if  yea  understand  what  I  mean 
by  that  .  .  rather  b;  a  want  than  by  a  blow :  the  secret  of 
all  being  that  he  has  a  certain  latitndinarianism  (not  indif- 
ferentiam)  in  his  life  and  affections,  and  has  no  capacity 
for  concentration  and  intensity.  Partly  by  temperameot 
and  partly  by  philosophy  he  contrives  to  keep  the  sunny 
side  of  the  street — though  never  inclined  to  foi^t  the  blicd 
man  at  the  comer.  Ah,  dear  Mr.  Kenyon :  he  is  magnani- 
mous in  toleration,  and  excellent  in  sympathy — and  he  has 
the  love  of  beauty  and  the  reverence  of  genius — bat  the 
faculty  ottoorahip  he  has  not:  he  will  not  worship  aright 
either  your  heroes  or  your  gods  .  .  and  while  you  do  it 
he  only  '  tolerates '  the  act  in  you.  Once  he  said  .  .  not 
to  me  ,  .  but  I  heard  of  it:  '  What,  if  genius  should  bo 
nothing  bet  scrofula? '  and  he  doubts  (I  very  much  fear) 
whether  the  world  is  not  governed  by  a  throw  of  QtoBe 
very  same  '  loaded  dice, '  and  no  otherwise.  Yet  he  reveres 
genius  in  the  acting  of  it,  and  recognizes  a  Gkxl  in  creation 
— only  it  is  bat '  so  far,'  and  not  farther.  At  least  I  think 
not — and  I  have  a  right  to  think  what  I  please  of  him,  hold- 
ing him  as  I  do,  in  such  true  affection.  One  of  the  kiodest 
and  most  indulgent  of  human  beings  has  he  been  to  me, 
and  I  am  happy  to  be  grateful  to  him. 

Sunday. — ^The  Duke  of  Palmella  takes  the  whole  vessel 
for  the  20th,  and  therefore  if  I  go  it  must  be  on  the  17th, 
Therefore  (besides)  as  George  must  be  on  sessions  to- 
morrow, he  will  settie  the  question  with  Fapa  to-night 
In  the  meantime  our  poor  Occy  is  not  much  better,  though 
a  little,  and  is  ordered  leeches  on  his  head,  and  is  confined 
to  his  bed  and  attended  by  physician  and  surgeon.  It  is 
not  decided  typhus,  but  they  will  not  answer  for  it  not 
being  infectious ;  and  although  he  is  quite  at  the  top  of  the 
honse,  two  stories  above  me,  I  shall  not  like  yoa  to  oome 
indeed.    And  then  there  will  be  only  room  for  a  farewell, 
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and  I  vho  am  a  coward  shrink  from  the  sayiDg  of  it.  No 
' — not  being  able  to  see  yon  to-morrov,  (Mr.  Kenyon  is  to 
be  here  to-morrow,  he  says)  let  ns  agree  to  throw  away 
Wednesday.  I  will  write,  .  .  you  will  write  perhaps— 
and  above  all  things  yoa  will  promise  to  write  by  the  '  Star ' 
on  Monday,  that  the  captain  may  give  me  your  letter  at 
CKbraltar.  Yon  promise?  Bat  I  shall  hear  from  yon  be- 
fore then,  and  oftener  than  once,  and  yon  will  acquiesce 
abont  Wednesday  and  grant  at  once  that  there  can  be  no 
gain,  no  good,  in  that  miserable  good-bye-ing.  I  do  not 
want  the  pain  of  it  to  remember  you  by — I  shall  remember 
very  well  without  it,  be  sore.  Still  it  shall  be  as  you  like 
— as  you  shall  choose — and  if  you  are  disc^apointed  aboat 
Wednesday  (if  it  ia  not  vain  in  me  to  talk  of  disappoint- 
ments) why  do  with  Wednesday  as  yon  think  best  .  .  al- 
ways understanding  that  there's  no  risk  of  infection. 

Monday. — All  this  I  had  written  yesterday — and  to-day 
it  all  is  worse  than  vain.  Do  not  be  angry  with  me — do 
not  think  it  my  fault — but  /  do  not  go  to  Italy  .  .  it  has 
ended  as  I  feared.  What  passed  between  George  and  Papa 
there  is  no  need  c^  telling :  only  the  latter  said  that  I 
'  might  go  if  I  pleased,  bat  that  going  it  woold  be  under 
his  heaviest  displeasure.'  Gteorge,  in  great  indignation, 
pressed  the  question  fnlly :  but  all  was  vain  .  .  and  I  am 
left  in  this  position  .  .  to  go,  if  I  please,  with  his  dis- 
pleasure over  me,  (which  after  what  you  have  said  and 
after  what  Mr.  Kenyon  has  said,  and  after  what  my  own 
conscience  and  deepest  moral  convictions  say  aloud,  I 
would  unhesitatingly  do  at  this  hour  I)  and  necessarily  run 
the  risk  of  exposing  my  sister  and  brother  to  that  same 
displeasure  .  .  from  which  risk  I  shrink  and  fall  back  and 
feel  that  to  incur  it,  is  impossible.  Dear  Mr.  Kenyon  has 
been  here  and  we  have  been  talking — and  he  sees  what  I 
see  .  .  that  I  am  justified  in  going  myself,  but  not  in  biii^ 
ing  others  into  difficulty.  The  very  kindness  and  good- 
ness with  which  they  desire  me  (both  my  Bisters)  '  not  to 
think  of  them,'  naturally  makes  me  think  more  of  them. 
Vol.  L-18 
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And  BO,  tell  me  that  I  am  not  wrong  in  taking  up  my  chain 
again  and  acquiescing  in  this  hard  necessity.  The  bitter- 
est '  fact '  of  all  is,  that  I  had  believed  Papa  to  have  loved 
me  more  than  he  obvioosly  does :  bat  I  never  regiet  know- 
ledge .  .  I  mean  I  never  wonld  unknow  anything  .  .  even 
were  it  the  taste  of  the  apples  by  the  Dead  sea — and  this 
mnst  be  accepted  like  the  rest.  In  the  meantime  your 
letter  comes — and  if  I  conld  seem  to  be  very  onhappy  after 
reading  it  .  .  why  it  would  be  '  all  pretence '  on  my  part, 
believe  me.  Can  yon  care  for  me  bo  mnch  .  .  you?  Then 
that  is  light  enoogh  to  acconnt  for  all  the  shadows,  and  to 
make  them  almost  unregarded — the  shadows  of  the  life 
behind.  Moreover  dear  Occy  is  somewhat  better — with  a 
pnlse  only  at  ninety :  and  the  dootora  declare  that  visitors 
may  come  to  the  honse  withont  any  manner  of  danger.  Or 
I  should  not  trofit  to  yonr  theories — no,  indeed :  it  was  not 
that  I  expected  yon  to  be  afraid,  bnt  that  I  was  afraid — 
and  if  I  am  not  ashamed  for  that,  why  at  least  I  am,  for 
being  Idche  abont  Wednesday,  when  yoa  thought  of  hurry- 
ing back  from  Paris  only  for  it !  Ton  coidd  think  that/ — 
Ton  can  care  for  me  so  muchl — (I  come  to  it  again!) 
When  I  hold  some  words  to  my  eyes  .  .  such  as  these  in 
this  letter  .  .  I  can  see  nothing  beyond  them  .  .  no  evil, 
no  want.  There  ts  no  evil  and  no  want.  Am  I  wrong  in 
the  decision  about  Italy?  Conld  I  do  otherwise?  I  had 
course  and  to  spare— bnt  the  question,  you  see,  did  not 
regard  myself  wholly.  For  the  rest,  the  '  unforbidden 
conntry '  lies  within  these  four  walls.  Madeira  was  pro- 
posed in  vain — and  any  part  of  England  wonld  be  as  ob- 
jectionable as  Italy,  and  not  more  advantageous  to  me  Uian 
Wimpole  Street.  To  take  courage  and  be  cheerful,  as  yon 
Bay,  ia  left  as  an  alternative — and  (the  winter  may  be  mild  I) 
to  fall  into  the  hands  of  God  rather  than  of  man :  and  I 
ehaU  be  hereforyour  Novemher,  rememher. 

And  now  that  you  are  not  well,  will  you  take  care?  and 
not  come  on  Wednesday  lulees  yon  are  better?  and  never 
again  bring  me  wetfoioen,  which  probaUy  did  all  the  harm 
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OB  ThniBday?    I  was  afraid  for  yoa  then,  thoagh  I  aaid 
nothing.     May  Qod  bless  yon. 

Ever  yours  I  am — your  own. 

Ninety  is  not  a  high  poise  .  .  f or  a  fever  of  this  Jdnd — 
IB  it?  and  the  heat  diminishes,  and  his  apirite  are  better — 
and  we  are  all  much  easier  .  .  hare  been  both  to-day  and 
yesterday  indeed. 

B.B.toE.  B.  B. 

TnaaAaj  Marnlog. 
[PoBt-nuuk,  Octobei  14,  184C] 

Be  sure,  my  own,  dearest  lore,  that  this  is  for  the  best ; 
will  be  seen  for  the  beet  in  the  end.  It  is  hard  to  bear  now 
—bat  you,  have  to  bear  it;  any  other  person  could  not,  and 
yoa  wUl,  I  know,  knowing  yon — vnU  be  well  this  one  winter 
if  yon  can,  and  then — since  I  am  iwt  eelfiah  in  this  love  to 
yoa,  my  own  oonscieDoe  tells  me,  — I  desire,  more  earnestly 
thaa  I  ever  knew  what  desiring  was,  to  be  yoors  and  with 
yoQ  and,  as  far  as  may  be  in  this  life  and  world,  Yov — and 
DO  hindrance  to  that,  bat  one,  gives  me  a  moment's  care 
or  fear ;  bat  that  one  is  jnst  yoar  little  hand,  as  I  could 
fancy  it  raised  in  any  least  interest  of  yonrs — and  before 
that,  I  am,  and  would  ever  be,  still  silent  Bat  now — what 
is  to  make  yon  raise  that  hand?  I  will  not  speak  now ;  not 
seem  to  take  advantage  of  yonr  present  feelings, — we  will 
be  rational,  and  all-considering  and  weighing  conseqnences, 
and  foreseeing  them — but  first  I  will  prove  .  .  if  that  has 
to  be  done,  why — but  I  begin  speaking,  and  I  should  not, 
I  know. 

Bleas  yoa,  lovel 
B.B. 

To-morrow  I  see  yon,  without  fail.  I  am  rejoiced  as 
yoa  am  imagine,  at  your  brother's  improved  state. 
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K  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

Tueadaj. 
[Post-mark,  October  15,  IMS.] 

Will  this  note  reach  70a  at  the  'iatal  hour'  .  .  or 
Boonei?  At  an;  rate  it  ia  forced  to  ask  you  to  take  Thurs- 
day for  Wednesday,  inasmooh  as  Mr.  Eesyon  in  his  ezoeed- 
ing  kindness  has  pat  off  his  jonmey  jost  for  me,  he  says, 
beoaose  he  saw  me  depressed  aboat  the  decision,  and  wished 
to  come  and  see  me  again  to-morrov  and  talk  the  spirits 
ap,  I  suppose.  It  is  all  so  kind  and  good,  that  I  cannot 
find  a  Tolce  to  grumble  about  the  obUgation  it  brings  of 
'writing  thnB.  And  then,  if  yoa  suffer  from  cold  and  in- 
fluenza, it  will  be  better  for  you  not  to  come  for  another 
day,  .  .  I  think  that,  for  comiort.  Shall  I  hear  how  yoa 
are  to-night,  I  wonder?  DearOccy  'tamed  the  comer,' 
the  physician  said,  yesterday  evening,  and,  although  a 
little  fluctoating  to-day,  remains  on  the  whole  considerably 
better.  They  were  just  in  time  to  keep  the  ferer  from  torn* 
ii^  to  typhus. 

How  fast  you  print  your  book,  for  it  is  to  be  oat  on  the 
first  of  November  t  Why  it  cornea  out  suddenly  like  the 
BUD.  Mr.  Eenyon  asked  me  if  I  hud  seen  anything  yon 
were  going  to  print;  and  when  I  mentioned  the  second  part 
of  the  '  Dacheas '  and  described  how  your  periect  rhymes, 
perfectly  new,  and  all  clashing  t(^ether  as  by  natural  at- 
traction, had  pat  me  at  once  to  shame  and  admiration,  he 
began  to  praise  the  first  part  of  the  same  poem  (which  I 
had  heard  him  do  before,  by  the  way)  and  extolled  it  as 
one  of  your  most  striking  productions. 

And  so  until  Thursday  1    May  Ood  bless  yoa — 

and  as  the  heart  goes,  ever  yoors. 

I  am  glad  for  Tennyson,  and  glad  for  Keats.  It  is  well 
to  be  able  to  be  glad  about  something — is  is  it  not?  abont 
something  out  of  ourselves.  And  (tn  myself)  I  shall  be 
most  glad,  if  I  have  a  letter  to-night.    Shall  I? 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


ISU]  XSr>  ■ELIZASIEIK  BABBETT  345 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[Poat-nurk.  October  IS,  184S.] 

Th&nkH,  m7  dearest,  for  ihe  good  oewB — of  the  fever's 
abatement — it  is  good,  too,  that  yon  write  cheerfoll)',  on 
the  vhole :  what  ia  it  to  me  that  70a  write  is  of  nte  .  .  I 
ahall  never  say  that  I  Ur.  Eenyon  is  all  kindness,  and  one 
gets  to  take  it  as  not  so  purely  natoral  a  thing,  the  show- 
ing kindness  to  those  it  concerns,  and  belongs  to, — well! 
On  Thnraday,  then, — to-morrow!  Did  yon  not  get  a  note 
of  mine,  a  hurried  note,  which  was  meant  for  yesterday- 
afternoon's  delirery? 

Mr.  Forster  came  yesterday  and  was  very  profnse  of 
graciosities :  he  may  have,  or  most  have  meant  well,  so  we 
will  go  on  again  with  the  friendship,  as  the  snail  repairs 
his  battered  shell. 

My  poems  went  duly  to  press  on  Monday  night — there 
is  not  much  correckiile  in  them, — you  make,  or  yon  spoil, 
(me  of  these  things ;  that  is,  7  do.  I  have  adopted  all  yoor 
emendations,  and  thrown  in  lines  and  words,  jnst  a  morn- 
ing's bnsiness ;  bnt  one  does  not  write  plays  so.  Yon  may 
like  some  of  my  smaller  thii^s,  which  stop  intersticea, 
better  than  what  yon  have  seen;  I  shall  wonder  to  know. 
I  am  to  receive  a  proof  at  the  end  of  the  week — will  you 
help  me  and  over-look  it.  (*  Tes ' — she  says  .  .  my  thanks 
I  do  not  say  I — ) 

"While  writing  this,  tiie  Ttmea  catches  my  eye  (it  jast 
came  in)  and  something  from  the  Lancet  is  extracted,  a 
\oDg  article  against  qnaokery — and,  as  I  say,  this  is  the 
first  and  only  sentence  I  read — '  There  is  scarcely  a  peer  of 
the  realm  who  is  not  the  patron  of  some  qnack  pill  or  po- 
tion: and  the  literati,  too,  are  deeply  tainted.  We  have 
heard  of  barbarians  who  threw  quacks  and  their  medicines 
into  the  sea :  bnt  here  in  England  we  have  Browning,  a 
prince  of  poets,  tonching  the  pitch  which  defiles  and  mak- 
ing Faracelsos  the  hero  of  a  poem.  Sir  E.  L.  Bnlwer 
writes  pnffs  for  the  water  doctors  in  a  style  worthy  of 
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imitatioD  by  the  scribe  that  does  the  poetical  for  Moees  and 
Son.  Miss  Martinean  makes  a  finessing  servant  girl  her 
phyBician-general ;  and  Bichard  Hovitt  and  the  Lady 
aforesaid  stand  Ood-father  and  mother  to  the  contemptibls 
mesmeric  vagaries  of  Spencer  Hall.'  —  Even  the  sveet 
incense  to  me  fails  of  its  effect  if  Paracelsus  is  to  fignie 
on  a  level  with  Priessnitz,  and  '  Jane '  I 

What  weather,  sow  at  last !  Think  for  yourself  and  for 
me — could  you  not  go  out  on  such  days? 

I  am  qnite  well  now — cold,  over  and  gone.  Did  I  tell 
yon  my  Uncle  arrived  from  Paris  on  Monday,  as  tbey 
hoped  he  would — bo  my  travel  would  have  been  to  great 
purpose! 

Bless  my  dearest — my  ownl 

B.  B. 
E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Wedneadfty. 
[Poit-iiuirlE,  October  IS,  1S4S.] 

Tour  letter  which  should  have  reached  me  in  the  morn- 
ing of  yesterday,  I  did  not  receive  until  nearly  midnight 
— partly  through  the  eccentricity  of  onr  new  postman 
whose  good  pleasure  it  is  to  make  use  of  the  letter-box 
without  knocking;  and  partly  from  the  confusion  in  the 
house,  of  illness  in  different  ways  .  .  the  very  servants 
being  ill,  .  .  one  of  them  breaking  a  blood-vessel — ^for 
there  is  no  new  case  of  fever;  .  .  and  for  dear  Ocoy,  he 
grows  better  slowly  day  by  day.  And  just  so  late  last 
night,  five  letters  were  found  in  the  letter-box,  and  mine 
.  .  yoors  ,  .  among  them — which  accounts  for  my  begin- 
ning to  (uiswer  it  only  sow. 

What  am  I  to  say  but  this  .  .  that  I  know  what  yon  are 
.  .  and  tiiat  I  know  also  what  you  are  to  me, — and  that  I 
shonld  accept  that  knowledge  as  more  than  snfficient 
recompense  for  worse  vexations  than  these  late  ones. 
Therefore  let  no  more  be  said  of  them :  and  no  more  need 
be  said,  even  if  they  were  not  likely  to  prove  their  own  end 
good,  as  I  believe  with  yon.    Yon  may  be  quite  sure  that 
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I  shall  be  well  this  winter,  if  in  any  way  it  ahoold  be  pos- 
sible, and  that  I  will  not  be  beaten  down,  if  the  will  can  do 
anything.  I  admire  how,  if  all  had  happened  so  bat  a  year 
ago,  (yet  it  oonld  not  have  happened  qnite  aof),l  ehonld 
certainly  have  been  beaten  down — and  how  it  ia  different 
now,  .  .  and  how  it  is  only  gratitude  to  yon,  to  aay  that  it 
is  diifer^it  now.  My  cage  is  not  worse  bat  better  since 
yoa  brought  tho  green  gronndsel  to  it — and  to  dash  oneself 
against  the  wires  of  it  will  not  open  the  door.  We  shall 
see  .  .  and  God  will  oversee.  And  in  the  meantime  yon 
will  not  talk  of  extravagances ;  and  then  nobody  need  hold 
np  tho  hand — becaase,  as  I  said  and  say,  I  am  years,  yonr 
own — only  not  to  hurt  j/ou.  So  now  let  as  talk  of  the  first 
of  November  and  of  the  poems  which  are  to  come  oat  then, 
and  of  the  poems  which  are  to  come  after  then — and  of  the 
new  avatar  of  '  Sordello,'  for  instance,  which  you  tanght 
me  to  look  for.  And  let  na  both  be  basy  and  oheerfal — 
and  yoa  wiU  come  and  see  me  throoghoatthe  winter,  .  .  if 
yoa  do  not  decide  rather  on  goit^  abroad,  which  may  be 
better  .  .  better  for  yonr  health's  sake? — in  which  case  I 
shall  have  yoar  letters. 

And  here  ia  another  .  .  jost  arrived.  How  I  thank 
yoQ.  Think  of  the  Times  t  Still  it  was  very  well  of  them 
to  recognise  your  principality.  Oh  yes — do  let  me  see  the 
proof — I  nnderstand  too  about  the  '  making  and  spoiling.' 

Almost  yon  forced  me  to  smile  by  thinking  it  worth 
while  to  say  that  yoa  are  'not  «ejf&%.'  Did  ^  Peroival 
8^  so  to  Sir  Cbwaine  across  the  Bound  Table,  in  those 
times  of  chivalry  to  which  yoa  belong  by  the  soul?  Cer^ 
tainly  yon  are  not  selfish  I    May  Gk>d  bless  yoa. 

Ever  your 
E.B.B. 

The  fever  may  last,  they  say,  for  a  week  longer,  or  even 
a  fortnight — bat  it  decnaeee.  Yet  he  is  hot  still,  and  very 
weak. 

To  to-moiTOwl 
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E.  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

Frlds;. 
[Post-mu'k,  October  17,  184S.J 

Do  tell  me  what  yoa  mean  precisely  by  your  '  Bells  aud 
Pomegranates '  title.  I  have  always  nncbrstood  it  to  srefer 
to  the  Hebraic  priestly  garment — bat  Mr.  Eenyon  held 
against  me  the  other  day  that  yoor  reference  vas  different, 
thongh  he  had  not  the  remotest  idea  hov.  And  yeBteT'''ay 
I  forgot  to  ask,  for  not  the  first  time.  Tell  me  too  wny 
yon  shoold  not  in  the  new  nnmber  satisfy,  by  a  note  some- 
where,  the  Davusee  of  the  world  who  are  in  the  majority 
{'  Davi  somas,  non  <£dipi ')  with  a  solati(m  (A  tiiia  one 
Sphinx  riddle,    la  there  a  reason  against  it? 

Occy  continaee  to  make  progress — with  a  prdse  at  only 
eighty-foor  this  monung.  Are  yoa  learned  in  the  pulse 
that  I  shoold  talk  as  if  yoa  were?  /,  who  have  had  my 
lessons?  He  takes  scarcely  anything  yet  bat  water,  and 
his  head  is  very  hot  still — bnt  Uie  progress  is  qoite  sure, 
thoogh  it  may  be  a  lingering  case. 

Toot  beaotifol  flowers! — none  the  less  beaotifol  for 
waiting  for  water  yesterday.  As  fresh  as  ever,  they  were; 
and  while  I  was  putting  them  into  the  water,  I  thooght 
that  yoor  visit  went  on  all  the  time.  Other  thooghls  too 
I  bad,  which  made  me  look  down  blindly,  qoite  blindly,  on 
the  little  bine  flowers,  .  .  while  I  thooght  what  I  ooold 
not  have  said  an  hoar  before  withoot  breaking  into  tears 
which  woold  have  ran  faster  then.  To  say  now  tiiat  I 
never  can  forget;  that  I  feel  myself  boond  to  yon  as  one 
homan  being  cannot  be  more  bonnd  to  another ; — and  that 
yoa  are  more  to  me  at  this  moment  than  all  the  rest  of  the 
world ;  is  only  to  say  in  new  words  that  it  would  be  a 
wrong  against  myBdf,  to  seem  to  risk  yonr  happiness  and 
abase  yoor  generosity.  For  me  .  .  Qiongh  yoa  threw  oat 
words  yesterday  aboot  the  testimony  of  a  '  third  person,' 
.  .  it  woold  be  momtroos  to  assoma  it  to  be  neoeaaaiy  to 
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indicate  my  trnst  of  yoo — I  iruat  you  impUciUy — and  am 
.loi  too  prond  to  owe  all  things  to  you.  Bat  now  let  as 
wait  and  8ee  what  this  winter  does  or  nndoee — while  God 
do^  His  part  for  good,  aa  we  know.  I  will  nerer  fail  to 
you  from  any  hnman  inflnenoe  whatever — that  I  have 
pA>inised— but  70a  most  let  it  be  different  from  the  other 
sort  of  promise  which  it  woold  be  a  wrong  to  make.  May 
Gk>d  bleea  yon — yoa,  whose  fault  it  is,  to  be  too  generons. 
Yen  are  not  like  other  men,  sa  I  conld  see  from  the  begin- 
mr^ — no. 
'  1  Shall  I  have  the  proof  to-night,  I  ask  myself. 

And  if  yon  like  to  oome  on  Monday  rather  than  Toes- 
day,  I  do  not  see  why  there  shonld  be  a  '  bo  '  to  that. 
Jadge  from  yoor  own  oonvenienoe.  Only  we  most  be  wise 
in  the  general  praotioe,  and  abstain  from  too  frequent  meet- 
ings, for  fear  of  difficnltieB,  I  am  Cassandra  yoa  know, 
and  smell  the  slangbter  in  the  bath-room.  It  wonld  make 
no  difference  in  fact;  bnt  in  comfort,  mnch. 

Ever  yoor  own — 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

fiftturday. 
[Poe^IIlUk,  October  16,  1849.] 

I  mast  not  go  on  teuing  these  poor  sheets  one  after  the 
other, — the  proper  phrases  toiU  not  oome, — so  let  them  stay, 
while  yon  care  for  my  bwt  interests  in  their  best,  only 
way,  and  say  for  me  what  I  wonld  say  if  I  conld — deiuest, 
— say  it,  as  I  feel  itl 

I  am  thonkfnl  to  hear  of  the  continued  improvement  of 
yonr  brother.  So  may  it  continae  with  him !  Poises  I 
know  very  little  aboot — ^I  go  by  yonr  own  impressions 
which  are  evidently  favoorable. 

I  will  make  a  note  as  yon  soggest — or,  po-hapa,  keep 
it  for  the  closing  nomber  (the  next),  when  it  will  come  fitly 
in  with  two  or  three  parting  words  I  shall  have  to  say. 
The  Babbia  make  Bells  and  Poni^ranates  symbolical  dt 
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Pleasure  aod  Profit,  tlte  gay  and  the  grave,  the  Poetry  and 
the  Prose,  Singing  and  Sermonizing — sach  a  mixtnre  of 
effecta  as  in  the  original  hoar  (that  is  quarter  of  an  hour) 
of  confidence  and  creation,  I  meant  the  whole  should  prora 
at  last  Well,  it  has  sncoeeded  beyond  my  most  adventure 
OQS  Irishes  in  one  respect — '  Blessed  eyes  mine  eyes  have 
heen,  if — '  if  there  was  any  sweetness  in  the  tongne  or 
flaTOar  in  the  seeds  to  her.  But  I  shall  do  qoite  other  and 
better  things,  or  shame  on  me !  The  proof  has  not  yet 
oome  ,  .  I  should  go,  I  suppose,  and  enqnire  this  after- 
noon—and probably  I  will. 

I  weigh  all  the  words  in  yonr  permission  to  come  on 
Monday  .  .  do  not  think  /  have  not  seen  that  contingency 
from  the  first  I    ]jet  it  be  Tuesday — no  sooner  I    Mean- 
while yoa  aie  never  away — never  from  your  place  here. 
God  bless  my  dearest. 

Ever  yours 

RB. 

a.  B.  to  K  B.  B. 

VLaadBj  UomlDg. 
[In  tbe  uma  envelopo  with  the  preoedlag  letter.] 

This  arrived  on  Saturday  night— I  jost  correct  it  in 
time  for  this  our  first  post — will  it  do,  the  new  matter?  I 
can  take  it  to-morrow — when  I  am  to  see  you — if  you  aie 
able  to  glance  through  it  by  then. 

The  '  Inscription,'  how  does  that  read? 

There  is  strange  temptation,  by  the  way,  in  the  space 
they  please  to  leave  for  the  presumable  '  motto ' — '  they  bat 
remind  me  of  mine  own  conception '  .  .  but  one  must  give 
no  clue,  of  a  silk's  breadth,  to  the  'Bower, '  yet,  One  day  I 

— Which  God  send  yon,  deores^  and  yonr 

B.B. 
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E.  B.  S.  to  B.  B, 

[Post-mark,  October  83, 1845.] 
Even  at  the  risk  of  teazing  you  a  little  I  must  say  a  few 
words,  that  there  may  be  no  mispaderstanding  between  os 
— and  this,  before  I  sleep  to-night.  To-day  and  before 
to-day  yon  surprised  me  by  yoor  manner  of  receiving  my 
remark  about  yonr  Tisita,  for  I  believed  I  iiad  sufficiently 
made  dear  to  yon  long  ago  how  certain  questions  were  or- 
dered in  this  house  and  how  no  exception  was  to  be  expected 
for  my  sake  or  even  for  yours.  Surely  I  told  yon  this 
quite  plainly  long  ago.  I  only  meant  to  say  in  my  last 
letter,  in  the  same  track  .  .  (fearing  in  the  case  of  yoor 
wishing  to  come  oftener  that  yon  might  tiiink  it  nnkind  in 
me  not  to  seem  to  wish  the  same)  .  .  that  if  you  came  too 
<rften  and  it  was  (^ervtd,  difficulties  and  vexations  would 
follow  as  a  matter  of  coatee,  and  it  would  be  wise  therefore 
to  mn  no  risk.  That  was  the  head  and  front  of  what  I 
meant  io  say.  The  weekly  one  visit  is  a  thing  established 
and  may  go  on  as  long  as  yoa  please — and  there  is  no  ob- 
jection to  your  coming  twice  a  week  wt\o  and  Gten  .  .  if 
now  and  then  merely  .  .  if  tiiere  is  no  habit  ,  .  do  yon 
understand?  I  may  be  prudent  in  an  extreme  perhaps — 
and  certainly  everybody  in  the  house  is  not  equally  pru- 
dent I — but  I  did  shrink  from  running  any  risk  with  that 
calm  and  comfort  of  the  winter  as  it  seemed  to  come  on. 
And  was  it  more  than  I  said  about  the  cloak?  was  there 
any  newness  in  it?  anything  to  startle  you?  Still  I  do  per- 
fectly see  that  whether  new  or  old,  what  it  involves  may 
well  be  unpleasant  to  yon — and  that  (however  old)  it  may 
be  apt  to  recur  to  yonr  mind  with  a  new  increasing  un- 
pleasantness. We  have  both  been  carried  too  far  perhaps, 
by  late  events  and  impulses — but  it  is  never  too  late  to 
come  book  to  a  right  place,  and  I  for  my  part  come  hat^ 
to  mine,  and  entreat  yon  my  dearest  friend,  first,  net  to 
answer  this,  and  next,  to  weigh  and  consider  thoroughly 
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'  that  partionlar  contingency '  which  (I  tell  yon  plainly,  I 
who  know)  the  tongne  of  men  and  of  angels  would  not 
modify  so  as  to  render  less  full  of  vexations  to  yea.  I«t 
Pisa  prove  the  excellent  hatdness  of  some  marbles !  Judge. 
From  motiTes  of  self-respect,  yon  may  well  walk  an  op- 
posite way  .  ,  you  !  ,  .  When  I  told  yon  once  .  .  or  twice 
.  .  that '  no  baman  inflnenoe  sbonld '  &o.  See.,  .  .  I  spoke 
for  myself,  qoite  OTer-looking  yon — and  now  that  I  tarn 
and  see  yon,  I  am  earprised  that  X  did  not  see  you  before 
.  .  there.  1  ask  yoa  therefore  to  consider  '  that  contin- 
gency '  well — not  forgetting  the  other  obvioos  evils,  which 
the  late  decision  abont  Pisa  has  aggravated  beyond  calcula- 
tion .  .  for  as  the  smoke  rolls  off  we  see  the  harm  done  hy 
the  fire.  And  so,  and  now  .  .  ia  it  not  advisable  for  yon 
to  go  abroad  at  once  .  .  as  you  always  intended,  yon  know 
,  .  now  that  yonr  book  is  through  the  press?  What  if 
yon  go  next  week?  I  leave  it  to  you.  In  any  case  J  en- 
treat you.  not  to  anauper  thia — neither  let  your  thoughts  be  too 
hard  on  me  for  what  yon  may  call  perhaps  vacillatioQ — 
only  that  I  stand  escnsed  (I  do  not  say  jnstified)  before 
my  own  moral  sense.  May  Ood  bless  yon.  If  yoa  go,  I 
shall  wait  to  see  yoa  till  yonr  return,  and  have  letters  in 
the  meantime.  I  write  all  this  as  fast  as  I  can  to  have  it 
over.  What  I  ask  of  yon  is,  to  consider  alone  and  decide 
advisedly  .  .  for  both  onr  sakes.  If  it  should  be  your 
choice  not  to  make  an  end  now,  .  .  why  I  shall  understand 
ihat  by  your  not  going  .  .  or  yoa  may  say  '  no '  in  a  word 
.  ,  for  I  require  no  '  pr<des(ations '  indeed — and  you  may 
trust  to  me  ..  it  shall  be  as  yoa  choose.  Tou  vnU  con- 
sider my  happinesa  moat  by  conatdering  your  own  .  .  and 
that  is  my  last  word. 

Wedneaday  morning. — ^I  did  not  say  half  I  thought 
about  the  poems  yesteo^y — and  their  various  power  and 
beauty  will  be  striking  and  snrprising  to  yonr  most  aocns- 
tomed  readers.  '  St.  Prszed  '■ — '  Pictor  Ignotus ' — '  The 
Bide ' — '  The  Duchess ' ! — Of  the  new  poems  I  like  sd- 
premely  the  first  and  last  .  .  that  '  Lost  Leader '  which 
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Btriltes  8o  broadly  and  deep  .  .  which  nobody  can  aver 
foiget — and  which  is  worth  all  the  jonmalizing  and  pam- 
phleteering in  the  world !— and  then,  the  last  '  Thought ' 
whioh  is  quite  to  be  grudged  to  that  place  of  fiagmente  .  , 
those  grand  sea-sights  in  the  long  lines.  Shonld  not  these 
fragments  be  severed  otherwise  than  by  nunbezB?  The 
last  stanza  bat  one  of  the  '  Losb  Mistress '  seemed  obscure 
bo  me.  Is  it  so  really?  The  end  yon  have  put  to  '  Eng- 
land in  Italy '  gives  nnity  to  the  whole  .  .  just  what  the 
poem  wanted.  Also  yon  have  given  some  nobler  lines  to 
the  middle  than  met  me  there  before.  '  The  IMchess '  ap- 
pears to  me  more  than  ever  a  new-minted  golden  coin — the 
rhythm  of  it  answering  to  yoor  own  description,  '  Speech 
half  asleep,  or  song  half  awake? '  Yon  have  right  of  trove 
to  these  novel  effects  of  rhythm.  Now  if  people  do  not  cry 
oat  aboat  these  poems,  what  are  we  to  think  of  the  world? 
May  God  bless  yon  always — send  me  the  next  proof  in 
anjr  oci«e. 

Tear 

E.  B.  B. 

S.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[Postmark,  October 38,  1845.] 
Bat  I  jmat  answer  yon,  and  be  forgiven,  too,  dearest. 
I  waa  (to  b^^  at  the  beginning)  solely  not  '  atarUed '  .  . 
only  properly  aware  of  the  deep  blessing  I  have  been  en- 
joying this  while,  and  not  disposed  to  take  its  continnanoe 
aa  pnre  matter  of  coarse,  and  so  treat  with  indifference  the 
first  shadow  of  a  threatening  intimation  from  without,  the 
first  hint  of  a  possible  abstraction  from  the  quarter  to  whioh 
so  many  hopes  and  fears  of  mine  have  gone  of  late.  In 
this  case,  knowing  yon,  I  was  anre  that  if  any  imaginable 
form  of  displeasure  coold  touch  yoa  withoat  reaching  me, 
I  should  not  hear  of  it  too  soon — so  I  spoke — bo  you  have 
spoken— and  so  now  you  get  'excused'?  No— wondered 
at,  with  all  my  faoolty  of  wonder  for  the  strange  exalting 
way  yon  will  persist  to  think  of  me;  now,  once  for  all,  I 
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wiU  not  pass  for  what  I  m&ke  no  lenst  pretence  to.  I  gnite 
understand  the  grace  of  yoor  imaginary  self-denial,  and 
fidelity  to  a  given  word,  and  noble  constancy ;  bnt  it  all 
happens  to  be  none  of  mine,  none  in  the  least.  I  love  yon 
because  I  love  yon ;  I  see  yoa  '  once  a  week '  becanae  I  can- 
not see  yon  all  day  long;  I  think  of  yon  all  day  long,  be~ 
caose  I  most  certainly  conld  not  think  of  yon  once  an  hoar 
less,  if  I  tried,  or  went  to  Pisa,  or  '  abroad  *  (in  every  sense) 
in  order  to  *  be  happy '  .  ,  a  kind  of  adventnre  which  yoa 
seem  to  suppose  yon  have  in  some  way  interfered  with. 
Do,  for  this  once,  think,  and  never  after,  on  the  impossi- 
bility of  your  ever  (you  know  I  must  talk  your  own  Ian- 
gnage,  so  I  shall  say — )  hindering  any  scheme  of  mine, 
stopping  any  supposable  advancement  of  mine.  Do  you 
really  think  that  before  I  found  yoa,  I  was  going  about 
the  world  seeking  whom  I  might  devour,  that  is,  be  de- 
voured by,  in  the  shape  of  a  wife  .  .  do  yon  sappose  I 
ever  dreamed  of  marrying?  What  wonld  it  mean  for  me, 
with  my  life  I  am  hardened  in^-considering  the  rational 
chances ;  how  the  land  is  used  to  famish  its  contii^ent  of 
Shakespeare's  women:  or  by  'sncoesa,'  'happiness'  &o. 
Ac.  yon  never  never  can  be  seeing  for  a  moment  with  the 
world's  eyes  and  meaning '  getting  rich '  and  all  that?  Yet, 
pat  that  away,  and  what  do  yon  meet  at  every  torn,  if  yon 
are  hunting  about  iu  the  du^  to  catch  my  good,  but  yonr- 
seU? 

/  know  who  has  got  it,  caught  it,  and  means  to  keep  it 
on  his  heart — the  person  most  concerned — /,  dearest,  who 
cannot  play  Qie  disinterested  part  of  bidding  you  forget 
your  '  protestation '  .  .  what  should  I  have  to  hold  by, 
come  what  will,  throi^  years,  through  this  life,  if  Qod 
shall  so  determtoe,  if  I  were  not  sure,  eure  that  the  first 
moment  when  yon  can  suffer  me  with  yon  '  in  that  relation, ' 
yoa  will  remember  and  act  accordii^ly.  I  will,  aa  you 
know,  conform  my  life  to  any  imaginable  rule  which  shall 
render  it  possible  for  your  life  to  move  with  it  and  possess 
it,  all  the  little  it  is  worth. 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


I8tB]  AKD  ELIZABETH  BABBETT  366 

For  your  friendB  .  .  whaterar  can  be  '  got  ov^, '  what- 
emt  oppcNsition  may  be  rational,  will  be  easily  remored,  I 
suppose.  Yon  knov  when  I  spoke  lately  about  the  '  sel- 
fisbness '  I  dared  belieTe  I  was  free  from,  I  hardly  meant 
the  low  feolts  of  .  .  I  shall  say,  a  different  organization  to 
mine — which  has  vioes  in  plenty,  but  not  those.  Besides 
half  a  dozen  scratches  with  a  pen  make  one  stand  np  an 
apparent  angel  of  light,  from  the  lawyer's  parohment;  and 
Doctors'  Commons  is  one  bland  smile  of  applause.  The 
selfishness  I  deprecate  is  one  which  a  good  many  women, 
and  men  too,  call  '  real  passion ' — under  the  inflnence  of 
which,  I  ought  to  say  '  be  mine,  what  ever  happens  to  you ' 
—bnt  I  know  better,  and  yon  know  best — and  yoo  know 
me,  for  all  this  letter,  which  is  no  doubt  in  me,  I  feel,  bat 
dear  entire  goodness  and  affection,  of  which  Ood  knows 
whether  I  am  prood  or  not — and  now  yon  will  let  me  be, 
will  not  yon.  Let  me  have  my  way,  live  my  life,  love  my 
love 

When  I  am,  praying  God  to  bless  her  ever, 

B.B. 

E.  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

[PoBt-mark,  October  34,  184S.] 
*And  he  forgiven '  ,  ,  yes !  and  be  tlianked  besides — if 
I  knew  how  to  thank  yon  worthily  and  as  I  feel  .  .  only 
that  I  do  not  know  it,  and  cannot  say  it.  And  it  was  not 
indeed  '  doubt '  of  yoa — oh  no — that  made  me  write  as  I 
did  write ;  it  was  rather  becaose  I  felt  yoa  to  be  enrely 
noblest,  .  .  and  therefore  fitly  dearest,  .  .  that  it  seemed 
to  me  detestable  and  intolerable  to  leave  yon  on  this  road 
where  the  mnd  must  splash  ap  against  yon,  and  never  cry 
'  gare.'  Tet  I  was  gnite  enough  unhappy  yesterday,  and 
before  yesterday  .  .  I  will  confess  tonJay,  .  .  to  be  too 
gratefully  glad  to  '  tet  you  be '  .  .  to  '  let  you  have  your 
w^ ' — you  who  overcome  always  I  Always,  but  where  you 
tell  me  not  to  think  of  you  so  and  so ! — as  if  I  could  help 
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thinking  of  f  on  80,  and  aaii  I  should  not  take  the  liberty 
of  persistiiig  to  think  of  you  just  so.  '  Ijet  me  be ' — '  Ijet 
me  have  my  iray.'  I  am  miworthy  of  yon  perhaps  in 
eTer;thii^  except  one  thing — and  that,  yon  cannot  i 
Hay  Qod  bless  yon — 

Ever  I  am  yonn. 
The  proof  does  not  come  1 


K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Friday. 
[Fost-mark,  October  2S,  1840.] 

I  wrote  briefly  yesterday  not  to  make  my  letter  longer 
by  keeping  it ;  and  a  few  last  words  which  belong  to  it  l^ 
right,  moat  follow  after  it  .  .  most — for  I  want  to  say  that 
yon  need  not  indeed  talk  to  me  about  sgnares  being  not 
round,  and  of  you  being  not '  selfish '  I  Yon  know  it  is  fool- 
ish to  talk  such  superfluities,  and  not  a  compliment,  ,  .  I 
won't  say  to  my  knowledge  of  yoa  and  faith  in  yon  .  .  but 
to  my  understanding  generally.  Why  should  you  say  to 
me  at  all  .  .  much  less  for  this  third  or  fourth  time  .  .  '  I 
am  not  selfish?*  to  me  who  never  .  .  when  I  have  been 
deepest  asleep  and  dreaming  .  .  never  dreamed  of  attrib- 
uting to  yon  any  form  of  such  a  fault?  Promise  not  to 
say  so  again — now  promise.  Think  how  it  must  sonnd  to 
my  ears,  when  really  and  tmly  I  have  sometimefi  felt  jeal- 
ous of  myself  .  .  of  my  own  infirmities,  .  .  and  thought 
that  you  cated  for  me  only  because  your  chivalry  touched 
them  with  a  silver  sound— and  that,  without  ^em,  yon 
would  pass  by  on  the  other  side : — why  twenty  times  I  have 
thought  tluU  and  been  vexed — ungrateful  vexation  I  In  ex- 
change for  which  too  frank  confession,  I  will  ask  for  an- 
other silent  promise  .  .  a  silent  promise — no,  but  first  I 
will  say  another  thing. 

First  I  will  say  that  you  are  not  to  fancy  any  the  least 
danger  of  my  fcll'ng  under  displeasure  through  your  visito 
— there  is  no  sort  of  risk  of  it  for  the  present— aad  if  I  ran 
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the  risk  <^  tnabing  yon  UDOomfortable  aboal  that,  I  did 
foolishly,  and  whai  I  meant  to  do  vas  different.  I  wish 
70U  also  to  mtderstand  that  even  if  you  came  here  ettery-day, 
TD.J  brofiters  and  Bisters  would  simply  care  to  know  if  I 
liked  it,  and  then  be  glad  if  I  was  glad : — the  cantion  re- 
ferred to  one  i>erBoii  alone.  In  relation  to  whom,  howereT, 
there  will  be  no  '  getting  over ' — yon  m^ht  as  well  thinkHo 
sweep  off  a  third  of  the  stars  of  Heaven  with  the  motion  of 
your  eyelashes — ^this,  for  matter  of  fact  and  certainty — and 
this,  as  I  said  before,  the  keeping  of  a  general  role  and 
from  no  disrespect  towards  individtials :  a  great  peculiarity 
m  tA^  mdividuai  of  conise.  Bnt  .  .  thongh  I  have  been  a 
sabmiasive  daughter,  and  this  from  no  effort,  bnt  for  love's^ 
sake  .  .  becaose  I  loved  him  tenderly  (and  love  him),  .  . 
sod  hoped  that  he  loved  me  back  again  even  if  the  proofs 
eame  nntenderly  sometimes — yet  I  have  reserved  for  myself 
oltoaj/s  that  right  over  my  own  affections  which  is  the  most 
strictly  personal  of  all  things,  and  which  involves  prin- 
(dples  and  conseqnences  of  infinite  importance  and  scope 
— even  thongh  I  never  thought  (except  perhaps  when  tiie 
door  of  life  was  jost  about  to  open  .  .  before  it  opened) 
never  thought  it  probable  or  possible  that  I  shonld  have 
occasion  for  the  exercise;  from  vrithont  and  from  within 
at  once.  I  have  too  mooh  need  to  look  up.  For  friends, 
I  can  look  any  way  .  .  round,  and  chum  even — the  merest 
Uixead  of  a  sympathy  will  draw  me  sometimes — or  even  the 
least  look  of  kind  eyes  over  a  dyspathy — '  Cela  se  pent 
faoilement.'  But  for  another  relation — it  was  all  different 
— and  rightly  so — and  so  very  different — '  Cela  ne  se  peat 
nnllement ' — as  in  Malherbe. 

And  now  we  must  agree  to  'let  all  this  be,'  andsetoni^ 
■elves  to  get  as  mnoh  good  and  enjoyment  from  the  coming 
winter  (better  spent  at  Pisa  1)  as  we  can — and  I  b^in  my 
joy  by  being  glad  that  yon  are  not  going  since  I  am  not 
ffcdng,  and  by  being  proud  of  these  sew  green  leaves  io 
yoor  bay  which  came  oat  with  the  new  namber.  And  then 
will  come  the  tragedies— and  then,  .  .  what  beside?  We 
YoL.  I. —17 
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shall  have  a  happ7  vinter  after  all  .  .  /shall  at  least;  and 
if  Pisa  had  been  better,  London  might  be  woise :  and  for 
me  to  gT07  pretentioiig  and  fastidionB  and  critioal  about 
TarioDB  sorts  of  purple  .  .  I,  who  have  been  used  to  the 
bnm  fond  of  Mme.  de  Sevign^,  {fonci  and  enfond,  .  .) — 
Tonld  be  too  absnid.  Bat  why  does  not  the  proof  conao 
all  this  time?    I  have  kept  this  letter  to  go  back  with  it. 

I  had  a  proposition  from  the  New  York  booksellers 
about  siK  weeks  ago  (the  booksellers  who  printed  the 
poems)  to  let  them  re-print  those  prose  papers  of  mine  in 
the  Aikefwewm,  with  additional  matter  on  American  litera- 
ture, in  a  Tolnme  by  itself — to  be  published  at  the  same 
time  both  in  America  and  England  by  WUey  and  Pntnam 
in  Waterloo  Place,  and  meaning  to  offer  liberal  terms,  they 
said.  Now  what  shall  I  do?  Those  papers  are  not  fit  for 
separate  publication,  and  I  am  not  inclined  to  the  responsi- 
bility of  them ;  and  in  any  case,  they  most  give  as  mnch 
tronhle  as  if  they  were  re-written  (trouble  and  not  poetry  1), 
before  I  could  consent  to  such  a  thing.  Well ! — and  if  I  do 
not  .  .  these  people  are  just  as  likely  to  print  them  with- 
out leave  .  .  and  so  without  correction.  What  do  yoa 
advise?  What  shall  I  do?  All  this  time  they  think  me 
sublimely  indifferent,  they  who  pressed  for  an  answer  by 
return  of  packet — and  now  it  is  past  six  .  .  eight  weeks ; 
and  I  must  say  something. 

Am  I  not '  femme  qui  parle '  to-day?  And  let  me  talk 
on  ever  so,  the  proof  won't  come.  May  God  bless  yon— and 
me  as  I  am 

Tours, 

E.  B.  B. 

And  the  silent  promise  I  would  have  you  make  is  this 
— ^that  if  ever  yon  should  leave  me,  it  shall  be  (though  yon 
are  not '  selfish ')  for  your  sake — and  not  for  mine :  for  your 
good,  and  not  for  mine.  I  ask  it — not  because  I  am  disin- 
terested; but  because  one  class  of  motives  would  be  valid* 
and  the  other  void— simply  for  that  reasotL 
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Then  the  femme  qui  jtarle  (looking  baok  oTer  the  par- 
lance) did  not  mean  to  Bay  on  the  first  page  of  this  letter 
that  she  vbs  ever  for  a  moment  vexed  in  her  pride  that  she 
ahonld  owe  anything  to  her  adversities.  It  was  only  be- 
oanse  adverBitieB  are  accidents  and  not  essentials.  If  it 
had  been  prosperitiee,  it  would  have  been  the  same  thing 
— no,  not  the  same  thing  t — bnt  far  woise. 

Oooy  is  op  to-day  and  doing  well. 

S.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[Poat-nutrk.  October  27, 184S.] 
How  does  one  make  '  silent  promises  *  .  .  or,  rather, 
how  does  the  maker  of  them  commnnicate  that  fact  to 
whomsoever  it  may  concern?  I  know,  there  have  been 
many,  very  many  nnntterable  vows  and  promises  made, — 
that  is,  thought  down  npon — the  white  slip  at  the  top  of 
my  notes, — sach  as  of  this  note;  and  not  trusted  to  the 
pen,  that  always  comes  in  for  the  shame, — ^but  given  up, 
and  replaced  by  the  [>oor  forms  to  which  a  pen  is  eqnal ; 
and  a  glad  minate  I  should  account  iluU,  in  which  yoa  col- 
lected and  accepted  those  '  promises ' — becanse  they  would 
not  be  all  so  unworthy  of  me — mnoh  less  yon  1  I  would 
receive,  in  virtne  of  them,  the  ascription  of  whatever  wor- 
thiness ifi  supposed  to  lie  in  deep,  tmest  love,  and  grati- 
tude- 
Bead  my  silent  answer  there  too  I 

All  your  letter  is  one  comfort ;  we  will  be  happy  this 
winter,  and  after,  do  not  fear.  I  am  most  happy,  to  begin, 
that  your  brother  is  so  much  better:  he  mnat  be  weak  and 
Bnsoeptible  of  cold,  remember. 

It  was  on  my  lip,  I  do  think,  last  visit,  or  the  last  bot 
one,  to  beg  yoa  to  detach  those  papers  from  the  Atke- 
naam'a  gdchis.  Certainly  this  opportunity  is  most  favour^ 
able,  for  every  reason:  you  cannot  hesitate,  sorely.  At 
present  those  papers  are  lost — lost  for  practical  purposes. 
Do  pray  reply  without  fail  to  the  proposers;  no,  no  harm 
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of  these  really  fine  fellows,  who  could  do  harm  (by  printmg 
inoorrect  copies,  and  perhaps  eking  oot  the  oolninn  07  snp- 
pofiititionB  matter  .  .  ex-gr.  they  strengthened  and  length- 
ened a  book  of  Dickens',  in  Paris,  by  adding  qoant.  soft, 
of  Thackeray's  '  Yellowplnsh  Papers '  .  .  as  I  discovered 
by  a  Parisian  somebody  praising  the  latter  to  me  as  Dick* 
ens'  best  work  I) — and  who  do  really  a  good  straightfor- 
ward on-American  thing.  Ton  will  encoorage '  the  day  of 
small  things ' — though  this  is  not  small,  nor  likely  to  have 
small  results.  I  shall  be  impatient  to  hear  that  yon  have 
decided.  I  like  the  progress  of  these  Americajia  in  taster 
their  amazing  leaps,  like  grasshoppers  up  to  the  son — 
from  .  .  what'  is  the  *  from,'  what  depth,  do  yon  remem- 
ber, say,  ten  or  twelve  years  back?— to — Carlyle,  and  Ten- 
nyson, and  yonl  So  children  leave  off  Jack  of  Cornwall 
and  go  on  just  to  Homer. 

I  can't  conceive  why  my  proof  does  not  come— I  must 
go  to-morrow  and  see.  In  the  other,  I  have  corrected  all 
the  points  yon  noi«d,  to  their  evident  improvement.  Yes- 
terday I  took  out '  Luria '  and  read  it  through — the  skele- 
ton— I  shall  hope  to  finish  it  soon  sow.  It  is  for  a  pure- 
ly imaginary  stage, — very  simple  and  straightforward. 
Would  you  .  .  no,  Act  by  Act,  as  I  was  about  to  propose 
that  yon  should  read  it;  that  process  would  affect  the  one- 
ness I  most  wish  to  preserve. 

On  Tuesday — at  last,  I  am  with  you.  Till  when  bo 
with  me  ever,  dearest — God  bless  you  ever — 

B.  B. 
R.B.ioE.B.B. 

Tuesday  9  a.  m. 
[In  the  Bame  envelope  with  the  preceding  letter.] 

I  got  this  on  coming  home  last  night — have  just  run 
ttiroagh  it  this  moming,  and  send  it  that  time  may  not 
be  lost.  Fanlts,  faults ;  but  I  don't  know  how  I  have  got 
tared  of  (his.  The  Tragedies  will  be  better,  at  least  the. 
second — 

At  3  this  day  1    Bless  yon—  B.  B. 
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E.  B.  B.  to  S.  B. 

I  write  in  haste,  not  to  loee  time  abont  the  proof.  Yon 
will  see  on  the  papers  here  my  donbtfolneasee  such  as  the; 
are — bat  silence  swallows  np  the  admirations  .  .  and  there 
is  no  time.  '  Theoorite '  overtakes  that  wish  of  mine  which 
Yan  on  so  fast — and  the  '  Dnchess  *  grows  and  grows  the 
more  I  look — and  '  Sanl '  is  noble  and  most  have  his  full 
royalty  some  day.  Wonld  it  not  be  well,  by  the  way,  to 
print  it  in  the  meanwhile  as  a  fragment  confessed  .  .  sow- 
ing asterisks  at  the  end.  Becanse  as  a  poem  of  yonrs  it 
stands  there  and  wants  nnity,  and  people  can't  be  expected 
to  understand  the  difference  between  incompleteness  and 
defect,  unless  yon  make  a  sign.  For  the  new  poems — they 
aie  full  of  beanty.  Yon  throw  largesses  oat  on  all  sides 
without  counting  the  coins :  how  beaatifol  that '  Kight  and 
If  omii^  *  .  .  and  the  *  Earth's  Immortalities '  .  .  and  the 
*  Song '  too.  And  for  yonr  '  Qlove,'  all  women  should  be 
gratefol, — and  Bonsard,  hononred,  in  this  fresh  shower  of 
music  on  his  old  grave  .  .  tfaoagh  tiie  chivalry  of  the  inter- 
pretation, as  well  as  mnoh  beside,  is  so  plainly  yours,  .  . 
oonld  only  be  yours  perhaps.  And  even  you  are  forced  to 
let  in  s  third  person  .  .  dose  to  the  doorway  .  .  before 
you  can  do  any  good.  What  a  noble  liou  yon  give  as  too, 
with  the '  flash  on  his  forehead,'  sod  '  leagues  in  the  desert 
already '  as  we  look  on  him.  And  then,  with  what  a '  cnriooa 
felicity '  you  turn  the  subject  '  glove '  to  another  use  and 
strike  De  Lorge's  blow  back  on  him  with  it,  in  the  last  para- 
graph of  your  story  1  And  the  verification !  Andthelady's 
speech — (to  return !)  so  calm,  and  proud — yet  a  little  bitter  I 

Am  I  not  to  thank  you  for  all  the  pleasure  and  pride 
in  these  poems?  while  you  stand  by  and  try  to  talk  them 
down,  perhaps. 

Tell  me  how  your  mother  is — teU  me  how  you  are  .  . 
yon  who  never  were  to  be  told  twice  abont  walking.  Gone 
the  way  of  all  promises,  is  that  promise? 

Ever  yoOTB, 

E.  B.  B. 
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WedoMday  Night. 
[Poet-mark,  Octobai  80,  1S15.] 

Like  your  HndnesB— too,  tax  too  generoos  Mndnsaa, — 
all  this  trouble  and  correotiiig,— and  it  is  mj  proper  office 
now,  by  this  time,  to  sit  Btill  and  receive,  by  right  Suman 
(as  opposed  toDiyine).  Whenyoasee  the  pamphlet's  self, 
yon  will  find  yoor  own  doii^, — bat  where  will  you  find  the 
proofe  of  the  best  of  all  helping  and  coonflelling  and  indt- 
ing,  unless  innew  works  which  shall  jostify  the  vnaatisfao- 
Uon,  if  I  may  not  say  shame,  at  these,  these  written  befora 
yoor  time,  my  best  love? 

Are  yon  doing  w^  to-day?  For  I  feel  well,  have  walked 
some  eight  or  nine  miles — and  my  mother  is  very  much 
better  .  .  is  singularly  better.  Ton  know  whether  you  re- 
joiced me  or  no  by  that  informatioD  about  the  exercise  you 
had  taken  yesterday.  Think  what  telling  one  that  yoa 
grow  stronger  waold  mean  t 

'  Yezatious '  with  yoa  I  Ah,  pradem^e  is  all  very  right, 
and  one  oaght,  no  doubt,  to  say,  '  of  coarse,  we  shall  not 
expect  a  life  exempt  from  the  asoal  proportion  of  iui.  &e. — ' 
but  troth  is  still  more  right,  and  inolades  the  highest  pru- 
dence besides,  and  I  do  believe  that  we  shall  be  happy ; 
that  is,  that  you.  will  be  happy :  yoa  see  I  dare  confidently 
expect  the  end  to  it  all  .  .  so  it  has  always  been  with  me 
in  my  life  of  wonders — absolute  wonders,  with  Ghxl's  hand 
over  all  .  .  And  this  last  and  best  of  all  would  never  have 
began  so,  and  gone  on  so,  to  break  off  alnmptly  even  here, 
in  this  world,  for  the  little  time. 

So  try,  try,  dearest,  every  method,  take  every  measure 
of  hastening  such  a  oonsammation.  Why,  we,  shall  see 
Italy  t4%ether1  I  could,  would,  toiS  shut  myself  in  four 
w^la  of  a  room  with  yoa  and  never  leave  you  and  be  most 
of  all  then  *  a  lord  of  infinite  space ' — bat,  to  travel  with 
jaa  to  Italy,  or  Greece.    Tery  vain,  I  know  that,  all  such 
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day  dreamingl  And  nngratefal,  too;  frith  ihs  real  Bnffio- 
iug  happiness  here  of  being,  and  knowing  that  yea  know 
me  to  be,  and  suffer  me  to  tell  70a  I  am  yoors,  ever  your 
own. 

God  Wess  joo,  my  dearest — 

E.  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

[Poat-nuA,  November  1, 1840.]  ■ 
Alt  to-day,  Frid&y,  Hiss  Mitford  has  been  here  1  She 
came  at  two  and  went  away  at  seven — and  I  feel  as  if  I  had 
be^i  making  a  five-hour  speech  on  the  com  lavs  in  Harriet 
Martinean's  i)arliament;  .  ■  so  tired  I  am.  Kot  that  dear 
Miss  Mitford  did  not  talk  both  for  me  and  hers^,  .  .  for 
that,  of  oonrse  she  did.  Bnt  I  was  forced  to  answer  once 
every  ten  minutes  at  least — and  Flush,  my  usual  companion, 
does  not  exa«t  so  much — and  so  I  am  tired  and  come  to  rest 
myself  on  this  paper.  Tour  name  was  not  once  spoken  to- 
day ;  a  little  bom  my  good  fencing :  when  I  saw  you  at  the 
end  of  an  alley  of  associations,  I  pushed  the  conversation 
up  the  next — because  I  was  afraid  of  questions  such  as 
every  moment  I  expected,  with  a  pair  of  woman's  eyes  be- 
hind them;  and  those  are  worse  than  TiHr.  Eenyon's,  when 
he  puts  on  his  spectacles.  So  yoor  name  was  not  once 
spoken — ^not  thought  of,  I  do  not  say — perhaps  wben  I 
onoe  lost  her  at  Chevy  Ohase  and  found  her  suddenly  with 
Isidore  the  queen's  hairdresser,  my  thoughts  might  have 
wandered  off  to  yon  and  your  unanswered  letter  while  she 
passed  gradually  from  that  to  this — I  am  not  sue  of  the 
contrary.  And  Isidore,  they  say,  reads  B^anger,  and  is 
Bnpposed  to  be  the  most  literary  person  at  court — and 
wasn't  at  Ohevy  Chase  one  must  needs  think. 

One  must  needs  write  nonsense  rather — for  I  have  writ- 
ten  it  tiiere.  The  sense  and  the  truth  is,  that  your  letter 
went  to  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  and  that  my  thoughts  have 
tamed  round  it  ever  since  and  through  all  the  talking  to- 
day.   Tee  indeed,  dreams  t    But  what  is  not  dreaming  ia 
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this  and  thia— tbis  reading  of  these  words— this  proof  of 
this  regfffd — all  this  that  7011  are  to  me  in  fact,  and  which 
yon  cannot  gness  the  fall  meaning  of,  dramatio  poet  as  yov 
are  .  .  cannot  .  .  since  70a  do  not  know  what  mjr  life 
meant  before  you  touched  it,  .  .  and  my  angel  at  the  ^ate 
of  the  prison  I  My  wonder  is  greater  than  your  vondeis, 
.  .  I  who  sate  here  alone  but  yesterday,  so  weary  of  my 
own  being  that  to  take  interest  in  my  very  poems  I  had 
to  lift  them  up  by  an  effort  and  separate  them  from  myself 
and  cast  them  out  from  me  into  the  SQUshiue  where  I  was 
not — feelii^  nothing  of  tiie  light  which  fell  on  them  even 
— making  indeed  a  sort  of  pleasure  and  interest  about  thai 
factitious  personality  associated  with  them  .  .  but  know- 
ing it  to  be  all  far  on  the  outside  of  m«  .  .  nij/«e2^  .  .  not 
seeming  to  touch  it  with  the  end  of  my  finger  .  .  andreoeiv- 
.  ing  it  as  a  mockery  and  a  bitterness  when  people  persisted 
in  oonfonnding  one  with  another.  Uorbid  it  was  if  you 
like  it— perhaps  very  morbid — bat  all  these  heaps  of  let- 
ters which  go  into  the  fire  one  after  the  other,  and  which, 
because  I  am  a  woman  and  have  written  verses,  it  seems 
so  amusing  to  the  letter-writ^^  of  your  sex  to  writs  and 
see  *  what  will  come  of  it, '  .  .  somei  from  kind  good  mo- 
tives I  know,  .  .  well,  .  .  how  oonld  it  all  make  for  ma 
even  such  a  narrow  strip  of  sunshine  as  Flush  finds  on  tha 
floor  sometimes,  and  lays  his  nose  along,  with  both  ears 
out  in  the  shadow?  It  was  not  for  me  .  .  me  .  .  ia  any 
way :  it  was  not  within  my  reach — I  did  not  seem  to  tonch 
it  as  I  said.  Flnsh  came  nearer,  and  I  was  grateful  to  him 
.  .  yes,  grateful  .  .  for  not  being  tired  I  I  have  felt  grate- 
ful and  flattered  .  .  yes  flattered  .  .  when  he  has  ohoeeu 
rather  to  stay  with  me  all  day  than  go  down  stairs.  Grate- 
fnl  too,  with  reason,  I  have  been  and  am  to  my  own  family 
for  not  lettii^  me  see  that  I  was  a  burthen.  These  are 
facts.  And  now  how  am  I  to  feel  when  yoa  tell  me  what 
you  hare  told  me — and  what  you  '  could  would  and  will  * 
do,  and  ehaU  not  do?  ,  .  bnt  when  you  tell  me? 

Only  remember  that  such  words  make  yon  freer  and 
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freei^if  7011  can  be  freer  than  free — jnat  as  erury  one 
nukes  me  liappier  and  richer — too  rich  by  yoa,  to  claim 
anj  debt.  May  Ood  bless  yoa  alvays.  When  I  wrote 
that  letter  to  let  yon  come  the  first  time,  do  yon  know,  the' 
lean  ran  down  my  cheeks  .  .  I  could  not  tell  why ;  partly 
it  might  be  mere  nervonsneas.  And  then,  I  was  vexed  with 
fon  for  wishing  to  come  as  other  people  did,  and  vexed 
vitb  myself  for  not  being  able  to  refnse  yon  as  I  did  them. 
When  does  the  book  come  oat?  Kot  on  the  first,  I  be- 
gin to  be  glad. 

Ever  yonrs, 

KB.  B. 

I  bust  that  yon  go  on  to  take  exercise— and  that  your 
mother  is  still  better.  Occy's  worst  symptom  now  ia  too 
great  an  appetite  .  .  a  monster-appetite  indeed. 

S.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Tuerfay. 
[Poat-nurk,  Norembsrl,  IBU.] 

Only  a  word  to  tell  yon  Moxon  promises  the  books  for 
to-morrow,  Wednesday — so  towards  evening  yours  will 
reach  yon^ — *  parve  liber,  sine  me  ibis '  .  .  woold  I  were 
by  yon,  then  and  evert  Yon  see,  and  know,  and  nnder^ 
stand  why  I  can  neither  talk  to  yon,  nor  write  to  yon  now, 
as  we  are  now ; — from  the  beginning,  the  pwsonal  interest 
absorbed  every  other,  greater  or  smaller — bnt  as  one  can- 
not well, — or  shoold  not, — sit  quite  silently,  the  worda  go 
on,  about  Home,  or  what  ohoooes — while  yon  are  in  my 
thonght. 

But  when  I  have  yon  ,  .  so  it  seems  ,  .  in  my  very 
beart;  when  yon  are  entirely  with  me — oh,  the  day — then 
it  will  all  go  better,  talk  and  writing  too. 

Love  me,  my  own  love ;  not  as  I  love  yon — not  for — 
bnt  I  cannot  write  that.  Nor  do  I  ask  anything,  with  all 
TOOT  gifts  here,  except  for  the  Inxory  of  asking.  With- 
draw nothing,  tiien,  dearest,  from  yoor 

B.B. 
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E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

WednMdaj. 
[Poat-mu'ti:,  Novembei  0,  184S.] 

I  bad  your  note  last  night,  and  am  waiting  for  the  book 
to-day;  a  true  living  bteathing  book,  let  the  Trriter  Bay  of 
it  vbat  be  will.  Also  when  it  comes  it  won't  oertainlj 
come  '  sine  te. '    Which  is  my  comfort. 

And  now— not  to  make  any  more  fuss  abont  a  matter  c^ 
simple  restitation — may  I  have  my  letter  back?  .  .  I  mean 
the  letter  which  if  yoa  did  not  destroy  .  .  did  not  ponish 
for  its  sins  long  and  long  ago  .  .  belongs  to  me — which, 
if  destroyed,  I  must  lose  for  my  sins,  ,  ,  bnt,  if  mide- 
atroyed,  which  I  may  have  back;  may  I  not?  is  it  not  mj 
own?  mast  I  not? — that  letter  I  was  made  to  return  and  now 
turn  to  ask  for  again  in  further  expiation.  Now  do  I  ask 
humbly  enough?  And  send  it  at  onoe,  if  undestroyed — do 
not  wait  till  Saturday. 

I  have  considered  aboat  Mr.  Kenyon  and  it  seems  best, 
in  the  event  of  a  qoeetion  or  of  a  remark  eqaivalent  to  a 
qnestion,  to  confess  to  the  visits  '  generally  once  a  week  * 
.  .  because  he  may  hear,  one,  two,  three  different  ways, 
.  .  not  to  say  the  other  reasons  and  Ohaocer's  charge 
against '  donbleness.'  I  fear  .  .  I  fear  that  he  (not  Chan- 
cer) will  wonder  a  little — and  he  has  looked  at  me  with 
scanning  Bpeotades  already  and  talked  of  its  being  a  mys- 
tery to  him  how  yon  made  year  way  here;  and  /,  who 
though  I  can  bespeak  seU-oommand,  have  no  sort  of  pres- 
eaaob  of  mind  (not  so  moch  as  one  would  use  to  play  at 
Jack  steiws)  did  not  help  the  case  at  aU.  Well — it  cannot 
be  helped.  Did  I  ever  tell  yon  what  he  said  fA  yoa  once — 
*  thai  you  deserved  to  be  a  poet — being  one  in  your  heart  ajid 
life: '  he  said  that  of  yoa  to  me,  and  I  thought  it  a  noble 
enoomiam  and  deserving  its  application. 

For  the  rest  .  .  yes :  yoa  know  I  do — Ood  knows  I  do. 
Whatever  I  can  feel  is  for  yoa — and  perhaps  it  is  not  less, 
for  not  being  simmered  away  in  too  much  snnshine  as  with 
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women  aooonnted  happier.  /  am  kappy  besides  now — 
happy  enough  to  die  now. 

Ma;  Ood  blees  70a,  dear— dearest — 

Ever  I  am  yoiuB — 

The  book  does  not  come — so  I  shall  not  wait  Mr. 
Kenjon  came  instead,  and  comes  again  on  Friday  he  says, 
and  Saturday  seems  to  be  clear  stilL 

B.  B.  to  K  B.  B. 

Jiat  arrived  1 — (mind,  the  silent  uniting  oveiflows  the 
page,  and  laughs  at  the  blaek  words  for  Mr.  Kenyou  to 

read!) — Bat  your  note  arrived  earlier more  of  tha^ 

when  I  write  after  this  dreadful  dispatching-boginess  that 
falls  on  me — friend  A.  and  B.  and  C.  most  get  their  copy, 
and  word  of  regard,  all  by  next  post ! — 

Could  you  think  that  that  untoward  letter  lived  one  mo- 
ment after  it  returned  to  me?  I  burned  it  and  cried  '  serve 
it  right ' !  Poor  letter, — yet  I  should  have  been  vexed  and 
offended  then  to  be  told  I  could  love  you  better  thau  I  did 

already.     '  Live  and  learn  I'    Live  and  love  yon dear^ 

est,  as  lovee  yon 

B.  B. 

Ton  will  write  to  reassure  me  about  Satarday,  if  not  for 
otiier  reasons.  See  your  corrections  .  .  and  understand 
that  in  one  or  two  instances  in  which  they  wonld  seem  not 
to  be  adopted,  they  are  so,  by  some  modification  of  the 
previous,  or  following  line  .  .  as  in  one  of  the  Sorrento 
lines  .  .  about  a 'turret' — see!  (Can  you  give  me  Home's 
address — I  would  send  then) 

a.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Tbnnday  BroDtog. 
[Pott-nurk.  Novembiir  T,  1845.] 

I  see  and  know;  read  and  mark;  and  only  hope  there 
is  no  haim  done  by  my  meddling ;  and  lose  tiie  sense  of 
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H  all  in  the  sense  of  beaot^  and  power  everywhere,  wfaioh 
nobody  oooM  kill,  if  they  took  to  meddling  more  eren. 
And  now,  what  will  people  say  to  this  and  this  and  this-~ 
or  '  O  seclnm  insipiens  et  impietom  t '  or  rather,  O  on- 
gratefol  right  hand  which  does  not  thank  you  first  t  I  do 
thank  yon.  I  have  been  reading  everytliing  with  new  de- 
light; aod  at  interrala  remembering  in  inglorious  oompla- 
oency  (for  which  yon  most  try  to  forgive  me)  that  Ur. 
Forster  is  no  longer  anything  like  an  enemy.  And  yet  (juBt 
see  what  contradiction!)  the  SrUiah  Quarterly  has  been 
abasing  me  so  at  lai^e,  that  I  can  only  take  it  to  be  the 
achievement  of  a  very  particular  friend  indeed, — of  some- 
one who  positively  never  reviewed  before  and  tries  his  new 
Bword  on  me  oat  of  pore  friendship.  Only  I  snppoee  it 
is  not  the  general  rale,  and  that  there  are  friends  '  with  a 
difference.  *  Not  that  yon  are  to  fancy  me  pained — oh  no ! 
— merely  surprised.  I  was  prepared  for  anything  almost 
from  the  qnarter  in  question,  bat  scarcely  for  being  hong 
*  to  the  crows '  so  pnblidy  .  .  though  within  the  boonds 
ci  legitimate  criticisms,  mind.  But  oh — the  creatores  iA 
yonr  sex  are  not  always  magnanimous — that  is  true.  And 
to  pnt  you  between  me  and  all  .  .  the  thought  of  you  ,  . 
in  a  great  eclipse  of  Ihe  world  .  .  that  is  happy  .  ,  only, 
too  happy  for  such  as  I  am;  as  my  own  heart  warns  me 
hoar  by  hoar. 

'  Serve  me  right ' — I  do  not  dare  to  complain.  I  wished 
for  the  safety  of  that  letter  so  much  that  I  finished  by 
persuading  myself  of  the  probability  of  it:  but '  serve  me 
right '  quite  clearly.  And  yet — but  no  mors  '  and  yets ' 
abont  it.     '  And  yets '  fray  the  silk. 

I  see  how  the  '  turret '  stands  in  the  new  reading,  tri- 
nmphing  over  the  '  tower,'  and  unexceptionable  in  every 
respect.  Also  I  do  bold  that  nobody  with  an  ordinary 
anderstanding  has  the  slightest  pretence  for  attaching  a 
oliai^e  of  obscnrity  to  this  new  number — there  are  lights 
enough  for  the  critics  to  scan  one  another's  dull  blank  of 
visage  by.     One  verso  indeed  in  that  expressive  lyric  of 
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tiw  *  Lost  MiatieBS,*  doea  still  seem  qaeatioaable  to  me, 
fbongh  yoa  hare  obiuiged  a  word  since  I  saw  it ;  and  still 
X  ianoy  that  I  rather  leap  at  the  meaning  than  reach  it — 
bat  it  is  mj  own  fault  prohably  .  .  I  am  not  sure.  With 
that  one  exception  I  am  guxie  sore  that  people  who  shall 
oomplain  of  darkness  are  blind  .  .  I  mean,  that  the  con- 
Btmotion  is  clear  and  nnembarraesed  everywhere.  Sobtle- 
tdee  of  tiionght  which  aie  not  directly  apprehensible  by 
minds  of  a  common  range,  are  here  as  elsewhere  in  yonr 
writings — but  if  to  ntter  things  '  hard  to  understand '  from 
Utat  caose  be  an  offence,  why  we  may  begin  with  '  onx  b&- 
loTsd  brother  Fanl, '  yon  know,  and  go  down  throogh  all 
the  Keninsee  of  the  world,  and  bid  them  pat  away  their  in- 
iqarations.  Yon  most  deaoend  to  the  level  of  critio  A  or 
B,  tiiat  he  may  look  into  yoor  face  .  .  Ah  well  I — '  Let 
them  rave.'  Ton  will  lire  when  all  those  are  onder  the 
viUows.  lu  the  meantime  there  is  something  better,  as 
yon  said,  eren  than  yonr  poetry — as  the  giver  is  better' 
dan  the  gift,  and  the  maker  than  the  creatore,  and  yoa 
titan  yours.  Yes — you  than  yours  .  .  (I  did  not  mean  it 
so  when  I  wrote  it  first  .  .  bat  I  accept  the  *  bona  verba, ' 
and  use  the  phrase  for  the  end  of  my  letter)  .  ,  as  you  are 
better  than  ymo's;  even  when  so  much  yoors  as  yoox  own 

E.  B.  B. 

May  I  see  the  first  act  first?    Let  me ! — ^And  yoa  walk? 

Ur,  Home's  address  is  Hill  Side,  Fitzroy  Park,  H^h- 
gate. 

There  is  no  reason  against  Saturday  so  far.  Hr.  Een- 
yon  comes  to-morrow,  Friday,  and  therefore — I — and  if 
Saturday  shoold  become  impracticable,  I  will  write  again. 

JLB.toR  B.  B. 

Snndftf  EvenlDg. 
[PoBt-mark,  November  10,  1840.] 

'When  I  come  back  itom  seeing  yoa,  and  think  over  it 
all,  tb«ra  never  is  a  least  word  of  yonrs  I  could  not  occupy 
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myself  with,  and  wiab  to  retam  to  yoa  with  some  .  .  Dot 
to  Bay,  all  .  .  the  thonghts  and  fancies  it  is  soze  to  call 
oat  of  me.  There  is  nothing  in  yon  that  does  not  draw 
oat  all  of  me.  Yoa  possess  me,  dearest  .  .  and  there  ii 
no  help  for  the  expressing  it  all,  no  voice  nor  hand,  bai 
these  of  mine  which  shrink  and  torn  away  from  the  at- 
tempt. So  yon  most  go  on,  patiently,  knowing  me  moie 
and  more,  and  your  entire  power  on  me,  and  I  will  c<H)9ole 
myself,  to  the  full  extent,  with  yoor  knowledge — penetra- 
tion, intuition — somehow  I  most  believe  yoa  can  get  to 
what  is  here,  in  me,  withoat  the  pretence  of  my  telliag  or 
writing  it.  Bat,  becaose  I  give  ap  the  great  achievements, 
there  is  no  reason  I  shoald  not  secore  any  ocoaaioa  of  mak- 
ing clear  one  of  the  less  important  points  that  arise  in  oar  \ 
intercoarse  .  .  if  I  fancy  I  can  do  it  with  the  least  Boo-  j 
cess.  For  instaaoe,  it  is  on  my  mind  to  explain  what  I 
meant  yesterday  by  trasting  that  the  entire  happiness  I 
feel  in  the  letters,  and  the  help  in  the  criticiBing  might  not 
be  hart  by  the  sarmise,  even,  that  those  laboars  to  which 
yoa  were  bom,  might  be  sospended,  in  any  degree,  throngh 
sach  generosity  to  me.  Dearest,  I  believed  in  yonr  glori- 
oaa  genias  and  knew  it  for  a  troe  star  from  the  moment  I 
saw  it;  long  before  X  had  the  blessing  of  knowing  it  was. 
HI  star,  with  my  fortune  and  fntority  in  it.  And,  when  I 
draw  back  from  myself,  and  look  better  and  more  clearly, 
then  I  do  feel,  with  yoa,  that  the  writing  a  few  letters  more 
or  lees,  reading  many  or  few  rhymes  of  any  other  person, 
would  not  interfere  in  any  material  degree  with  that  power 
of  yoors — that  yoa  might  easily  make  one  eo  happy  and 
yet  go  on  writing  '  Geraldinea '  and  '  Berthas ' — bat — how 
can  I,  dearest,  leave  my  heart's  treasnies  loi^,  even  to  look 
at  yoar  gesins?  .  .  and  when  I  come  back  and  find  all 
safe,  find  the  comfort  of  yon,  the  traces  of  yoa  .  .  teiS 
it  do — tell  me — to  trast  all  that  as  a  light  effort,  an  easy 
matter? 

Yet,  if  yoa  can  lift  me  with  one  hand,  while  the  other 
a  to  crown  yoa— there  is  qoeenlinesa  in  thatf  tool      > 
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I  Well,  I  liave  spoken.  And  I  told  yoo,  yoxa  torn  conies 
jiow.  How  have  yoa  determined  reepeeting  the  American 
jiEUition?  Yon  tell  me  notlung  of  joorself  I  It  is  all  me 
^ou  help,  me  70a  do  good  to  .  .  and  I  take  it  all  I  Now 
'see,  if  tliis  goes  onl  I  have  not  had  everj/  loTe-lnznry,  I 
now  find  out  .  .  where  is  the  proi>er,  xatioDaUr  to-be-ex- 
peoted — '  lovers'  quarrel? '  Here,  as  yon  will  find!  '  Irs9 
amantimn '  ,  .  I  am  no  more  '  at  a  loss  with  my  Kaso,* 
than  Peter  Bonsard.  Ah,  bat  then  they  are  to  be  reinfe- 
graUo  cemoria — and  to  get  back  into  a  thing,  one  mnst  needs 
get  for  a  moment  first  out  of  it  .  .  tmst  me,  no  I  And 
now,  the  natural  inference  from  all  this?  The  consistent 
inferenoe  .  .  the  '  self-denying  ordinance '  ?  Wby — doyoo 
doubt?  even  this, — yon  mnat  jnst  pnt  aside  the  Komance, 
and  tell  the  Americans  to  wait,  and  make  my  heart  start 
up  when  the  letter  is  laid  to  it ;  the  letter  foil  of  your  news, 
tsDing  me  yon  are  well  and  walking,  and  working  for  my 
sake  towards  the  time — informing  me,  moreover,  if  Thms* 
day  or  Friday  is  to  be  my  day — . 
Hay  God  bless  yon,  my  own  love. 
I  will  certainly  bring  yon  an  Act  of  the  Flay  .  .  for 
this  serpent's  reason,  in  addition  to  the  others  .  .  that — 
No,  I  will  teS  yon  that — I  clan  tell  yon  now  more  than  even 
Utelyl  - 

Ever  TOOT  own 

E.B. 

K  B.  B.  to  S.  B. 

Monday. 
[Post-muk,  November  11,  184B.] 

If  it  were  possible  that  yoa  conld  do  me  harm  in  the 
way  of  work,  (bnt  it  isn't)  itwonld  be  possible,  not  throogh 
writLog  letters  and  reading  mannsoripts,  bnt  beoanse  of  a 
teason  to  be  drawn  from  yonr  own  great  line 

What  man  Is  strong  until  he  atanda  aloneT 
What  man  .  .  what  woman?    For  have  I  not  felt  twenty 
tunes  tiie  desolate  advantage  of  being  insnlated  here  and 
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of  not  miodiiig  anybody  when  I  made  my  poems? — of  Kt- 
iag  a  little  Kke  a  disembodied  spirit,  aiLd  caring  less  for  sup* 
posititions  criticism  than  for  the  blact  fly  biufzing  in  the 
pane? — That  made  me  what  dear  Mr.  Kenyon  calls  '  inso- 
lent,'— nntimid,  and  oncouTentional  in  my  degree;  and  not 
so  much  by  strength,  yoa  see,  as  by  separation.  7ou  toneh 
year  greater  ends  by  mete  strength;  breaking  with  yoor- 
own  hands  the  hampering  threads  which,  in  your  position 
woold  have  hampered  me. 

Still  .  .  when  all  is  tdianged  for  me  now,  and  different 
it  is  not  possible,  ..  for  all  the  changing,  nor  for  all  yoor 
line  and  my  Bx>ecalation,  .  .  tiiat  I  shoold  not  be  better 
and  stroller  for  being  within  yonr  inflaenoes  and  sympa- 
thies, in  this  way  of  writing  as  in  other  ways.  We  shall 
see — yon  will  see.  Tet  I  have  been  idle  lately  I  confees ; 
leaning  half  oat  of  some  torret-window  of  the  castle  ol  In- 
dolence and  watching  the  new  snnrise — as  why  not? — Do 
I  mean  to  be  idle  always? — ^no ! — and  am  I  not  an  indos- 
trioos  worker  on  the  average  of  days?  Indeed  yes  I  Also 
I  have  been  less  idle  than  yoa  think  perhaps,  even  this 
last  year,  thoagh  the  resolts  seem  so  like  trifling:  and  I 
shall  set  aboat  the  prose  papers  for  the  New  York  people, 
and  the  something  rather  better  besides  we  may  hope  .  . 
may  /  not  hope,  if  you  wish  it?  Only  there  ia  no  '  crown ' 
for  me,  be  sore,  except  what  grows  from  this  letter  and 
sach  letters  .  .  this  sense  of  being  anything  to  one  !  there 
is  no  room  for  another  crown.  Have  I  a  great  head  like 
Goetiie's  that  there  shonld  be  room?  and  mine  is  bent 
down  already  by  the  nnnsed  weight — and  as  to  beariog  it, 
.  .  '  Will  it  do, — tell  me;  to  treat  that  as  a  light  effort  an 
easy  matter? ' 

Now  let  me  remember  to  teU  yon  that  the  line  of  yoan 
I  have  jnst  quoted,  and  which  has  been  present  with  me 
since  yoa  wrote  it,  Mr.  Chorley  has  quoted  too  in  his  new 
novel  of  'Pomfret.'  Yon  were  right  in  yoar  identifying 
of  servant  and  waistcoat — and  Wilson  waited  only  tiU  yoa 
had  gone  on  Saturday,  to  give  me  a  pamel  and  note;  the 
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novel  itself  in  fact,  which  Mr.  Chorley  had  the  kindness  to 
send  me  '  some  days  or  Treeks, '  said  the  note,  '  previons 
to  the  pnblicatios.'  Very  goodnatcred  of  him  certainly: 
and  the  book  seems  to  me  his  best  work  in  point  of  bos- 
tainment  and  vigour,  and  I  am  in  process  of  being  inter- 
ested in  it.  Not  that  he  is  a  maker,  even  for  this  prose. 
A  feeler  .  .  an  observer  .  .  a  thinker  eveo,  in  a  certain 
sphere — bat  a  mak^^  ..  no,  as  it  seeniB  to  me— and  if  I 
were  he,  I  wonM  rather  herd  with  the  essayists  than  the 
novelists  where  he  is  too  good  to  take  inferior  rank  and 
not  strong  enough  to  '  go  ap  higher. '  Only  it  woold  be 
more  right  in  me  to  be  grateful  than  to  talk  so — now 
wouldn't  it? 

And  here  is  Mr.  Kenyon's  letter  back  again — a  kind 
good  letter  .  .  a  letter  I  have  liked  to  read  (so  it  was  kind 
and  good  in  you  to  let  me  I) — and  he  was  with  me  to-day 
and  praising  the  '  Bide  to  Ghent, '  and  praising  the  '  Dnoh- 
ess,'  and  praising  you  altogether  as  I  liked  to  hear  him.  . 
The  Gheot^ride  was  '  very  fine ' — and  the 

Into  tbe  midnight  they  galloped  abiMat 

drew  ns  out  into  the  night  as  witnesses.  And  then,  the 
'Duchess'  .  .  the  conception  of  it  was  noble,  and  the 
vdiicle,  rhythm  and  all,  most  characteriatio  and  individual 
■  .  though  some  of  the  rhymes  .  .  oh,  some  of  the  rhymes 
did  not  find  grace  in  his  ears — ^bnt  the  incantation-scene, 
'  just  trenching  on  the  supernatural,'  Vtat  was  taken  to  be 
'wonderful,*  .  .  '  showing  extraordinary  power,  ..  as  in- 
deed other  things  did  .  .  works  of  a  highly  original  writer 
and  of  such  various  faculty !' — Am  I  not  tired  of  writing 
yonr  praises  as  he  said  them?  So  I  shall  tell  yon,  instead 
of  any  more,  that  I  went  down  to  the  drawing-room  yes- 
terday (because  it  was  warm  enough)  by  an  act  of  supers 
erogatory  virtue  for  which  you  may  praise  me  in  turn. 
What  weather  it  is !  and  how  the  year  seems  to  have  for- 
gotten itself  into  April. 

But  after  aU,  how  have  I  answered  yonr  letter?  and 
Vol.  I.— 18  v 
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boir  are  Bach  letters  to  be  answered?  Do  we  ansver  the 
Bon  when  he  Bhines?  May  God  bless  70a  .  .  it  is  my 
answer — with  one  word  besides  .  .  that  I  am  wholly  and 
ever  yonr 

£.  B.  B. 

On  ThoiBday  as  far  as  I  know  yet— and  yoa.BhaIl  hear 
if  there  should  be  an  obstacle.  WiU  you  walk?  If  yoa 
will  not,  yon  know,  yoa  most  be  forgetting  me  a  little. 
WiU  yoa  remember  me  too  in  the  act  of  the  play? — bat 
above  all  things  in  taking  the  right  exercise,  and  in  not 
overworkii^  the  head.    And  this  for  no  serpent's  reason. 


E.  B.  B.  to  S.  B. 

Tvo  Istten  In  one— Wedtuadar. 
[F(Mt-iiiBTk,  November  IS,  184S.] 

I  shall  see  yon  to-m<»row  and  yet  am  writing  what  yon 
will  have  to  read  perhaps.  When  yon  spoke  of  '  stats ' 
and  '  genioses '  in  that  letter,  I  did  not  seem  to  hear;  I 
was  listening  to  those  words  of  the  letter  which  were  of 
a  better  silver  in  the  soand  than  even  your  praise  ooold 
be:  and  now  that  at  last  I  come  to  hear  them  in  their  ex- 
travagance (oh  sach  pnre  extravagance  about  'glorions 
geniases ' — )  I  can't  help  telling  yoa  they  were  heard  last, 
and  deserved  it. 

Shall  I  tell  yon  besides? — ^The  first  moment  in  which  X 
seemed  to  admit  to  myself  in  a  flash  of  lightning  the  fotai- 
bUity  of  yonr  affection  for  me  beii^  more  than  dream-work 
.  .  the  first  moment  was  that  when  yon  intimated  (as 
yon  have  done  since  repeatedly)  that  yoa  cared  for  me  not 
for  a  reason,  bat  becaase  yoa  cared  for  me.  Kow  snch  a 
'  parceqne  *  which  reasonalde  people  woald  take  to  be  irra- 
tional, was  jast  the  only  one  fitted  to  the  uses  of  my  ander- 
Btanding  on  the  particalar  qaestion  we  were  npon  .  .  jast 
'  the  woman's  reason '  Bnitable  to  the  woman  .  .  :  for  I 
ooold  understand  that  it  might  be  as  yoa  said,  and,  if  so. 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


1S4B]  AND  ELIZABETH  BABRETT  275 

that  it  was  altogetiier  onaiiBTeiable  .  .  do  yon  see?  Ji  a 
fact  includes  its  own  caose  .  .  why  ibere  it  stands  for  ever 
— one  (^  '  earth's  immortalities ' — aa  long  as  it  inchdea  it. 

And  when  anreaBonableness  stands  for  a  reason,  it  is  a 
promising  state.of  thii^s,  we  may  both  admit,  and  proves 
what  it  would  be  as  well  not  too  cnrionsly  to  enquire  into. 
Bat  then  .  .  to  look  at  it  in  a  brighter  aspect,  .  .  I  do 
remember  how,  years  ago,  when  talking  the  foolishnesses 
which  women  will  talk  when  they  ate  by  themselTes,  and 
not  forced  to  be  sensible,  .  .  one  of  my  friends  thought  it 
'  safest  to  begin  with  a  little  aversion, '  and  another,  wisest 
to  b^iiin  with  a  great  deal  of  esteem,  and  how  the  best  at- 
tachments were  produced  so  and  so,  .  ,  I  took  it  into  iny 
head  to  say  that  the  beet  was  where  there  was  no  cause  at 
all  for  it,  and  the  more  wholly  unreasonable,  the  better 
still;  that  the  motive  shonld  lie  in  the  feeling  itself  and 
not  in  the  object  of  it — and  that  the  affection  which  could 
(if  it  could)  throw  itself  out  on  an  idiot  with  a  goitre  would 
be  more  admirable  than  Abelard's.  Wherenpon  every- 
body laughed,  ,and  someone  thonght  it  affected  of  me  and 
no  true  opinion,  and  others  said  plainly  that  it  was  im- 
moral, and  somebody  else  hoped,  in  a  sarcasm,  that  I 
meant  to  act  out  my  theory  for  the  advantage  of  the  world. 
To  which  I  replied  quite  gravely  that  I  had  not  virtue 
enough — and  so,  people  laughed  aa  it  is  fair  to  laugh  when 
other  people  are  esteemed  to  talk  nonsense.  And  all  this 
came  back  to  me  in  the  south  wind  of  yonr  '  parceque,' 
and  I  tell  it  as  it  came  .  .  now. 

Which  proves,  if  it  proves  anything,  .  .  while  I  have 
every  sort  of  natnr^  pleasure  in  your  praises  and  like  yon 
to  like  my  poetry  just  as  I  should,  and  perhaps  more  than 
I  should ;  yet  why  it  is  all  behind  .  .  and  in  its  place — ■ 
and  wht/ 1  have  a  tendency  moreover  to  sift  and  measure 
any  praise  of  yonrs  and  to  separate  it  from  the  superfloi- 
ties,  far  more  than  with  any  other  person's  praise  in  the 
world. 
<      Fru^y  evening. — Shall  I  send  this  letter  or  not  ?    I 
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have  been  'tra  '1  bi  e  '1  no,'  and  vriting  a  new  beginnuig 
on  a  oew  sheet  even — bat  after  all  70a  ooght  io  hear  the 
remote  echo  of  yoor  Isat  Letter  .  .  far  oat  among  the  hills, 
.  .  &a  well  as  the  immediate  reverberation,  and  bo  I  will 
send  it, — and  what  I  send  is  not  to  be  answered,  remember  I 

I  read  Laria's  first  act  twice  throagh  before  I  slept 
last  night,  and  fed  jast  as  a  bullet  might  feel,  not  becaoBe 
of  the  lead  of  it  bat  because  shot  into  the  air  and  saddenl; 
arrested  and  enspended.  It  ('  Laria ')  is  all  life,  and  we 
know  (that  is,  the  reader  knows)  that  there  most  be  results 
here  and  here.  How  fine  that  sight  of  Loria  is  upon  the 
l;nx  hides — how  ^on  see  the  Moor  in  him  jast  in  the 
glimpse  yon  have  by  the  eyes  of  another — and  that  langh 
when  ihe  horse  drops  the  forage,  what  wonderfal  troth  and 
character  yon  have  in  that  I — And  then,  when  Ae  is  in  the 
scene — :  '  Golden-hearted  Laria '  yoa  called  ^™  once  to 
me,  and  his  heart  shines  already  .  .  wide  open  to  the 
momii^  son.  The  constractioa  seems  to  me  very  dear 
everywhere — and  the  rhythm,  even  over-smooth  in  a  few 
verses,  where  yoa  invert  a  little  artificially— bnt  that  shaU 
be  set  down  on  a  separate  strip  of  paper :  and  in  the  mean- 
time I  am  snatched  sp  into  '  Luria '  and  feel  myself  driven 
on  to  the  ends  of  the  poet,  jost  as  a  reader  shoald. 

Bat  you  are  not  driven  on  to  any  ends?  so  as  to  be 
tired,  I  mean?  Ton  will  not  suffer  yourself  to  be  over- 
worked  because  you  are  '  interested  *  in  this  work,  I  am 
so  certain  that  the  sensations  in  your  head  demand  repose; 
and  it  must  be  so  injurious  to  you  to  be  perpetually  call^ 
ing,  calling  these  new  creations,  one  after  another,  that  you 
must  consent  to  be  called  to,  and  not  hurry  the  next  act, 
no,  nor  any  act — let  the  people  have  time  to  learn  the  last 
number  by  heart.  And  how  glad  I  am  that  Mr.  Pox  should 
say  what  he  did  of  it  ,  ,  though  it  wasn't  true,  you  know 
.  ,  not  exactly.  Still,  I  do  hold  that  as  far  as  constroor 
tion  goes,  yoa  never  put  together  so  mach  nnquestionablet 
smooth  glory  before,  ,  .  not  a  single  entanglement  for  the 
nnderstandiDg  .  .  nnleas  '  the  snowdrops '  make  an  exoep* 
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tion — while  for  ih»  mideniableiiesa  ot  genios  it  never  stood 
ont  before  ;oar  readers  more  plainly  than  in  that  same 
Dtunber  I  Also  you  have  extended  yonr  sweep  of  power — 
tiie  sea-weed  is  thrown  farther  (if  not  higher)  than  it  was 
found  before;  and  one  may  oalcolate  sorely  now  how  a  few 
more  wares  will  cover  the  brown  stones  and  float  the  sight 
np  away  through  the  fissure  of  the  rocks.  The  rhythm  (to 
touch  one  of  the  varioas  things)  the  rhythm  of  that '  Duch- 
ess '  does  more  and  more  strikd  me  as  a  new  thing;  some- 
thing like  (if  like  anything)  what  the  Greeks  called  pedes- 
trian-metre, .  .  between  metre  and  prose  .  .  the  difficult 
rhymes  combining  too  qnite  curiously  with  the  easy  loose- 
neas  of  the  general  measure.  Then  '  The  Side ' — with  that 
touch  of  natural  feeling  at  the  end,  to  prove  that  it  was  not 
in  brutal  carelessness  that  the  poor  horse  was  driven  throngh 
all  that  suffering  .  .  yes,  and  how  that  one  touch  of  soft- 
ness acts  back  upon  the  energy  and  resolution  and  exalts 
both,  instead  of  weakening  anything,  as  might  have  been 
expected  by  the  ra\gax  of  writers  or  critics.  And  then 
'  Saul ' — and  in  a  first  place  '  St.  Fraxed ' — and  for  pure 
description,  '  FortlS '  and  the  deep  '  Fictor  l^otua ' — and 
the  noble,  serene  '  Italy  in  England,'  which  grows  on  you 
the  more  you  know  of  it — and  that  delightful  '  Glove ' — 
and  the  short  lyrics  .  .  for  one  comes  to  '  select '  every- 
thing at  last,  and  certainly  I  do  like  these  poems  better 
and  better,  as  yonr  poems  are  made  to  be  liked.  But  you 
will  be  tired  to  hear  it  said  over  and  over  so,  .  .  and  I  am 
goii^  to  '  Lnria,'  besides. 

When  you  write  will  yon  say  exactly  how  you  are?  and 
will  you  write?  And  I  want  to  explain  to  you  that  al- 
though I  don't  make  a  profession  of  equable  spirits,  (as  a 
matter  of  temperament,  my  spirits  were  always  given  to  rock 
a  little,  np  and  down)  yet  that  I  did  not  mean  to  be  so  un- 
grateful and  wicked  as  to  complain  of  low  spirits  now  and 
to  you.  It  would  not  be  fame  either :  and  I  said  *  low  *  to 
express  a  merely  bodily  state.  My  opium  comes  in  to 
keep  the  pulse  from  fluttering  and  fainting  .  .  to  give  the 
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light  compoBure  and  {toint  of  bal&oce  to  the  nervooB  sys- 
tern.  I  don't  take  it  for '  my  spirits '  in  the  naoal  sense; 
yon  must  not  think  snoh  a  thing.  The  medical  man  who 
came  to  see  me  made  me  take  it  the  other  day  when  he  waa 
in  the  room,  before  (he  right  hour  and  when  I  waa  talking 
qnite  cheerfully,  just  for  the  need  he  observed  in  the  pulse. 
'  It  was  a  neceasify  of  my  positioa,'  he  said.  Also  I  do 
not  suffer  from  it  in  any  way,  as  people  nsoally  do  who 
take  opiom.  I  am  not  even  subject  to  an  opium-headache. 
As  to  the  low  spirita  X  will  not  say  that  mine  have  not  been 
low  enough  and  with  canae  enough ;  bnt  even  then,  .  ,  why 
if  yon  were  to  ask  the  nearest  witnesses,  .  .  say,  even  my 
own  sisters,  .  .  everybody  would  tell  you,  I  think,  that 
the  '  cheerf  ulneBS '  even  then,  was  the  remarkable  thing  in 
me — certainly  it  has  been  remarked  about  me  again  and 
again.  Nobody  has  known  that  it  was  an  effort  (a  halnt 
of  effort)  to  throw  the  light  on  the  oatside, — I  do  abhor  so 
that  ignoble  groaning  aloud  of  the  '  groans  of  Testy  and 
Sensitude ' — yet  I  may  say  that  for  three  years  I  never  was 
conscious  of  one  movement  of  pleasure  in  anything.  Think 
if  I  could  mean  to  complain  of  '  low  spirits '  now,  and  to 
you.  Why  it  would  be  like  complaining  of  not  being  able 
to  see  at  noon — which  wonld  simply  prove  that  I  was  very 
blind.  And  you,  who  are  not  blind,  cannot  make  ont  what 
is  written — so  you  need  not  try.  May  God  bless  you  long 
after  you  have  done  blessing  me  1 

Tonr  own 

KB.  R 

Now  I  am  half  tempted  to  tear  this  letter  in  two  (sad 
it  is  long  enough  for  three)  and  to  send  yon  only  the  latter 
half.  But  yon  will  understand — ^yon  will  not  think  that 
there  is  a  contradiction  between  the  first  and  last  .  .  yon 
cannot.  One  is  a  truth  of  me — and  &.e  other  a  truth  of 
you — and  we  two  are  different,  yon  know. 

Ton  are  not  over^working  in  '  Luria '  ?  That  yon 
ehouJd  not,  is  a  tmth,  too. 
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I  obserred  that  Mr.  Kenyon  pat  in  '  Jumor '  to  your 
address.  Oi^ht  that  to  be  done?  or  does  mj  fashion  of 
directing  &id  yon  withont  hesitation? 

Mr.  Kenyon  asked  me  for  Mr.  Chorley's  book,  or  yon 
sbonld  hare  it.    Shall  I  send  it  to  yoa  preeenUy? 


S.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Snud&y  Homing. 
[Poatmarfc,  NoTemberW,  1848.] 

At  last  yonr  letter  oomes — and  the  deep  joy — (I  knov 
and  nse  to  analyse  my  own  feelings,  and  be  sober  in 
giving  distinotiTe  names  to  their  varieties;  this  is  de^ 
joji) — the  trne  love  vith  which  I  take  this  mnch  of  yoa 
into  my  heart,  .  .  that  proves  what  it  is  I  wanted  so 
long,  and  find  at  last,  and  am  happy  for  ever.  I  most 
have  more  than '  intimaied ' — I  mnst  have  spoken  plainly 
oat  the  tmth,  if  I  do  myself  the  barest  justice,  and  told 
yon  long  ago  that  the  admiration  at  yonr  works  went  away, 
quite  another  way  and  afar  from  the  love  of  yon.  If  I 
coold  iaacy  some  method  of  what  I  shall  say  happening 
without  all  tiie  obviong  stambling-blocks  of  falseness,  &o. 
which  no  foolish  fancy  dares  associate  with  yon  .  ,  if  you 
OOCLD  tell  me  when  I  next  sit  by  you — '*  I  will  undeceive 
yon, — I  am  not  the  Miss  B. — she  is  upstairs  and  you  shall 
see  her — I  only  wrote  those  letters,  and  am  what  yoa  see, 
that  is  all  now  left  yon '  (all  the  misapprehension  having 
arisen  from  me,  in  some  inexplicable  way)  ,  .  I  should  not 
b^in  by  saying  anythit^,  dear,  dearest — but  after  thai,  I 
should  assure  yoa — soon  make  yoa  believe  that  I  did  not 
much  wonder  at  the  event,  for  I  have  been  all  my  lite  ask- 
ing what  connection  there  is  between  the  satisfaction  at  the 
display  of  power,  and  the  sympathy  with — ever-increasing 
sympathy  with — all  imaginable  weakness?  Look  now: 
Coleridge  writes  on  asid  on, — at  last  he  writes  a  note  to 
his '  WaF-Eol<^ue,'  in  which  he  avers  himself  to  have  be^ 
actuated  by  a  really— on  the  whole — henevolent  feeling  to 
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Hr.  Pitt  when  he  wrote  tliat  stanza  in  vhich  '  Fire '  means 
to  '  ding  to  him  ererlastingl;  ' — where  is  ihe  long  tine  of 
admiration  now  that  the  end  snaps?  And  now — here  I  re- 
fnse  to  fane; — you  know  whether,  if  you  neTer  write  an- 
other line,  speak  another  intelligible  word,  recognize  me  by 
a  look  again — whether  I  shall  love  yon  less  or  more  .  . 
KOBE;  having  a  right  to  expect  more  strength  with  the 
strange  emergenoy.  And  it  is  because  I  know  this,  build 
upon  this  entirely,  that  as  a  reasonable  creature,  I  am 
bound  to  look  first  to  what  hangs  farthest  and  most  loosely 
from  me  .  .  what  might  go  from  you  to  your  loes,  and  ho 
to  mine,  to  say  the  least  .  .  because  I  want  ah.  of  yon,  not 
jost  so  much  as  I  could  not  live  without — and  because  I  see 
the  danger  of  your  entirely  generons  dispositioQ  and  cannot 
quite,  yet,  bring  myself  to  profit  by  it  in  Hie  quiet  way  you 
rec<Hnniend.  Always  remember,  I  never  wrote  to  yon,  a^ 
the  years,  on  the  strength  of  yonr  poetry,  though  I  cou' 
stanUy  heard  of  you  through  Mr.  K.  and  was  near  seeing 
yon  once,  and  might  have  easily  availed  myself  of  his  inter- 
veutioD  to  commend  any  letter  to  your  notice,  so  as  to  rea^ 
you  out  of  the  foolish  crowd  of  rushers-in  upon  genius  .  . 
who  come  and  eat  their  bread  and  eheese  on  the  high-altar, 
and  talk  of  reverence  without  one  of  its  surest  instioota — 
never  quiet  till  they  cut  their  initials  on  the  cheek  of  tiie 
llifedioean  Yenns  to  prove  they  worship  her.  My  admira- 
tion, as  I  said,  went  its  natural  way  in  silence — but  when  on 
my  return  to  England  in  December,  late  in  the  month,  Mr. 
E.  sent  those  Poems  to  my  sister,  and  I  read  my  name  there 
— and  when,  a  day  or  two  after,  I  met  him  and,  banning 
to  speak  my  mind  on  them,  and  getting  on  no  better  than 
I  should  now,  said  quite  naturally — '  if  I  were  to  teriie  this, 
now? ' — and  he  assured  me  with  his  perfect  kindness,  you 
would  be  even  '  pleased '  to  hear  from  me  ander  those 
cironmstances  .  .  nay, — for  I  will  tell  yon  all,  in  this,  in 
everything — when  he  wrote  me  a  note  soon  after  to  reas- 
sure me  on  that  point  .  .  then  I  did  write,  on  account  of 
my  purdy  personal  oldigaiion,  though  of  course  taking  that 
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oooasioQ  to  alliide  to  tbe  general  and  cnstomarj  delight  in 
yonr  works  :  I  did  write,  on  the  whole,  mmnuKOLT  .  . 
with  oonacdoasDeBS  of  haricg  to  apeak  on  &  sabjeot  which 
I  felt  thoroughly  concerning,  and  conld  not  be  satUfied  with 
an  imperfect  expressiou  of.  Aa  for  expecting  then  what 
has  followed  .  .  I  shall  only  say  I  was  scheming  how  to 
get  done  with  England  and  go  to  my  heart  in  Italy.  And 
now,  my  lore — ^I  am  round  yoa  .  .  my  whole  life  is  wound 
np  and  down  and  over  yon  .  .  I  feel  yoa  stir  everywhere. 
I  am  not  conscioos  of  thinting  cv  feeling  but  about  yoa, 
with  some  reference  to  yoa — so  I  will  lire,  so  may  I  die  f 
And  yoa  have  blessed  me  beyond  the  bond,  in  more  than 
in  giving  me  yoorself  to  lore;  inasmachaa  yoa  believed 
me  from  the  first  .  .  what  yoa  call '  dream-work '  tvaa  real 
of  its  kind,  did  yon  not  think?  and  now  yoa  believe  me,  / 
brieve  and  am  happy,  in  what  I  write  with  my  heart  fall 
(d  love  for  yoo.  Why  do  yoa  tell  me  of  a  doabt,  as  now, 
and  bid  me  not  clear  it  np,  '  not  answer  yoa? '  Have  I 
done  wrong  in  thos  answering?  Never,  never  do  me  direct 
wronff  and  hide  for  a  moment  from  me  what  a  word  can  ex- 
plain as  now.  Yoa  see,  yoa  tfaoaght,  if  bat  for  a  moment, 
I  loved  yonr  intellect — or  what  predominates  in  yonr 
poetry  and  is  most  distinct  from  yoar  heart — better,  or 
as  well  as  yon — did  yoo  not?  and  I  have  told  yoa  every- 
thing,— explained  everything  .  .  have  I  not?  And  now  I 
will  dare  .  .  yes,  dearest,  kiss  yoa  back  tomyheortagain; 
my  own.     There — and  there  I 

And  since  I  wrote  what  is  above,  I  have  been  reading 
among  other  poems  that  sonnet — '  Fast  and  Fatore ' — 
which  affects  me  more  than  any  poem  I  ever  read.  How 
can  I  pnt  yonr  poetry  away  from  yon,  even  in  these  inef- 
fectoal  attempts  to  concentrate  myself  apon,  and  better 
apply  myself  to  what  remains? — poor,  poor  work  it  is;  for 
is  not  that  sonnet  to  be  loved  as  a  true  atterance  of  yoois? 
I  cannot  attempt  to  pat  down  tiie  thoaghte  that  rise ;  may 
Ood  bless  me,  as  yoa  pray,  by  lettii^  that  beloved  hand 
shake  the  less  .  .  I  will  only  ask,  the  less  .  .  for  being 
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laid  on  miiie  through  this  lifel  And,  indeed,  7011  vrita 
down,  for  me  to  calmly  read,  that  I  make  yon  happy  I 
Than  it  is — as  with  all  power — God  through  the  weakest 
instnunentality  .  .  and  I  am  past  expression  prond  and 
gratefol — My  love, 

lam  yoor 

B.  B. 

I  most  answer  yonrqneetioiis:  I  am  better— and  will  cer- 
tainly have  yonr  injonctioQ  before  my  eyes  and  work  qoite 
moderately.  Yonr  letters  coma  atraigJU  to  me— my  father's 
go  to  Town,  except  on  extraordinary  oocaaions,  so  that  aU 
come  for  my  first  looking-over.  I  saw  Mr.  K.  last  night 
at  the  Amateur  Coniedy — and  heaps  <^  old  acquaintances 
^and  came  borne  tired  and  savage — and  yearned  literally, 
for  a  letter  this  morning,  and  so  it  came  and  I  was  well 
again.  So,  I  am  not  even  to  have  yonr  low  spitits  leaning 
on  mine?  It  was  just  because  I  always  find  yon  alike,  and 
ever  like  yooxBelf,  that  I  seemed  to  discern  a  depth,  when 
yon  spoke  of  '  some  days '  and  what  they  made  uneven 
where  all  is  agreeable  to  me.  Do  not,  now,  deprive  me  of 
a  right — a  right  .  .  to  find  yon  as  yon  are;  get  no  habit 
of  being  cheerful  with  me — I  have  universal  sympathy  and 
can  show  you  a  bedb  of  me,  a  true  face,  turn  aa  yon  may. 
If  yon  are  cheerful  .  .  so  will  I  be  .  .  if  sad,  my  cheer- 
fulness  will  be  all  the  while  behind,  and  proppii^  up,  any 
sadness  that  meets  yonrs,  if  that  should  be  necessary.  As 
for  my  question  abont  the  opium  .  .  yon  do  not  miannder- 
staod  that  neither :  I  trust  in  the  eventual  consummation  of 
my — shall  I  not  say,  our — hopes ;  and  all  that  bears  upon 
your  health  immediately  or  prospectively,  affects  me — how 
it  affects  me  I  WiU  yon  write  i^ain?  Wedmeaday,  remem- 
ber I  Mr.  K.  wants  me  to  go  to  him  one  of  the  three  next 
days  after.  I  will  bring  you  some  letters  .  .  one  from 
Idindor.    "Why  should  I  trouble  yon  about '  Pomfret. ' 

And  Luria  .  .  does  it  so  interest  you?  Better  is  to 
come  of  it    How  you  lift  me  up  1 — 
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E.B.B.toR.B. 

[Post-msTk,  HoTember  IS,  184S.] 
How  yon  oreroome  me  as  always  you  do — and  where  is 
tiie  answer  to  aoythiiig  except  too  deep  down  in  the  heart 
for  even  the  pearl-divers?  Bat  onderstand  .  .  what  yon 
do  not  qaite  .  .  that  I  did  not  mistake  yoa  as  far  even 
aa  yon  say  here  and  even  '  for  a  moment.'  I  did  not  write 
any  of  that  letter  in  a '  donbt'  of  yon— not  a  word  .  .  I 
was  simply  lookii^  back  in  it  on  my  own  states  of  feeling, 
.  .  looking  back  from  that  point  of  yonr  praise  to  what 
was  better  .  .  (or  I  shonld  not  have  looked  back) — and  so 
coming  to  tell  yon,  by  a  natural  association,  how  the  com- 
pletely opposite  point  to  that  of  any  praise  was  the  one 
which  stmck  me  first  and  most,  viz.  the  no-reason  of  your 
reasoning  .  .  acknowledged  to  be  yonrs.  Of  course  I  ac- 
knowledge it  to  be  yonrs,  .  .  that  high  reason  of  no  reason 
— I  acknowledged  it  to  be  yonrs  (didn't  I?)  in  acknowledg- 
ing that  it  made  an  impression  on  me.  And  then,  refer- 
ring to  the  traditions  of  my  experience  SDch  as  I  told  them 
to  yon,  I  meant,  so,  farthor  to  acknowledge  that  I  would 
rather  be  cared  for  in  thai  anreasonable  way,  than  for  the 
best  reason  in  the  world.  Bnt  all  (hat  was  history  and 
philosophy  simply — was  it  not? — and  not  doubt  of  yoa. 

The  tmth  is  .  .  since  we  really  are  talking  tmths  in 
this  world  .  .  that  I  never  have  donbted  yon — ah,  yon 
lenow  I — I  felt  from  the  beginning  so  sore  of  the  nobilify 
and  integrity  in  yon  that  I  wotdd  have  trosted  yoa  to  make 
a  path  for  my  sool — that,  yon  Jbioio.  I  felt  certain  that  yon 
believed  of  yonrself  every  word  yoa  spoke  or  wrote — and 
yoa  most  not  blame  me  if  I  thoaght  besides  softietimes  (it 
was  the  extent  of  my  thoi^ht)  that  yon  were  sen-deceived 
BB  to  the  nature  of  yoar  own  feelings.  If  you  oonld  tarn 
over  every  page  of  my  heart  like  the  pages  of  a  book,  yon 
wonld  see  nothing  there  offensive  to  the  least  of  yoor  feel- 
ings .  .  not  even  to  the  ontside  fringes  of  yoar  man's 
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vanity  .  .  slionlil  yoa  have  any  raiiity  like  a  man;  which 
I  do  doubt  I  never  wronged  ;on  in  the  least  of  things — 
never  .  .  I  thank  Qod  for  it.  Bat  '  self-deceived, '  it  vaa 
BO  easy  for  yon  to  be :  see  how  on  every  side  and  day  by 
day,  men  are — and  women  too — in  this  sort  of  feelings. 
'  Self deoeived, '  it  was  so  possible  for  yoa  to  be,  and  while 
I  thought  it  possible,  could  I  help  thinlting  it  beat  for  yoa 
thai  it  shonld  be  so — and  was  it  not  right  in  me  to  persist 
in  thinking  it  possible?  It  was  my  reverence  for  yoa  that 
made  me  persist  I  What  was  I  Uiat  I  should  think  other- 
wise? I  had  been  shnt  up  here  too  long  face  to  face  with 
my  own  spirit,  not  to  know  myself,  and,  so,  to  have  lost 
the  common  illusions  of  vanity.  All  the  men  I  had  ever 
known  ocrold  not  make  yoar  statare  among  them.  So  it 
was  not  dietmst,  bat  reverence  rather.  I  sate  by  while  the 
ai^el  stirred  the  water,  and  I  called  it  JUimcle.  Do  not 
blame  me  now,  .  .  my  angel  1 

Nor  say,  that  I  *  do  not  lean '  on  yon  with  all  the 
weight  of  my  '  past '  .  .  because  I  do  1  Ton  cannot  gness 
what  yon  are  to  me — yoa  cannot— it  is  not  possible: — and 
though  I  have  said  that  before,  I  most  say  it  ^ain  .  ,  for 
it  comes  again  to  be  said.  It  is  something  to  me  between 
dream  and  miracle,  all  of  it — as  if  some  dream  of  my  earli- 
est brightest  dreaming-time  had  been  lyit^  through  these 
dark  years  to  steep  in  the  sunshine,  returning  to  me  in  a 
doable  light,  Gan  it  be,  I  say  to  myself,  that  you  feel  for 
me  80?  can  it  be  meant  for  me?  this  from  you? 

If  it  is  your  '  right '  that  I  should  be  gloomy  at  will 
with  yoa,  you  exercise  it,  I  do  think — for  although  I  can- 
not promise  to  be  very  sorrowful  when  you  come,  (how 
could  that  be?)  yet  from  different  motives  it  seems  to  me 
that  I  have  written  to  yoa  quite  saperflnities  about  my 
'  abomination  of  desolation,  * — yes  indeed,  and  blamed  my- 
self afterwards.  And  now  I  mast  say  this  besides.  When 
grief  came  upon  grief,  I  never  was  tempted  to  ask  '  How 
have  I  deserved  this  of  Qod, '  as  sufferers  sometimes  do :  I 
always  felt  that  there  must  be  oanse  enough  .  .  coimptifm 
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enoxtgh,  needing  pnrifioation  .  .  veakneBS  enoagh,  needing 
strengtheniDg  .  .  nothing  of  the  chastisement  could  oome 
to  me  vithoat  cause  and  need.  Bat  in  this  different  hour, 
when  joy  foUowa  joy,  and  QoA  makes  me  happy,  as  yon 
say,  through  yon  .  .  I  cannot  repress  the  .  .  '  How  have 
I  deserved  this  of  Him? ' — I  know  I  have  not — I  know  I 
do  not. 

Could  it  be  that  heart  and  life  were  devftBtated  to  make 
room  for  yon? — If  bo,  it  was  wall  done, — dearest!  They 
leave  the  gronnd  fallow  before  the  wheat. 

'  Were  yon  wrong  in  answering? '  Snrely  not  .  .  nnp 
less  it  is  wrong  to  show  all  this  goodness  .  .  andtoomach^ 
it  may  be  for  me.  "When  the  plants  droop  for  drought  and 
the  copious  showers  fall  suddenly,  silver  upon  silver,  tiiey 
die  sometimes  of  the  reverse  of  their  adversities.  Bat  no — 
Ihal,  even,  shall  not  be  a  danger !  And  if  I  said  '  Do  not 
answer,*  I  did  not  mean  that  I  would  not  have  a  donbt 
removed — (having  no  donbt !— )  bat  I  was  simply  nnwilling 
to  seem  to  be  asking  for  golden  words  .  .  going  down  the 
aisles  with  that  large  silken  parse,  as  quiteuse.  Try  to 
onderstaud. 

.  OnWednesday  then!— George  is  invited  to  meet  you 
on  Thursday  at  Mr.  Kenyon's. 

The  JEaximiner  speaks  well,  upon  the  whole,  and  with 
allowances  .  .  ob,  that  abanrdity  about  metaphysics  apart 
from  poetry  I — '  Can  snob  things  be '  in  one  of  the  beat 
reviews  of  the  day  ?  Hr.  Kenyon  was  here  on  Sunday  and 
talking  of  the  poems  with  real  living  tears  in  his  eyes  and 
on  his  cbeeks.  Bat  I  will  tell  yoa.  '  Luria  *  is  to  climb 
to  the  place  of  a  great  work,  I  see.  And  if  I  write  too  long 
letters,  is  it  not  because  yon  spoil  me,  and  because  (being 
spoilt)  I  cannot  telp  it? — May  God  bless  you  always— 
Tonr 

E.  B.  B. 
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It.  B.  to  K  B.  B. 

T)iuiadB7  HOToIdg. 

Here  iB  the  copj  of  Lander's  verses. 

Yon  know  tlioroi^hly,  do  700  not,  vhj  I  brought  all 
those  good-natured  letters,  desperate  praise  and  all?  Not, 
not  oat  of  Uie  least  Tanitf  in  the  vorld — nor  to  help  myself 
in  joxa  sight  vitii  such  testimony :  would  it  seem  very 
eztraT^aut,  on  the  contrary,  if  I  said  that  perhaps  I  laid 
them  before  your  eyes  in  a  real  fit  of  compnnctiou  at  not 
being,  in  my  heart,  thankful  enough  for  the  evident  mo- 
tiva  of  the  irriters, — and  so  was  determined  to  give  them 
the  '  last  honours,'  if  not  the  first,  and  not  make  them  miss 
yoa  because,  through  my  fault,  they  had  missed  me  f  Does 
this  soand  too  fantastical  ?  Because  it  is  strictly  true :  the 
.  most  laudatory  of  all,  I  aJdmmed  once  over  with  my  flesh 
crteping — it  seemed  such  a  deatii-straggle,  that  of  good 

nature  over well,  it  is  fresh  ingratitude  of  me,  so  here 

it  shall  end. 

I  am  not  nngratefnl  to  you, — but  you  must  wait  to  know 
that ; — I  can  speak  less  than  nothing  with  my  living  lips. 

I  mean  to  ask  your  brother  how  yon  are  to-night  .  . 
ao  quietly  I 

God  bless  yon,  my  dearest,  and  reward  you. 

TonrR.B. 

Mrs.  ^elley — with  the  '  Bioordi.' 

Of  oonrse,  Landor's  praise  is  alt(^;ether  a  different  gift; 
a  gold  vase  from  Eing  Hiram ;  beside  ha  has  plenty  of  con- 
scious rejoicing  in  his  own  riches,  and  is  not  left  painfully 
poor  by  what  he  sends  away.  That  is  the  unpleasant  point 
with  some  others — they  spread  you  a  board  and  want  to 
gird  up  their  loins  and  wait  on  yon  there.  Landor  says 
'  come  ap  higher  and  let  ns  sit  and  eat  together.'  Is  it  not 
that? 

Now — you  are  not  to  turn  on  me  because  the  first  is  my 
proper  feeling  to  you,  .  .  for  poetry  is  not  the  thing  given 
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or  taken  betreen  as — it  is  heart  and  life  and  myself,  not 
mine,  I  give — give?  That  70a  glorify  and  change  and,  in 
TetarniBg  then,  give  *?»/ 


£.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Thunday. 
[Pott-ourk,  NovembetSl,  1S4S.] 

Thank  yon  I  and  will  yon,  if  yonr  Bister  made  the  copy 
of  Landor'B  verses  for  me  as  well  as  for  yon,  thank  her  from 
me  for  another  kindness,  .  .  not  the  second  nor  the  third? 
For  my  own  part,  be  snre  that  if  I  did  not  fall  on  the  right 
Bubtle  interpretation  about  the  letters,  at  least  I  did  not 
'  think  it  rain '  of  yon  t  Tain :  when,  supposing  yon  really 
to  have  been  oveF^ratified  by  snch  letters,  it  conld  have 
proved  only  an  excess  of  humility ' — But  .  .  besides  the  . 
subtlety. — you  meant  to  be  kind  to  me,  yon  know, — and  I 
had  a  pleasure  and  an  interest  in  reading  tiiem' — only  that 
.  .  mind.  Sir  John  Hanmer's,  I  was  half  angry  with! 
Now  is  he  not  cold? — and  is  it  not  easy  to  see  why  he  is 
forced  to  write  his  own  scenes  fire  times  orer  and  over? 
He  might  have  mentioned  the  *  Dnoheas '  I  think;  and  he 
a  poetl  Mr.  Chorley  speaks  some  things  very  well — but 
what  does  he  mean  about  *  execution, '  en  revaricJte  ?  but  I 
liked  his  letter  and  his  candonr  in  the  last  p^e  of  it.  Will 
Mr.  Warburten  review  you?  does  he  mean  that?  Kov  do 
let  me  see  any  other  letters  yon  receive.  Alay  I?  Of 
oonrse  Landor's  '  dwells  apart '  from  all :  and  besides  the 
reason  yon  give  for  being  gratified  by  it,  it  is  well  that  one 
prophet  should  open  his  month  and  prophesy  and  give  his 
witness  to  the  inspiration  of  another.  See  what  he  says 
inthelettor  .  .  'Youmay  stand  quite  alone  if  you  mU — and 
I  thinJe  you,  tnS. '  That  is  a  noble  testimony  to  a  truth. 
And  he  discriminates — he  understands  and  discerns — they 
are  not  words  thrown  out  inte  the  air.  The  '  profnsion  of 
imagery  covering  the  depth  of  thought '  is  a  true  deecrip- 
ticm.    And,  in  the  verses,  he  lays  his  finger  just  on  yonr 
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chanwiteristioB— joat  on  thoaa  which,  vken  yon.  wen  aaij 
a  poet  to  me,  (only  a  poet:  does  it  soond  ineveratit?  at 
most,  I  think  I)  vhich,  when  7011  vere  only  a  poet  to  me, 
I  used  to  study,  characteristic  by  characteriatio,  and  tnrc 
my^ielf  rotind  and  round  in  despair  of  being  ever  able  to 
approach,  taking  them  to  be  bo  essentially  and  intensely 
masonline  that  like  effects  were  nnattainable,  even  in  & 
lower  degree,  by  any  female  hand.  Did  I  not  tell  yon  so 
<mce  before?  or  oftener  than  once?  And  most  not  these 
verses  of  Landor's  be  printed  somewhere — in  the  Exami- 
ner? and  again  ia  tha  Atketueum?  if  in  QiB  Hxamuwr,  cer- 
tainly again  in  the  Atherwsam — it  would  be  a  matter  d 
oonrse.  Oh  those  veises :  how  they  have  pleased  ma  I  It 
was  an  act  worthy  of  him — and  of  you. 

Qeoi^e  has  been  properly  '  indoctrinated, '  and,  we  moflt 
hope,  will  do  credit  to  my  instructions.  Just  now  .  .  joat 
as  I  was  writing  ,  .  he  came  in  to  say  good-moming  and 
good-night  (he  goes  to  (Jiambers  earlier  than  I  receive  visi- 
tors generally),  and  to  ask  with  a  smile,  if  I  had  '  a  mea- 
aage  for  my  friend '  ,  ,  that  was  yon  .  .  and  bo  ha  wu 
indoctrinated.  He  is  good  and  true,  honest  and  kind,  bat 
a  HtiJe  over-f^ve  and  reasonable,  as  I  and  my  sistera  com- 
plain continually.  The  great  Law  lime-kiln  dries  hnmaa 
souls  all  to  one  colour — and  he  ia  an  industriona  reader 
among  law  books  and  knows  a  good  deal  about  them,  I 
Lave  heard  from  persons  who  can  judge;  but  with  a  sacri- 
fice of  impnlsivenees  and  liberty  of  spirit,  which  I  should 
regret  for  him  if  he  sate  on  the  Woolsack  even.  Oh — that 
law  1  how  I  do  detest  it  I  I  hate  it  and  think  ill  of  it — I 
tell  Qeorge  so  sometimes — and  he  is  good-natnred  and  only 
thinks  to  himself  (a  littie  aadibly  now  and  then)  that  I  am 
a  woman  and  talking  nonsense.  But  the  morals  of  it,  and 
the  philosophy  of  it  I  And  the  manners  of  it  I  in  which  the 
whole  host  of  barristers  looks  down  on  the  attorneys  and 
the  rest  of  the  world! — how  long  are  these  things  to  lastl 

Theodosia  Qairow,  I  have  seen  face  to  face  onoe  or 
twice.    She  is  very  clever — very  accomplished— with  tal^ 
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ents  and  tastee  of  T&rions  kinds — a  nmaioian  and  lingniBt, 
in  moat  modem  languages  I  believe — and  a  writer  of  fioent 
graceful  melodions  Terses,  .  .  70a  cannot  say  any  more. 
At  least  /  cannot — and  tbongh  I  have  not  seen  tMs  last 
poem  in  the  '  Book  of  Beanty, '  I  have  no  more  trost 
ready  for  it  than  for  its  predecessors,  of  vhich  Mr.  Landor 
said  as  mnch.  It  ia  the  personal  feeling  which  speaks  in 
him,  I  fancy — simply  the  personal  feeling — and,  that  being 
the  case,  it  does  not  spoil  the  discriminating  appreciation 
on  the  other  page  of  this  letter.  I  might  have  the  mod- 
eety  to  admit  beaides  that  I  may  be  wrong  and  he,  right, 
all  tbrongh.  But  .  .  '  more  intense  than  Sappho ' ! — more 
intense  than  intensity  itself  I — to  think  of  ^^/— Also  the 
word  '  poetry '  has  a  clear  meaning  to  me,  and  all  the 
fluency  and  facility  aod  quick  ear-catehing  of  a  tone  which 
one  can  find  in  the  world,  do  not  answer  to  it — no. 

How  ia  the  head?  will  you  toll  me?  I  have  written  all 
this  without  a  word  of  it,  and  yet  ever  since  yesterday  I 
have  been  uneasy,  .  .  I  cannot  help  it.  Yon  see  you  are 
not  better  but  worse.  '  Since  you  were  in  Italy ' —  Then 
is  it  England  that  disagrees  with  you?  and  is  it  change 
away  from  Ei^land  that  you  want?  .  .  require,  I  mean. 
If  so — why  what  follows  and  ought  to  follow?  Tou  must 
not  be  ill  indeed — that  ia  the  first  necessity.  Tell  me  how 
you  are,  exactly  how  you  are ;  and  remember  to  walk,  and 
not  to  work  too  much — for  my  sake — ii  you  care  for  me — 
if  it  is  not  too  bold  of  me  to  say  so.  I  had  fancied  you 
were  looking  better  rather  than  otherwise :  but  those  sen- 
Bations  in  the  head  are  frightful  and  ought  to  be  stopped 
by  whatever  means ;  even  by  the  worst,  as  they  would  seem 
to  me.  Well — it  was  bad  news  to  hear  of  the  increase  of 
pain ;  for  the  amendment  was  a  '  passing  show '  I  fear,  and 
not  caused  even  by  thoughts  of  mine  or  it  wonld  have  ap- 
peared before;  while  on  the  other  side  (the  snnny  side  of 
the  way)  I  heard  on  that  same  yesterday,  what  made  me 
glad  aa  good  news,  a  whole  gospel  of  good  news,  and  from 
yoa  too  who  profess  to  say  '  less  than  nothing, '  and  thai 
Vol.  I.— 1» 
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was  thai  '  the  times  seemed  longer  to  you ' — do  70a  remem- 
ber Baying  it?  And  it  made  me  glad  .  .  happy — perhaps  , 
too  glad  and  happy — and  anrprised :  yes,  surprised !— for 
if  yoa  had  told  me  (bat  yon  voald  not  have  told  me)  if  yon 
had  let  me  goesa  .  .  jost  the  contrary,  .  .  'that  the  timet 
seemed  shorter,'  .  .  why  it  woold  have  seemed  to  me  as 
natural  as  natore — oh,  believe  me  it  woold,  and  I  ooold  sot 
hare  thought  hardly  of  yon  for  it  in  the  moat  secret  or 
silent  of  my  thon^te.  How  am  I  to  feel  towards  yon,  do 
yoa  imagine,  .  .  who  have  the  world  roond  yoa  and  yet 
make  me  this  to  yon?  I  never  can  t«ll  yon  how,  and  yon 
never  can  know  it  without  having  my  heart  in  yoa  with  all 
its  experiences :  we  meaearfl  by  those  weights.  May  God 
bless  yoa  1  and  save  me  from  being  the  cause  to  yon  of  an; 
harm  or  grief  I  .  .  I  choose  it  for  my  blessing  inatwu^  of 
another.  What  should  I  be  if  I  could  fail  willingly  to  yon 
in  the  least  thing?  Bnt  I  never  wiU,  and  yoa  know  it  I 
will  not  move,  nor  speak,  nor  breathe,  so  aa  willingly  and 
consciously  to  toaoh,  with  one  shade  of  wrong,  tiiat  pr»- 
oioue  deposit  of  '  heart  and  life '  .  .  which  may  yet  be  re- 
called. 

And,  so,  may  God  bless  yoa  and  your 

E.  B.  B. 

Bemember  to  say  how  yon  are. 

I  sent  'Fomfret' — and  Shelley  is  returned,  and  llie 
letters,  in  the  same  parcel — bnt  my  letter  goes  by  the 
poet  as  yon  see.  Is  there  contrast  enough  between  the 
two  rival  female  pereonages  of  '  Fomfiet. '  /  fancy  noL 
Helena  should  have  been  more  '  demonstrative '  than  she 
appeared  in  Italy,  to  secure  the  '  new  modolation '  with 
Walter.  Bat  yoa  vrill  not  think  it  a  stroi^  book,  I  am 
sure,  with  all  the  good  and  pure  intention  of  it.  The  best 
character  .  .  most  life-tike  .  .  as  conventional  life  goes 
.  .  seems  to  me  '  Mr.  Bose '  .  .  beyond  all  comparison — 
and  the  best  point,  the  noiseless,  nnaffected  manner  in 
which  the  acting  out  of  the  '  private  jodgment '  in  Pomftet 
himself  is  made  no  heroic  rirtoe  bat  simply  an  integral 
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port  of  the  love  of  tmth.  As  to  Grace  she  is  too  good  to 
be  interostiBg,  I  am  afruid — and  people  a&y  of  her  more 
than  ahe  expieBseB — and  as  to  '  generosity,'  she  could  not 
do  otherwise  in  the  last  scones. 

Bat  I  vill  not  tell  70Q  the  story  after  all. 

At  the  beginning  of  this  letter  I  meant  to  vrite  just  one 
page ;  but  my  generosity  is  like  Grace's,  and  could  not  help 
itself.  There  were  the  letters  to  write  of,  and  the  Terses  ] 
and  then,  yoa  know,  '  femme  qni  paile '  never  has  done. 
Let  me  hear  1  and  I  will  be  as  brisk  as  a  monument  next 
time  for  variety. 

B.  B.  to  S.  B.  B. 

Friday  mght. 
[Poet-mark,  November  23,  184S.] 

Knr good  and  kind  to  send  me  these  books!  (The  let- 
ter I  Bay  nothing  of,  according  to  convention :  if  I  wrote 
down  '  best  and  kindest '  .  .  oh,  what  poorest  words  I)  I 
shall  tell  yon  all  aboat '  Pomfret,*  be  snre.  Chorley  talked 
of  it,  as  we  walked  homewards  together  last  night, — mod- 
estly and  well,  and  spoke  of  having  given  away  two  copies 
only  .  .  to  his  mother  one,  and  the  other  to — Miss  Bar- 
rett, and  '  she  seemed  interested  in  the  life  of  it,  entered 
into  his  porpose  in  it, '  and  I  listened  to  it  all,  loving 
Chorley  for  his  loveability  which  is  considerable  at  other 
times,  and  saying  to  myself  what  might  ran  better  in  the 
child's  coaplet — '  Kot  more  than  others  I  deserve.  Though 
God  has  given  me  more ' ! — Given  me  the  letter  which  ex- 
presses Borprise  that  I  shall  feel  these  blanks  between  the 
days  when  I  see  yon  longer  and  longer  I  80  am  /  snrprised 
— that  I  should  have  mentioned  so  obvioos  a  matter  at 
all ;  or  leave  nnmentioned  a  hundred  others  its  correlatives 
which  I  cannot  conceive  you  to  be  ignorant  of,  yon  I  When 
I  spread  out  my  riches  before  me,  and  think  wliai  the  hoar 
and  more  means  that  yon  endow  one  with,  I  do — not  to  say 
€xiuld — I  do  form  resolations,  and  say  to  myself — '  If  next 
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time  I  am  bidden  stay  away  a  rOBTSiaBT,  I  will  not  reply 
by  a  word  beyond  the  grateful  assent.'  I  do,  QoA  knows, 
lay  np  in  my  heart  these  priceless  treasores, — shall  I  tell 
yoa?  I  never  in  my  life  kept  a  journal,  a  roister  of  sighta, 
or  foncies,  or  feelings ;  in  my  last  travel  I  pat  down  on  a 
slip  of  paper  a  few  dates,  that  I  might  remember  in  Eng- 
land, OQ  snoh  a  day  I  was  on  Yesavins,  in  Pompeii,  at 
Shelley  'a  grave ;  all  that  shonld  be  kept  in  memory  is,  with 
me,  best  left  to  the  brain's  own  process.  Bat  I  have,  from 
the  first,  recorded  the  date  and  the  doiation  of  every  visit 
to  you ;  the  numbers  of  minutes  you  have  given  me  .  .  and 
I  put  them  together  till  they  make  .  .  nearly  two  days 
uow;  foar>and-twenty-hoUT-long-^ys,  that  I  have  been  by 
you — and  I  enter  the  room  determining  to  get  up  and  go 
sooner  .  .  and  I  go  away  into  the  light  street  repenting  tiiat 
I  went  so  soon  by  I  don't  know  how  many  minutes — for, 
love,  what  is  it  all,  this  love  for  you,  but  an  earnest  desir- 
ing to  include  yon  in  myself,  if  that  might  be;  to  feel  yoa 
in  my  very  heart  and  hold  you  there  for  ever,  thioogh  all 
chance  and  earthly  changes  1 

There,  I  had  better  leave  off;  the  words ! 

I  was  very  glad  to  find  myself  with  yonr  brother  yes- 
terday ;  I  like  him  very  much  and  mean  to  get  a  friend  in 
him — (to  supply  the  loss  of  my  friend  .  .  Miss  Barrett — 
which  is  gone,  the  friendship,  so  gone  I)  But  I  did  not  ask 
after  yoQ  because  I  heard  Moxon  do  it.  Now  of  Laudor'a 
verses :  I  got  a  note  from  Forster  yesterday  tolling  me  that 
he,  too,  had  received  a  copy  .  .  so  that  there  is  no  injunc- 
tion to  be  secret.  So  I  got  a  copy  for  dear  Mr.  Eenyon, 
and,  lo !  what  comes  I  I  send  the  note  to  make  yoa  smile  I 
I  shall  reply  that  I  felt  in  duty  bound  to  apprise  you;  as 
I  did.  Yon  will  observe  that  I  go  to  that  too  facile  gate  of 
Ms  on  Tuesday,  my  day  .  .  from  yoor  house  directly. 
The  worst  is  that  I  have  got  entangled  with  invitations 
already,  and  must  go  out  again,  hating  it,  to  more  than 
one  place. 

I  am  very  well — quite  well ;  yes,  dearest!    The  pain  ia 
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quite  gone ;  and  the  inconvenience,  hard  on  ita  trace.  Ton 
will  write  to  me  again,  will  yon  not?  And  be  as  hnet  as 
yoxa  heart  lets  yoa,  to  me  who  hoard  np  joar  words  and  get 
remote  and  imperfect  ideas  of  what  .  .  shall  it  be  written? 
.  .  anger  at  yoa  could  mean,  when  I  see  a  line  blotted  ont ; 
a  Beamd-thoughied  finger-tip  rapidly  pat  forth  upon  one  of 
my  gold  pieces ! 

I  lather  think  if  Warborton  reviews  me  it  wiU  be  in  the 
Quarterli/,  which  I  know  he  writes  lor,  Hanmer  is  a  very 
scntptnresqne  passionless  high-minded  and  amiable  man 
.  .  this  coldness,  as  yon  see  it,  is  part  of  him.  I  lihe  his 
poems,  I  think,  better  than  yoa — '  the  Sonnets, '  do  yoa 
know  them?  Not '  Fra  OipoUa.'  See  what  is  here,  since 
yoa  will  not  let  me  have  only  yoa  to  look  at — this  is  Lan- 
dor's  first  opinion — expressed  to  Foreter — see  the  date! 
and  last  of  all,  see  me  and  know  me,  beloved  I  May  God 
bleea  yoa  I 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Saturday. 
[Poot-marb,  November  9S,  1S46.] 

Mr.  Kenyon  came  yesterday — and  do  yon  know  when 
he  took  oat  those  verses  and  spoke  his  preface  and  I  nn- 
derstood  what  was  to  follow,  I  had  a  temptation  from  my 
familiar  Devil  not  to  say  I  had  read  them  before — ^I  had 
the  temptation  strong  and  clear.  For  he  (Mr.  K.)  told  me 
that  yonr  sister  let  him  see  them — . 

Bnt  no — My  '  vade  retro  '  prevailed,  and  I  spoke  the 
toith  and  shamed  the  devil  and  surprised  Mr.  Kenyon  be- 
sides, as  I  conld  observe.  Not  an  observation  did  he  make 
fill  he  was  just  going  away  half  an  hoar  afterwards,  and 
then  he  said  rather  dryly  .  .  'And  now  may  I  ask  how 
long  ago  it  was  when  yoa  first  read  these  verses? — was  it 
a  fortnight  ago? '  It  was  better,  I  think,  that  I  should  not 
have  made  a  mystery  of  snch  a  simple  thing,  .  .  and  yet 
I  felt  half  vexed  with  myself  and  with  him  brides.  Bat 
the  verses, — how  he  praised  them  1  more  than  I  tiioaght  of 
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doing  .  .  BB  TdTBes — thoi^h  there  ia  beaaty  and  mnsio  and 
all  tlkat  ought  to  be.  Do  you  see  clearly  now  that  the  ^ 
ter  lines  refer  to  the  combination  in  yon, — the  qnalities  ovei 
and  above  those  held  in  common  with  Chancer?  M  '  '' 
have  heard  this  morning  from  two  or  three  of  the  et  .  ■ 
readers  of  the  Chronicle  (I  never  care  to  see  it  tUl  the  eve 
ing)  that  the  verses  are  there — so  that  my  wishes  have 
fulfilled  themselves  there  at  least — strangely,  for  wishes  of 
mine  .  .  which  generally  '  go  by  contraries '  as  the  sootb- 
sayets  declare  of  dreams.  How  kind  of  yon  to  send  ma 
the  fragment  to  Mr.  Forster  t  and  how  I  like  to  read  it. 
Was  the  Hebrew  yours  then  .  .  written  then,  I  mean  .  .  or 
written  now? 

Mr.  Eenyon  told  me  that  yon  were  to  dine  with  him  on 
Taesday,  and  I  took  for  granted,  at  first  hearing,  that  yoa 
woold  oome  on  Wednesday  perhaps  to  me — and  afterwards 
I  saw  the  possibility  of  the  two  ends  being  joined  without 
mnch  difficolty.  Still,  I  was  not  sore,  b^(H«  yonr  letter 
came,  how  it  might  be. 

That  yon  really  are  better  ia  the  best  news  of  all — thank 
yon  for  tellii^  me.  It  will  be  wise  not  to  go  oat  too  mnch 
— '  aeqnam  servare  mentem '  as  Landor  qnotes,  .  .  in  this 
as  in  the  rest.  Perhaps  that  worst  pain  was  a  sort  of 
crisis  .  .  the  sharp  torn  of  the  road  abont  to  end  .  .  oh, 
I  do  tmst  it  may  be  bo. 

Mr.  K.  wrot»  to  Landor  to  the  effect  that  it  was  not 
because  he  (Mr.  E.)  held  yon  in  affection,  nor  because  the 
verses  expressed  oritic^y  the  oinnion  entertained  of  yon 
by  all  who  coold  jndge,  nor  becaose  they  praised  a  book 
with  which  his  own  name  was  associated  .  .  but  for  the 
abstract  beanty  of  those  votsss  .  .  for  that  reason  he  oonJd 
not  help  naming  th^jn  to  Mr.  Landor.  All  of  which  iraa 
repeated  to  me  yesterday. 

Also  I  heard  of  you  from  George,  who  admired  you— 
admired  you  .  .  as  if  yon  were  a  chancellor  in  posse,  a 
great  lawyer  in  esse — and  then  he  ihoi^ht  you  .  .  what 
he  never  could  think  a  lawyer  .  .  .  'unassuming.'    AndyoH 
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.  .  j«a  ago  so  kind]  O11I7  that  makes  me  think  bitterly 
■"'  it  I  have  thonght  before,  bnt  cannot  write  to-da^. 

•"  It  was  goodnatnred  of  Mr.  Chorley  to  send  me  a  copy 
V  Trj;^  book,  and  he  sending  so  lew — Tery!  George  who 
atee  you,  does  not  tolerate  Hr.  Chorley  .  .  (did  I  tell 
jt2)  declares  that  the  affectation  is  '  bad,'  and  that  there 
is  «  dash  of  Tolgarity  .  .  which  I  positiTely  refuse  to  be- 
lieve, and  should,  I  fancy,  though  face  to  face  with  the  most 
vainglorions  of  waistooata.  How  can  there  be  vnlgari^ 
even  of  manners,  with  so  mooh  mental  refinement?  I  never 
ooold  believe  in  those  combinations  of  oontradictions. 

t  'An  obvioos  matter,'  yon  think  1  as  obvions,  as  yonr 
'  green  hill '  .  .  which  I  cannot  see.  For  the  rest  .  .  my 
thonght  upon  your  '  great /ac< '  of  the  '  two  days,'  is  quite 
different  from  yonr's  .  .  for  I  think  directly,  '  80  little '  I 
80  dreadfolly  littlel  What  shaUow  earth  for  a  deep  rooti 
What  can  be  known  of  me  in  that  time?  '  So  there,  is  the 
only  good,  yon  see,  that  comes  from  maVing  oaloolations 
on  a  slip  of  paper!  It  la  not  and  it  cannot  come  to  good.' 
I  would  rather  look  at  my  sevrai^-five  letters — there  is  room 
to  breathe  in  them.  And  this  is  my  idea  (ecce  I)  of  mona- 
mental  brevity — and  hicjacet  at  last 

Tour  E.  B.  B, 


R.B.toE.  B.  S. 

BandM,y  Night 
[PiMt-Durk,  November  34,  1&4S.] 

But  a  word  to-night,  my  love — for  my  head  aches  a 
little, — I  had  to  write  a  long  letter  to  my  friend  at  New 
Zealand,  and  now  I  want  to  sit  and  think  of  yon  and  get 
well — bat  I  most  not  quite  lose  the  word  I  counted  on. 

So,  that  way  you  will  take  my  two  days  and  torn  them 
against  me?  Oh,  you  I  Did  I  say  the  'root'  had  been 
striking  then,  or  rather,  that  the  seeds,  whence  the  roots 
take  leisure  and  grow,  they  had  been  planted  then — and 
might  not  a  good  heart  and  hand  drop  aooms  enough  to 
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grow  up  into  a  complete  Dodona-grove,— when  the  very 
rook,  Bay  fanners,  hides  and  forgets  whole  navies  of  ship- 
wood  one  day  to  be,  in  his  sommer  storing-jonTneys?  Ent 
this  shall  do — I  am  not  going  to  prove  what  may  be,  when 
here  it  w,  to  my  everlasting  happiness. 

— And  'I  am  hand'— there  again  I  Do  I  not  know 
what  yon  mean  by  that?  Well  it  is  some  comfort  that  yon 
make  all  even  in  some  degree,  and  take  from  my  facnltiee 
here  what  yon  give  them,  spite  of  my  protesting,  in  other 
directtons.  So  I  could  not  when  I  first  saw  yon  admire 
yon  very  mnch,  and  wish  for  yonr  friendship,  and  be  will^ 
ing  to  give  yon  mine,  and  desirous  of  any  opportunity  of 
serving  yon,  benefiting  yon;  I  conld  not  think  the  fimling 
myself  in  a  position  to  feel  this,  jnst  this  and  no  more,  a 
sufficiently  fortunate  event  .  .  but  I  must  needs  get  up, 
or  imitate,  or  .  .  what  is  it  yon  fancy  I  do?  .  .  an  utter- 
ly distinct,  unnecessary,  inconsequential  regard  for  yon, 
which  should,  when  it  got  too  hard  for  shamming  at  the 
week's  end, — should  simply  spoil,  in  its  explosion  and 
departure,  all  the  real  and  sufficing  elements  of  an  honest 
life-loi^  attachment  and  affections !  that  I  should  do  this, 
and  think  it  a  piece  of  kindness  does  .  . 

Now,  I'll  tell  yon  what  it  doea  deserve,  and  what  it  shall 
get.  Give  me,  dearest  beyond  expression,  what  I  have 
always  dared  to  think  I  would  ask  yon  for  .  .  one  day  t 
Give  me  .  .  wait — for  yonr  own  sake,  not  mine  who  never, 
never  dream  of  being  worth  snoh  a  gift  .  .  bat  for  yonr 
own  sense  of  justice,  and  to  aay,  so  as  my  heart  shall  hew, 
that  you  were  wrong  and  are  no  longer  so,  give  me  so  mnoh 
of  yon — all  precious  that  you  are — as  may  be  given  in  a 
lock  of  yonr  hair — I  will  live  and  die  with  it,  and  with  the 
memory  of  you — this  at  the  worst  I  If  yon  give  me  what 
I  b^, — shall  I  say  next  Tuesday  .  .  when  I  leave  you,  I 
will  not  speak  a  word.  If  you  do  not,  I  will  not  think  yon 
nnjnst,  for  all  my  light  words,  but  I  will  pray  yon  to  wui 
and  remember  me  one  day — when  the  power  to  deserve 
more  may  be  greater  ,  ,  never  the  will.    God  supplies  all 
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tliiiiga:  may  he  blees  ;oii,  beloved!    Bo  I  can  bat  pia^, 
kissing  yooT  baud. 

E.B. 

Now  pardon  me,  deareet,  for  what  is  mitten  .  .  what 
X  cannot  cancel,  for  the  love's  sake  that  it  grew  from. 

The  Ghrtmicle  was  through  Moxon,  I  believe — Landor 
had  sent  the  Terses  to  Forster  at  the  same  time  as  to  me, 
yet  they  do  not  appear.  I  never  in  my  life  lees  cared  aboat 
people's  praise  or  blame  for  myself,  and  never  more  for  its 
inflaenoe  on  other  people  than  now — I  wonld  stand  as  high 
as  I  coold  in  the  eyes  of  all  abont  yon — yet  not,  after  til, 
at  poor  Cborley's  expense  whom  yonr  brother,  I  am  snre, 
unintentionally,  is  rather  hasty  in  condemning;  I  have  told 
yon  of  my  own  much  rasher  opinion  and  how  I  was  ashamed 
and  sorry  when  I  corrected  it  after.  0.  is  of  a  different 
species  to  yonr  brother,  differently  trained,  looking  differ- 
ent ways — and  for  some  of  the  pecoliarities  that  strike  at 
first  sight,  0.  himself  gives  a  good  reason  to  the  enquirer 
on  better  acqnaintanoe.  For  '  Vnlgarity '— NO  I  But  your 
kind  brother  will  alter  his  view,  I  know,  on  farther  ao- 
qnaintanoe  .  .  and, — woe's  me — will  find  that  '  assump- 
tion's '  perteet  self  would  be  tronbled  to  exercise  its  qual- 
ity at  such  a  house  as  Mr.  E.'s,  where  every  symptom  of 
a  proper  daim  is  met  half  way  and  helped  onward  far  too 
readily. 

Good  night,  now.  Am  I  not  yours — are  yon  not  mine? 
And  can  that  make  you  happy  too? 

Bless  you  once  more  and  for  ever. 

That  scrap  of  Landor's  being  for  no  other  eye  than 
mine — I  made  the  foolish  comment,  that  there  was  no  blot- 
ting out — made  it  some  four  or  five  years  ago,  when  I  could 
read  what  I  only  gness  at  now,  tbrongh  my  idle  opening 
the  band  and  letting  the  caught  bird  go— but  there  used 
to  be  a  real  satisfaction  to  me  in  writing  those  grand  ^- 
btew  chataoters — the  noble  languages  I 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


298  THE  LETTEBS  OF  BOBERT  BBOWmNG   [Nor.  U 

E.  B.  S.  to  S.  S. 

Monday. 
[Port-mark.  November  H,  184B.] 

But  what  nnlawfolthiiigB  have  I  said  aboat  'kindness'? 
I  did  not  mean  any  harm — no,  indeed !  And  as  to  think- 
ing .  .  as  to  having  ever  thought,  that  70a  conld  '  imitate ' 
(can  this  word  be  '  imitate '?}  an  nnfelt  feeling  or  a  feeling 
nnsapposed  to  be  felt  .  .  I  may  solemnly  assure  yon  that 
I  never,  never  did  so.  '  Get  up ' — '  imitate '  I  !  Bat  it  was 
the  contrary  .  .  aU  the  contrary!  From  the  beginning, 
now  did  I  not  believe  yon  too  much?  Did  I  not  believe 
yon  even  in  yonr  oontradiotion  of  yoorself  .  .  in  yonr  yet 
and  no  on  the  same  Bnbjeot,  .  .  and  take  tiie  world  to  be 
taming  round  backwards  and  myself  to  have  been  shnt  up 
here  till  I  grew  mad,  .  .  rather  than  disbelieve  yon  either 
way?  Well !— Ton  know  it  as  well  as  I  can  tell  yon,  and  I 
will  not,  any  more.  If  I  have  been  '  wrong, '  it  was  not 
BO  .  .  nor  indeed  then  .  ,  it  is  not  eo,  though  it  is  now, 
perhaps. 

Therefore  .  .  but  wait!  I  never  gave  away  what  yon 
ask  me  to  give  you,  to  a  hnman  being,  except  my  nearest 
relatives  and  once  or  twice  or  thrice  to  funale  friends,  .  . 
never,  ihoi^h  reproached  for  it;  and  it  is  jost  three  weeks 
since  I  said  last  to  an  asker  that  I  was  '  too  great  a  pmde 
for  anch  a  thing ' !  it  was  beat  to  anticipate  the  accnsa- 
tion! — And,  pmde  or  not,  I  conld  not — I  never  could — 
aomething  wonld  not  let  me.  And  now  .  .  what  am  I  to 
do  .  .  'for  my  own  sake  and  not  yours? '  Shonld  yon 
have  it,  or  not?  Why  I  suppose  .  .  yea.  I  suppose  tiiat 
'  for  my  own  sense  of  justice  and  in  order  to  show  that  I 
was  wroi^;'  (which  is  wrong — you  wrote  a  viTong  word 
there  .  .  '  right, '  you  meant  I)  '  to  show  that  I  was  right 
and  am  no  longer  bo,'  .  .  I  suppose  yon  must  have  it, 
'Oh,  Too,'  .  .  who  have  your  way  in  everything  thing! 
Which  does  not  mean  .  .  Oh,  Tons,  qui  avez  tonjonrs  rai- 
BOB— far  from  it. 
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Also  .  .  vhidi  doee  not  mean  that  I  ehall  give  ;oa 
wJiat  70a  ask  for,  UMnorrow, — because  I  shall  not — aod 
oae  of  my  conditions  is  (with  others  to  follow)  that  not  a 
v?ord  be  said  to-morrow,  70a  understand.  Some  day  I  will 
send  it  perhaps  .  .  as  you  knew  I  should  .  .  ah,  as  yon 
knew  I  should  .  .  notwithstanding  that '  getting  up '  .  . 
that  '  imitation '  .  •  of  humilify :  as  yon  knew  too  well  I 
should  I 

Only  I  will  Dot  teaze  yon  aa  I  might  perhaps ;  and  now 
that  your  headache  has  begun  again — the  headache  again : 
the  worse  than  headache  1  See  what  good  my  wishes  do  I 
And  try  to  understand  that  if  I  speak  of  my  being  '  wrong  * 
now  in  relation  to  yon  .  .  of  my  beii^  right  before,  and 
wrc»ig  now,  .  .  I  mean  wrong  for  your  sake,  and  not  for 
mine  .  .  wrong  in  letting  you  come  out  into  the  desert 
here  to  me,  you  whose  place  is  by  the  waters  of  Damascus. 
But  I  need  not  teU  yon  over  again — yon  know.  May  God 
btess  yon  till  to-morrow  and  past  it  for  over.  Mr.  Kenyon 
brought  me  your  note  yesterday  to  read  about  the  '  order 
in  tbe  button-hole ' — ah  1 — or  '  oh,  you, '  may  I  not  re-echo? 
It  enrages  me  to  think  of  Mr.  Forster ;  pablishing  too  as 
be  doee,  at  a  moment,  the  very  sweepings  of  Landor's 
desk!  Is  the  motive  of  the  reticence  to  be  looked  for 
somewhere  among  the  cinders? — Too  bad  it  is.  Bo,  till 
to-morrow  I  and  you  shall  not  be  *  kind  *  any  more. 
Tour 

E.  B.  B. 

Bat  how, '  a  fooliah  comment '  ?  Good  and  true  rather  I 
And  I  admired  the  torittng '  .  .  worthy  of  the  reeds  of 
Jordan! 

S.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Tbunday  Homing. 
[Poat-mark,  November  27,  ISU.]     . 

How  are  yon?  and  Miss  Bayley's  visit  yesterday,  and 
Mr.  E.'s  to-day— (He  t(dd  me  he  should  see  yon  this  mom- 
■  [Hi.  Browning's  letter  la  written  In  an  unusually  bold  band.] 
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ing — and  /  shall  pass  oloee  by,  haTing  to  be  in  town  and 
near  yon,— but  only  the  thought  will  reach  yea  and  be  with, 
yon — )  tell  me  all  this,  dearest. 

How  kind  Mr.  Kenyon  waa  last  night  and  the  day  bo- 
fore  1  He  neither  wonders  nor  is  mnch  vexed,  I  dare  be- 
lieve— and  I  write  now  these  few  words  fo  say  so — My 
heart  is  set  on  next  Thntsday,  remember  .  .  and  the  prize 
of  Saturday !  Oh,  dearest,  believe  for  tmth'B  sake,  that  I 
WOULD  most  frankly  own  to  any  fault,  any  imperfection 
in  the  beginning  of  my  love  of  yon ;  in  the  pride  and  sd- 
cority  of  this  present  stage  it  has  reached — I  would  gladly 
learn,  by  the  full  lights  now,  wliat  an  insufficient  glimmer 
it  grew  from,  .  .  bat  there  never  has  been  cJtange,  only  de- 
velopment and  increased  knowledge  and  strengthened  feel- 
ing— I  waa  made  and  meant  to  look  for  yon  and  wait  for 
yon  and  become  yonis  for  ever.  God  bless  yon,  and  make 
methankfnll 

And  yoa  vnU  give  me  that?  What  shall  save  me  from 
wreck:  bat  traly?    How  most  I  feel  to  yoa  1 

Tooia  B.  B. 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Honday  EveDlng. 
[PoBt-mark,  Movember  37,  184S.] 

Now  yoa  mast  not  blame  me — yoa  most  not.  To  make 
a  promise  is  one  thing,  and  to  keep  it,  qaite  another :  and 
the  conclosion  yon  see  '  as  from  a  tower.  *  Suppose  I  had 
an  oath  in  heaven  somewhere  .  .  near  to  '  coma  Bereni- 
ces,' .  .  never  to  give  yon  what  yon  ask  fori  .  .  wonld 
not  such  an  oath  be  stronger  than  a  mere  half  promise  snch 
as  I  sent  you  a  few  hours  ago?  Admit  that  it  would — and 
that  I  am  not  to  blame  for  saying  now  .  .  (listen  I)  that  I 
never  can  nor  will  give  you  this  thing ; — only  that  I  will,  il 
yoQ  please,  exchange  it  for  another  thing — yon  onderstancl. 
/too  will  avoid  being  '  assuming ' ;  I  will  not  pretend  to  be 
generous,  no,  nor  '  kind.'  It  shall  be  pare  merchandise  or 
nothing  at  all.    Therefore  determine  I — remembering  al- 
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vays  how  our  'org  poetica,'  after  Horace,  recommendB 
'daie  et  petere  vicissim' — which  is  making  a  clatter  of 
pedantr7  to  take  advantage  of  the  noise  .  .  becacse  per- 
l>ap8 1  ought  to  be  ashamed  to  say  this  to  yoa,  and  perhaps 
lam!  ,  .  yet  say  it  none  the  less. 

Anf^  .  ,  less  lightly  .  .  if  yon  have  right  and  reason 
on  yoQT  side,  may  I  not  have  a  Uttle  on  mine  too?  And 
shaJl  I  not  care,  do  yon  think?  .  .  ThinkI 

TheD  there  is  another  reason  for  me,  entirely  mine. 
Ton  have  come  to  me  as  a  dream  comes,  as  the  best 
dreams  come  .  .  dearest — and  so  there  is  need  to  me  of 
'a  sign '  to  know  Qie  difference  between  dream  and  vision 
—and  that  ia  my  completest  reason,  my  own  reason — yon 
liave  none  like  it;  none.  A  ticket  to  know  the  horn-gate 
from  the  ivory,  .  .  ought  I  not  to  have  it?  Therefore 
send  it  to  me  before  I  send  yon  anything,  and  if  possible 
by  that  Ijewisham  post  which  was  the  most  frequent 
bringer  of  your  letters  until  these  last  few  came,  and  which 
teaches  me  at  eight  in  the  evening  when  all  the  world  is 
at  dinner  and  my  solitude  most  certain.  Everything  is  so 
still  then,  tbat  I  have  heard  the  footsteps  of  a  letter  of 
yoora  ten  doors  off  .  .  or  more,  perhaps.  Now  beware 
of  ifflagining  from  this  which  I  say,  that  there  is  a  strict 
police  for  my  correspondence  .  ,  (it  ia  not  so — )  nor  that 
I  do  not  like  hearing  from  yoa  at  any  and  every  hour:  it 
u  BO.  Only  I  would  make  the  smoothest  and  sweetest 
of  roads  for  .  .  and  you  vndersiand,  and  do  not  tmagirie 
beyond. 

7\ie8dat/  evening. — "What  is  written  is  written,  .  .  all 
tlie  above :  and  it  is  forbidden  to  me  to  write  a  word  of 
vhat  I  oonld  write  down  here  .  .  forbidden  for  good  rea- 
sons. So  I  am  silent  on  amdiUong  .  .  those  being  .  .  first 
.  .  that  yon  never  do  such  thii^  again  .  .  no,  you  must 
not  and  shall  not  .  .  ItnUnotletUbe:  aaABoeoudiy,  ihat 
yon  try  to  hear  the  nnspoken  words,  and  understand  how 
your  gift  will  remain  with  me  while /remain  .  .  theyneed 
not  be  aaid—just  as  it  need  not  have  been  so  beautiful,  for 
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that  The  beauty  drops  '  fnll  fathom  fire '  into  the  deep 
thought  which  coveis  it.  So  I  stady  my  MaohisTelU  to 
coDtrive  the  possibility  of  wearing  it,  withont  being  pat  to 
the  gaeetion  violently  by  all  the  onriosity  of  all  my  broth- 
ers ; — the  qaestionfl  '  how '  .  .  '  what '  .  .  '  why  '  .  .  pat 
roond  and  edgeways.  They  axB  famoas,  some  of  them,  for 
asking  qaeationa.  I  say  to  them — '  well :  how  many  more 
qnestiona?'  And  now  .  .  forme — hAve  I  said  a  word? — 
have  I  not  been  obedient?  And  by  rights  and  in  jostice, 
there  shonld  have  been  a  reproach  .  .  if  there  could  I  Be- 
oaose,  friendship  or  more  than  friendship,  Pisa  or  no  Pisa, 
it  was  unnecessary  altogether  from  yoa  to  me  .  .  bnt  I 
have  done,  and  you  shall  not  be  teased. 

Wednesday. — Only  .  .  I  persist  in  the  view  of  the  ot%«r 
question.  This  will  not  do  for  the  '  sign,'  .  .  this,  which, 
so  far  from  being  qaalified  for  disproving  a  dream,  is  the 
beaatifal  inu^e  of  a  dream  in  itself  .  .  so  beaatifnl:  and 
with  the  very  shut  eyelids,  and  the  "little  folding  of  the 
hands  to  sleep."  Ton  see  at  a  glance  it  will  not  do.  Aiid 
so — 

Just  as  one  might  be  interrupted  while  telling  a  fairy- 
tale, .  .  in  the  midst  of  tiie  "and  so's"  .  .  just  so,  I  have 
been  interrupted  by  the  coming  in  of  Miss  Bayley,  and 
here  she  has  been  sitting  for  nearly  two  hoors,  from  twelve 
to  two  nearly,  and  I  like  her,  do  yon  know.  Kot  only  she 
talks  well,  which  was  only  a  thing  to  expect,  bnt  she  seems 
lo/eel  .  .  to  have  great  sensibility — and  her  kindness  to 
me  .  .  kindness  of  manner  and  words  and  expression,  all 
tc^ther  .  .  quite  touched  me. — I  did  not  think  of  her 
being  BO  loveable  a  person.  Yet  it  was  kind  and  generous, 
her  proposition  about  Italy ;  (did  I  tell  you  how  she  made 
it  to  me  through  Mr.  Eenyon  long  ago — when  I  was  a  mere 
stranger  to  her?)  the  proposition  to  go  there  with  me  her^ 
self.  It  was  quite  a  grave,  earnest  proposal  of  hers — which 
was  one  of  the  reasons  why  I  could  not  even  wish  not  to 
see  her  to-day.  Because  yon  see,  it  was  a  tremendous  de- 
gree of  experimental  generosify,  to  think  of  going  to  Italy 
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by  sea  with  an  inTalid  stnmger,  "seolo  h  Beole."  Andshe 
was  wholly  in  eameet,  wholly.  la  there  not  good  in  the 
world  after  all? 

Tdl  me  how  jaa.  are,  for  I  am  not  at  eaae  abont  yon-^ 
Yon  were  not  well  even  yesterday,  I  thooghi  If  tUe  goes 
on  .  .  hot  it  mustn't  go  cm — oh,  it  most  not.  May  God 
bless  ns  more  1 

I>o  not  fancy,  in  the  meantime,  that  yon  stay  here  *  too 
long '  for  any  obeerration  that  can  be  made.  In  the  first 
place  there  ie  nobody  to  '  obeerre ' — everybody  is  ont  till 
seren,  except  the  one  or  two  who  will  not  obseiTe  if  I  tell 
them  not.  My  sisters  are  glad  when  yon  come,  beoaase  it 
is  a  gladness  of  mine,  .  .  they  observe.  I  have  a  great  deal 
of  liberty,  to  have  so  many  chains;  we  all  have,  in  this 
house:  and  tiiongh  Uie  liberty  has  melancholy  motives, 
it  saves  some  doily  torment,  and  /  do  not  complain  of  it 
for  one. 

May  God  bless  yoal  Do  not  forget  me.  Say  how  yon 
are.  What  good  can  I  do  yoa  with  all  my  thooghte,  when 
yon  keep  nnwell?  Seel — Facte  are  against  fancies.  As 
when  I  wonld  not  have  the  lamp  lighted  yesterday  becanae 
it  seemed  to  make  it  later,  and  yon  proved  directly  that  it 
would  not  make  it  earlier,  by  getting  np  and  going  away  I 
"Wholly  and  ever  yonr 

E.  B.  B. 

S.B.toI!.  B.  B. 

[Poat-muk,  HovsmberSS,  184S.]' 
Take  it,  dearest;  what  I  am  forced  to  think  yon  mean 
— and  take  no  more  with  it — for  I  gave  all  to  give  long  ago 
— I  am  all  yoors — and  now,  mvw;  give  me  mine  to  be 
happy  with  I 

Yon  will  have  received  my  note  of  yesterday. — I  am 
glad  yon  are  satisfied  with  Miss  Bayley,  whom  I,  too, 
thank  .  .  that  is,  sympathize  with,  .  .  (not  wonder  at, 
>  [Enrelope  eodoned  by  £.  B.  B.  'b&lr. '] 
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though) — for  her  intention  .  .  Well,  ma;  it  all  be  for  beet 
— here  or  at  Pisa,  yon  are  mj  blessing  and  life. 

.  .  How  all  conaiderato  yon  are,  you  that  are  the  kind, 
kind  one!  The  post  arrangement  I  will  remember — to- 
day, for  instance,  will  this  reach  yon  at  8?  I  shall  be  with 
yon  then,  in  thought.  *  Forget  yon  I ' —  What  does  that 
mean,  dearest? 

And  I  might  have  stayed  loDger  and  yon  let  me  go. 
What  does  that  mean,  also  tell  me?  Why,  I  make  up  my 
mind  to  go,  always,  like  a  man,  and  praise  myself  as  I  get 
thiongh  it — as  when  one  plunges  into  the  cold  water — okuf 
,  .  ah,  that  too  is  do  more  a  merit  than  any  other  thing  I 
do  .  .  there  is  the  reward,  the  last  and  best!  Or  is  it  the 
'lure'? 

I  wonld  Dot  be  ashamed  of  my  soul  if  it  might  be  shown 
yon, — it  is  wholly  gratefnl,  conscions  of  yon. 

Bnt  another  time,  do  not  let  me  wrong  myself  ao  I  Say, 
'  one  minate  more.' 

On  Monday? — I  am  much  better — and,  having  got  free 
from  an  engagement  for  Satorday,  shall  stay  qnietly  here 
and  think  the  poet  never  intending  to  come — ^for  yon  will 
not  let  me  wait  longer? 

Shall  I  dare  write  down  a  grievance  of  my  heart,  and 
not  ofTend  you?  Tea,  tmsting  in  the  right  of  my  love — 
yon  teU  me,  sweet,  here  in  the  letter,  '  I  do  not  look 
flo  well'. — and  sometimes,  I  '  look  better  *  .  .  how  do  you 
know?  When  I  first  saw  you — I  eaw  your  eyea — since 
then,  you,  it  should  appear,  see  mine — bnt  I  only  know 
yours  are  there,  and  have  to  use  that  memory  as  if  one 
carried  dried  flowers  about  when  fairly  iDside  the  garden- 
enclosure.  And  while  I  resolve,  and  hesitate,  and  resolve 
again  to  complain  of  this — (kissing  your  foot  .  .  notboldly 
complaining,  nor  mdely}— while  I  have  this  on  my  mind, 
on  my  heart,  ever  since  that  May  morning  .  .  can  it  be? 

— ^No,  nothiog  can  6e  wrong  now — you  will  never  call 
me  '  kind '  f^;ain,  in  that  sense,  you  promisel  Nor  think 
'  bitterly '  of  ray  kindness,  that  word  I 
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l^iall  I  see  joa  od  Monday? 

God  bless  yoa  my  dearest — ^I  see  her  dow — and  here  and 
Tuno  the  eyes  open,  wide  enough,  and  I  will  kiss  them — Jiow 
gratefully  1 

TouroTra 

&.B. 

a.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Friday. 
[Post-muk,  December  1,  I8U.] 

It  oomes  at  eight  o'clock — the  post  says  eight  .  .  / 
say  nearer  half  past  eight  .  .  it  cornea — and  I  thank  yon, 
thank  yon,  &a  I  can.  Do  yoo  remember  the  purple  look 
of  a  king  on  which  hnng  the  fate  of  a  city?  /  do  I  And 
I  need  not  in  conscience — beoanse  this  one  here  did  not 
oome  to  me  by  treason — '  ego  et  rex  metia, '  on  the  oon- 
tiary,  do  fairly  give  and  take. 

I  meant  at  first  only  to  send  yon  vhat  is  in  the  ring  .  . 
which,  by  the  way,  will  not  fit  yon  I  know — (not  certainly 
in  the  finger  which  it  was  meant  ior  .  ,)  bb  it  wonld  not 
Napoleon  before  yon — bat  can  easily  be  altered  to  the  ri^t 
size  .  .  I  meant  at  first  to  send  yon  only  what  was  in  the 
ring:  but  yonr  fashion  is  beat  so  yon  shall  hare  it  botli 
ways.  Now  don't  say  a  word  on  Monday  .  .  nor  at  aU. 
As  for  the  ring,  recollect  that  I  am  forced  to  feel  blindfold 
into  the  other  world,  and  take  what  is  nearest  .  .  by  chance, 
not  choice  .  .  or  it  might  have  been  better — a  little  better 
— perhaps.  The  beat  of  it  is  that  it's  the  colonr  of  your 
blue  flowers.     Now  yon  will  not  say  a  word — I  tmst  to  yon. 

It  is  enough  that  yon  should  have  said  these  others, 
I  think.  Now  ia  it  just  of  yon?  isn't  it  hard  npon  me? 
And  if  the  charge  is  true,  whose  fanlt  is  it,  pray?  I  have 
been  ashamed  and  vexed  with  myself  fifty  times  for  being 
BO  like  a  little  girl,  .  .  for  seeming  to  have  '  affectations ' ; 
and  all  in  vain:  'it  was  stronger  than  I,'  as  the  !French 
Bay.  And  for  yoa  to  complain  1  As  if  Haronn  Alrasohid 
after  cutting  off  a  head,  should  complain  of  the  want  of  an 
Vol.  L— so 
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obeisance  I — ^Well  I — ^I  Bmile  potwithBtanding.  Nobody  can 
help  smiling — ^both  for  my  foolishsesB  which  is  great,  I 
conteea,  though  somewhat  exa^erated  in  yonr  statement — 
(because  ii  it  was  qnite  as  bad  aa  you  say,  yon  know,  I 
DeTer  should  hare  seen  you  ,  .  and  I  have  I)  andalaofor 
yoais  .  .  beoanse  yon  take  aooh  a  very  piepoetraoasly 
wrong  way  for  overooming  anybody's  shyness.  Do  yoa 
know,  I  have  laughed  .  .  really  laughed  at  yoor  letter. 
Ifo — it  haa  not  been  so  bad.  I  hare  seen  yoa  at  OTery 
visit,  as  well  aa  I  oonld  with  both  eyes  wide  open — only 
that  by  a  supernatural  influence  they  won't  stay  open  with 
you  as  they  are  used  to  do  with  other  people  .  .  so  now  I 
tell  yon.  And  for  the  rest  I  promise  nothing  at  all — aa 
how  can  I,  when  it  is  quite  beyond  my  control — aoA  yoa 
have  not  improved  my  capabilities  .  .  do  yoa  think  yoa 
have?  Why  what  nonsense  we  have  come  to — ^we,  who 
ought  to  be  '  talking  Gh^ek ! '  said  Mr.  Kenyon. 

Yes— he  came  and  talked  of  you,  and  told  me  how  yoa 
had  been  speaking  of  .  .  me;  and  I  have  been  thinking 
how  I  should  hare  been  proud  of  it  a  year  ago,  and  how 
I  could  half  scold  you  for  it  now.  Ah  yea — and  Mr.  Ken- 
yon told  me  that  you  had  spoken  exaggerations — sach 
exaggerations] — ^Now  should  there  not  be  some  scolding 
.  .  some? 

Bat  how  did  you  expect  Mr.  Kenyon  to '  wonder '  at  yoitf 
or  be  '  vexed  *  with  you  ?  That  would  have  been  atraoge 
surely.  You  are  and  always  have  been  a  chief  favourite  in 
that  quarter  .  .  appreciated,  praised,  loved,  I  think. 

While  I  write,  a  letter  from  America  is  pat  into  my 
hands,  and  having  read  it  through  with  shame  and  oonfa- 
sion  of  face  .  .  not  able  to  help  a  smile  though  notwith- 
standing, .  .  I  send  it  to  yoa  to  show  how  yoa  have  made 
me  behave  I — to  say  nothing  of  my  otiier  offences  to  the 
kind  people  at  Boston — and  to  a  stray  gentleman  in  Phila- 
delphia who  is  to  perform  a  pilgrimage  next  year,  he 
says,  .  .  to  visit  the  Holy  Land  and  your  E.B.B.  I  was 
naughty  enough  to  take  /Aaf  letter  to  be  a  circolar  .  .  for 
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theaddreBSofTarions 'Enropoiaufl.'  Lianyoase  .  .  joat 
see  how  I  have  behaved  I  and  if  it  has  not  been  vorae  than 
.  .  not  opening  one's  eyes ! — Jadge.  Beall;  and  gravely 
I  am  Bsliamed — ^I  mean  as  to  Mr.  Matbewa,  who  has  been 
an  eamest,  kind  friend  to  me — and  I  do  mean  to  behave 
better.  I  say  that  to  prevent  yonr  acolding,  you  know. 
And  think  of  Mr.  Poe,  with  tliat  great  Bomon  joatioe  of 
his  (if  not  rather  American  I),  dedicating  a  book  to  one  and 
abusing  one  in  the  preface  of  the  same.  He  wrote  a  le- 
yiew  of  me  in  jast  that  spirit — the  two  extremes  of  landa- 
tioD  and  reprdienaion,  folded  in  on  one  another.  Yon 
would  have  thooght  that  it  had  been  written  by  a  friend 
and  foe,  each  stark  mad  with  love  and  hate,  and  writing 
the  alternate  paragraphs — a  moat  omioiis  production  in- 
deed. 

And  here  I  shall  end.  I  have  been  waiting  .  .  waiting 
for  what  does  not  come  .  .  the  rii^  .  .  sent  to  have  the 
hair  put  in;  bat  it  won't  come  (now)  ontil  too  late  for  the 
poet,  and  yon  most  hear  from  me  before  Monday  ,  .  yon 
onght  to  have  heard  to-day.  It  has  not  been  my  fault— I 
have  waited.  Oh  these  people — who  won't  remember  that 
it  is  possible  to  be  ont  of  patience  I  So  I  send  yon  my  let- 
ter now  .  .  and  what  is  in  the  paper  now  .  .  and  the  rest, 
yoD  shall  have  after  Monday.  And  yon  wiU  not  aay  a  loord 
.  .  not  then  .  .  not  at  all  t — 1  trust  yoo.  And  may  God 
bless  you. 

If  ever  yon  care  less  for  me — I  do  not  say  it  in  distrust 
of  you  .  .  I  trust  you  wholly — ^but  yon  are  a  man,  and  free 
to  care  less,  .  .  and  if  ever  you  A>  .  .  why  in  that  case 
you  will  destroy,  bnm,  .  .  do  all  but  send  back  .  .  enoogh 
is  said  for  yon  to  understand. 

May  God  bless  you.  Ton  are  hett  to  me — best  .  .  as 
X  see  .  .  in  the  world — and  so,  dearest  aright  to 

Tour 
E.  B.  B. 

Fbiished  on  Saturday  evening.    Oh— this  ihiead  of 
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silk — ^And  to  post  1 1  After  all  70a  mnst  wait  till  Tuesday. 
I  have  no  silk  vithin  leacb  and  shall  misa  the  poet.  Do 
foi^Td  me. 

K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Satnrdaj  Erenlng. 

This  ifl  the  mere  poataoript  to  the  letter  I  have  jnst  sent 
away.  By  a  few  minates  too  late,  oomes  what  I  have  all 
day  been  waiting  for,  .  .  and  besides  (now  it  ia  just  too 
late  1)  now  I  may  have  a  akein  of  silk  if  I  please,  to  make 
that  knot  with,  .  .  for  want  of  which,  two  looks  meant  for 
yoQ,  have  been  devoted  to  the  infernal  gods  already  .  . 
faUen  into  a  tangle  and  thrown  into  the  fire  .  .  and  all  the 
hair  of  my  head  might  Lave  followed,  for  I  waa  loeing  my 
patience  and  temper  fast,  .  .  and  the  post  to  boot.  So 
wisely  I  shot  my  letter,  (after  unwisely  having  driven 
everything  to  the  last  moment !}  — and  now  I  have  silk  to  tie 
fast  with  .  .  to  tie  a  '  nodns '  .  .  '  dignns '  of  the  celestial 
interposition — and  a  new  packet  shall  be  ready  to  go  b> 
you  directly, 

At  last  I  remember  to  tell  yoo  that  the  first  letter  you 
had  from  me  this  week,  was  forgotten,  (not  by  me)  forgot- 
ten, and  detained,  so,  from  the  poet — a  piece  of  careless- 
ness which  Wilson  came  to  confess  to  me  too  frankly  for 
me  to  gnunble  as  I  should  have  done  otherwise. 

For  the  staying  longer,  I  did  not  mean  to  say  you  were 
vnmg  not  to  stay.  In  the  first  place  you  were  keeping 
your  father  *  in  a  maze, '  as  you  said  yourself — and  then, 
even  without  that,  I  never  know  what  o'clock  it  is  .  . 
never.  Mr.  Kenyon  tells  me  that  I  must  live  in  a  dream 
— which  I  do — time  goes  ,  ,  seeming  to  go  round  rather 
than  go  forward.  The  watch  I  have,  broke  its  spring  two 
years  ago,  and  there  I  leave  it  in  the  drawer — and  the 
clocks  all  round  strike  out  of  hearing,  or  at  best,  when  tiie 
wind  bringa  the  sound,  one  upon  another  in  a  confusion. 
So  you  know  more  of  time  than  I  do  or  can. 

Till  Monday  then!    I  send  the  '  Bicordi '  to  takecareof 
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ibe  rest  .  .  of  mine.  It  is  a  toaching  Btoiy — and  there  is 
an  impracticable  nobleness  from  end  to  end  in  the  spirit  of 
it.  How  ahw  (to  the  ear  and  mind)  that  Italian  thetorio 
is  t  a  language  for  dreamers  and  dedaimers.  Yet  Dante 
made  it  for  action,  and  Machiavelli's  prose  can  walk  and 
strike  as  well  as  float  imd  faint. 

The  ring  is  smaller  than  I  feared  at  first,  and  may  per- 
haps— 

Kow  70Q  will  not  say  a  word.     My  excuse  is  that  yon 
had  nothing  to  remember  me  by,  whUe  I  had  this  and  this 
and  this  and  this  .  .  how  much  too  much! 
If  I  ooold  be  too  much 

ToTir 

E.  B.  B. 

B.  S.  to  K  B.  B. 

TuMdAj. 
[Post-mark,  December  2, 1645.] 

I  was  happy,  so  happy  before  I  Bat  I  am  happier  and 
richer  now.  My  love — ^no  words  could  serve  here,  bat 
there  is  life  before  na,  and  to  the  end  of  it  the  vibration 
now  stmck  will  extend — I  will  live  and  die  with  your  bean- 
tifol  ling,  your  beloved  hair — comforting  me,  blessing  me. 

Ijet  me  write  to-morrow — ^when  I  think  on  all  yoa  have 
been  and  are  to  me,  on  the  wonder  of  it  and  the  delicioaa- 
neas,  it  makes  the  paper  words  that  come  seem  vainer  than 
ever — To-morrow  I  will  write. 

May  God  bless  yon,  my  own,  my  preciona — 

I  am  all  your  own 

It.B. 

I  have  ihonght  again,  and  believe  it  will  be  best  to 
select  the  finger  you  intended  .  .  as  the  alteration  will  be 
simpler,  I  find;  and  one  is  less  liable  to  observation  and 
comment. 

Was  not  that  Mr.  Eenyon  last  evenit^?  And  did  he 
aak,  or  hear,  or  say  anything? 
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S.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[Post-mBTk,  December  S,  1845.] 

See,  dearest,  what  the  poet  briaga  me  this  mmote  I 
Now,  is  it  not  a  good  omen,  a  pleasant  incooscioas  proph- 
ecy of  what  is  to  be?  Be  it  well  done,  or  badly — there  are 
yon,  leading  me  np  and  onward,  in  hie  review  as  every- 
where, at  erery  future  time  1  And  onr  names  will  go  to- 
gether—be read  together.  In  itself  this  is  nothing  to  you, 
dear  poet — bat  the  unexpectedness,  unintended  si^^iifi- 
cance  of  it  has  pleased  me  very  much — does  it  not  please 
you? — I  thonght  I  was  to  figure  in  that  cold  Quarterly  all 
by  myself,  (for  he  writes  for  it) — but  here  you  are  close 
by  me;  it  cannot  but  be  for  good.  He  has  no  knowledge 
whatever  that  I  am  even  a  friend  of  years.  Say  yon  are 
pleased! 

There  was  no  writing  yesterday  for  me — nor  will  there 
be  tnaoh  to-^y.  In  some  meeds,  yeu  knew,  I  torn  and 
take  a  thousand  new  views  of  what  yeu  say  ,  .  and  find 
fault  with  yen  te  your  surprise— at  ethers,  I  rest  on  yon, 
and  feel  all  well,  all  best  .  .  new,  for  one  instance,  even 
that  phrase  of  ibe  possibUtly  '  and  what  is  to  follow,' — even 
that  I  cannot  except  against — I  am  happy,  contented ;  too 
well,  too  prodigally  blessed  to  be  even  able  to  mnrmor  just 
safSoiently  loud  to  get,  in  addition  to  it  all,  a  sweetest 
stopping  of  the  mouth  t  I  vrill  say  goiedy  and  becomingly 
'  Yes — I  do  promise  you ' — yet  it  is  some  solace  to — No — 
I  will  Twt  even  couple  the  promise  with  an  adjnration  that 
yon,  at  the  same  time,  see  thai  they  care  for  me  properly 
at  Hauwell  Asylum  .  .  the  best  by  all  accounts :  yet  I  feel 
so  sure  of  you,  so  safe  and  confident  in  you  1  If  any  of  it 
had  been  my  work,  my  own  .  .  distrust  and  foreboding 
had  pnrsaed  me  from  the  beginning ;  but  all  is  yours — yon 
crust  me  round  with  gold  and  jewelry  like  the  weed  of  a 
sceptre;  and  why  should  you  transfer  your  own  work? 
Wood  enoi^h  to  choose  from  in  the  first  instance,  but  the 
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oltoioe  oDoe  made !  .  .  So  I  reet  on  70D,  for  life,  for  death, 
beloved — beeide  700  do  stand,  in  my  solemn  belief,  the 
direct  miraonlooB  gift  of  God  to  me — that  is  mj  solemn 
belief;  ma.j  I  be  thankfoll 

I  am  anxious  to  hear  from  yon  .  .  when  am  I  not? — 
bat  not  before  the  American  letter  is  vritten  and  sent  la 
that  done?  And  who  was  the  visitor  on  Monday— and  if 
&o.  what  did  he  remark? — And  vhat  is  right  or  wrong  with 
Saturday — is  it  to  be  mine? 

Bless  yon,  dearest— now  and  for  ever. — ^worda  cannot 
say  how  nrach  I  am  yonr  own. 

H.  B.  B.  io  R.  B. 

TiMsdky  Evenlnc. 
[Post-mark,  December  4,  I84S.] 

Ko  Hr.  EenycHk  after  all— not  yesterday,  not  to^lay ; 
and  the  knoob  at  the  door  belonged  perhaps  to  the  post, 
which  brought  me  a  kind  letter  from  Mrs.  Jameson  to  ask 
how  I  was,  and  if  she  might  come — bat  she  won't  come  on 
Saturday  .  .  I  shall '  provide ' — she  may  as  well  (and  bet- 
ter) oome  on  a  free  day.  On  the  other  side,  are  yoa  sore 
that  Mr.  Procter  may  not  streteh  oat  his  hand  and  seize 
on  Saturday  (he  was  to  dine  with  yon,  yon  said),  or  that 
some  new  ei^agement  may  not  start  np  suddenly  in  the 
midst  of  it?  I  trust  to  yoo,  in  such  a  case,  to  alter  our 
arrai^ement,  withoni  a  second  thought.  Monday  stands 
close  by,  remember,  and  there's  a  Saturday  to  follow  Mon- 
day .  .  and  I  should  understand  at  a  word,  or  apart  from 
a  word. 

Jnst  as  you  understand  how  to  '  take  me  with  guile,' 
when  yon  tell  me  that  anything  in  me  can  have  any  part 
in  making  you  happy  .  .  yon,  who  can  say  each  words  and 
call  them  'vain  words.'  Ah,  welll  If  I  only  knew  cer- 
tainly, .  .  more  certainly  than  the  thing  may  be  known 
by  eilJier  me  or  yon,  .  .  that  nothing  in  me  coold  have 
any  part  in  making  you  unhappy,  .  .  ah,  wonid  it  not  be 
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enough  .  .  that  knowledge  .  .  to  content  me,  to  OYerjoy 
me?  bnt  that  lies  too  high  and  ont  of  reach,  7011  see,  and 
one  can't  hope  to  get  at  it  except  by  the  ladder  Jacob  saw, 
and  which  an  archangel  helped  to  hide  away  behind  the 
gate  of  Heaven  afterwards. 

Wednesday. — In  the  meantime  I  had  a  letter  from  70a 
yesterday,  and  am  promised  another  to-day.  How  .  .  I 
was  going  to  say  '  kind '  and  pnll  down  the  thnndera  .  . 
how  unkind  .  .  will  that  do?  .  ,  how  good  yon  are  to  me 
— how  dear  yon  mnat  be  I  Dear — deareat — if  I  feel  that 
yoa  love  me,  can  I  help  it  if,  without  any  other  sort  of  cer- 
tain knowledge,  the  world  grows  lighter  ronnd  me?  being 
but  a  mortal  woman,  can  I  help  it?  do — certainly. 

I  comfort  myself  by  tTiinfeing  sometimes  QuA  I  can  at 
least  onderstand  yoa,  .  .  comprehend  yon  in  what  yon  are 
and  in  what  yon  possess  and  combine;  and  that,  if  doing 
this  better  than  others  who  are  better  otherwise  than  I,  I 
am,  BO  far,  worthier  of  the  .  .  I  mean  that  to  nnderetend 
yoa  is  something,  and  Uiat  I  acconnt  it  something  in  my 
own  favonr  .  .  mine. 

Yet  when  yon  tell  me  that  I  onght  to  know  some  thii^B, 
thongh  nntold,  yon  are  wrong,  and  speak  what  is  impossi- 
ble. My  imagination  sita  by  the  roadside  iviSiXot  like  the 
startled  sea  nymph  in  .^chylns,  bnt  never  dues  to  put 
one  nnsandalled  foot,  unbidden,  on  a  certain  tract  of  ground 
— never  takes  a  step  there  nnled  I  and  never  (I  write  the 
simple  tmth)  even  as  the  alternative  of  the  probability  cd 
your  ceasing  to  care  for  me,  have  I  toaohed  (nntold)  on  the 
possibility  of  your  caring  more  for  me  .  .  never!  That 
you  should  continue  to  care,  was  the  utmost  of  what  I  saw 
in  that  direction.  So,  when  yon  spoke  of  a  '  strengthened 
feeling,'  judge  how  I  listened  with  my  heart — jndgel 

'  Lnria '  ia  very  great.  Too  will  avenge  him  with  the 
sympathies  of  the  world ;  that,  I  foresee  .  .  And  for  the 
reet,  it  is  a  magnanimity  which  grows  and  grows,  and 
which  will,  of  a  worldly  necessity,  fall  by  its  own  weight  at 
last;  nothing  leas  being  possible.    The  scene  with  Tibnr- 
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zio  and  the  end  of  the  act  •with  ita  great  effeotB,  are  more 
pathetio  than  profeBsed  pathos.  When  I  come  to  criticiBe, 
it  will  be  ohiefl?  on  what  I  take  to  be  a  little  occasional 
flatness  in  the  Teisification,  which  70a  may  remove  if  yon 
please,  by  knotting  np  a  few  lines  here  and  there.  Bat  I 
shall  write  more  of  '  Lnria,'— and  well  remember  in  the 
meanwhile,  that  yon  wanted  smoothness,  yon  said. 

May  God  bless  you.  I  shall  have  the  letter  to-night,  I 
think  gladly.  Yes, — I  thought  of  the  greater  safety  from 
'  oomment ' — it  is  best  in  every  way. 

I  lean  on  yon  and  trost  to  yon,  and  am  always,  as  to 
one  who  is  all  to  me, 

Xour  own — 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

[Post-mark,  December  4, 1S16.] 
Why  of  oonrse  I  am  pleased— I  should  have  been  pleased 
last  year,  for  the  vanity's  sake  of  being  reviewed  in  yonr 
company.  Kow,  as  far  aa  that  vice  of  vanity  goes  .  . 
shall  I  tell  yon?  ,  .  .  I  would  infinitely  pr^er  to  see  yon 
set  before  the  pubUo  in  yonr  own  right  solitude,  and 
snpremacy,  apart  from  me  or  any  one  else,  .  .  this,  aa 
far  as  my  vice  of  vanity  goes,  ,  .  and  because,  vainer  I  am 
of  my  poet  than  of  my  poems  .  .  jitmr  cauae.  But  since, 
acoording  to  the  Quarterly  r^^ime,  yon  were  to  be  not  apart 
but  with  somebody  of  my  d^;ree,  I  am  glad,  pleased,  that 
it  should  be  with  mysdf : — and  since  I  was  to  be  there  at 
all,  I  am  pleased,  very  much  pleased  that  it  should  be  with 
you,— K>b,  of  course  I  am  pleased ! — I  am  pleased  that  the 
'  names  cihonld  be  read  tc^ther '  as  you  say,  .  .  and  am 
happily  safe  from  the  apprehension  of  that  ingenious  idea 
of  yours  about  '  my  leading  you '  &o.  .  .  quite  happily 
safe  from  the  apprehension  of  that  idea's  oocnrring  to  any 
mind  in  the  world,  except  just  yonr  own.  Now  if  I '  find 
bolt'  with  yon  for  writing  down  such  an  extrevagance, 
audi  an  ungainly  absurdity,  (oh,  I  shall  abuse  it  joai  as 
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I  shall  chooBel)  con  it  be  'to  your  Borprue?'  con  it? 
Onght  yoa  to  say  saoh  thii^,  when  in  the  first  plaoe  they 
are  unfit  in  themselves  and  inapplicable,  and  in  the  second 
place,  abominable  in  my  eyes?  The  qualification  for  Han- 
weU  Aaylnm  is  different  peradyentnre  from  what  yon  take 
it  to  be — we  had  better  not  examine  it  too  nearly.  Yon 
never  will  say  such  words  again?  It  is  yoor  promise  to 
me?    Not  those  words — and  not  any  in  their  likeness. 

Also  .  .  nothing  is  my  work  .  .  if  you  please !  What 
an  omen  yon  take  in  calling  anything  my  work  I  If  it  is 
my  work,  woe  on  it — for  everything  tarns  to  evil  whidi 
I  touch.  Let  it  be  God's  work  and  yoors,  and  I  may 
take  breath  and  wait  in  hope — and  indeed  I  exclaim  to 
myself  aboat  the  miracle  of  it  far  more  even  than  yon  can 
do.  It  seems  to  me  (as  I  say  over  and  over  .  .  I  say  it 
to  my  own  thonghta  oftenest)  it  seems  to  me  still  a  dream 
how  yoQ  came  here  at  all,  ..  the  very  machinery  oi  it 
seems  miracnloofl.  Why  did  I  receive  yon  and  only  yon? 
Can  I  tell?  no,  not  a  word. 

Idst  year  I  had  SQch  an  escape  of  seeii^  Mr.  ^)me; 
and  in  this  way  it  was.  He  was  going  to  Qermany,  he 
said,  for  on  indefinite  time,  and  took  the  trouble  of  beg- 
ging me  to  receive  him  for  ten  minntes  before  he  went.  I 
answered  wilih  my  nsnal  '  no, '  like  a  wild  Indian — ^wheze- 
npon  he  wrote  me  a  letter  so  expressive  of  mortification 
and  vexation  .  .  '  mortification '  was  one  of  Uie  words 
used,  I  remember,  .  .  that  I  grew  ashamed  of  myself  and 
told  him  to  come  any  day  (of  the  last  five  or  sis  days  he 
had  to  spare)  between  two  and  five.  Well! — he  never 
came.  Either  he  waa  overcome  with  work  and  engage 
meuts  of  various  sorts  and  had  not  a  moment,  (which  was 
his  way  of  explaining  the  matter  and  qnite  tme  I  dare  say) 
or  he  was  vexed  and  resolved  on  punishing,  me  for  my 
caprices.  If  the  latter  was  the  motive,  I  cannot  call  the 
punishment  effective,  .  .  for  I  clapped  my  hands  for  joy 
when  I  felt  my  danger  to  be  passed — and  now  of  course,  I 
have  no  scraplee  .  .  I  may  be  as  caprioioos  as  I  please, 
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.  .  may  I  not?  Not  that  I  ask  jod.  It  ia  a  settled  mat- 
ter. And  it  is  nsefol  to  keep  out  1&.  Cborley  with  Mr. 
Horne,  and  Mr.  Horae  with  Mr.  Chorley,  and  the  test  of 
the  world  with  those  two.  Only  Qm  miracle  ia  that  you 
should  be  behind  the  enoloeore — within  it  .  .  and  so ! — 

HuU  ia  my  side  of  the  wonder  I  of  the  machinery  of  the 
wonder,  .  .  as /see  it! — Bnt  there  are  greater  things  than 
tliese. 

Speaking  of  the  portrait  of  70a  in  tiie  '  Spirit  of  the 
Age '  .  .  which  is  not  like  .  .  no  I — which  has  not  your 
character,  in  a  line  of  it  ,  .  something  in  jost  the  fore- 
head and  eyes  and  hair,  .  .  bat  even  that,  thrown  utterly 
ont  of  your  order,  by  another  bearing  so  nnlike  yon  .  I 
speaking  of  that  portrait  .  .  shall  I  tell  yon? — Mr.  Home 
had  the  goodness  to  send  me  all  those  portraits,  and  I  se- 
lected the  heads  which,  in  r^t  hero-worship,  were  any- 
thing to  me,  and  had  them  framed  after  a  roagh  fashion 
and  hnng  up  before  my  eyes ;  Harriet  Martineaa's  .  .  be- 
canse  she  was  a  woman  and  admirable,  and  had  written  me 
some  kind  letters — and  for  the  rest,  Wordsworth's,  Car- 
lyle's,  Tennyson's  and  yours.  The  day  yon  paid  yoor 
first  visit  here,  I,  in  a  fit  of  shyness  not  quite  mmatnral, 
,  .  thoagh  I  have  been  cordially  laughed  at  for  it  by 
everybody  in  the  house  .  ,  pulled  down  your  portrait,  .  . 
(there  is  the  nail,  under  Wordsworth — )  and  then  pnlled 
down  Tennyson's  in  a  fit  of  justice, — beoanse  I  would  not 
have  his  hung  up  and  yours  away.  It  was  the  delight  of 
my  brothers  to  open  all  the  drawers  and  the  boxes,  and 
whatever  they  could  get  access  to,  and  find  and  take  those 
two  heads  and  hang  them  on  the  old  nails  and  analyse  my  , 
'  absurdity '  to  me,  day  after  day ;  but  at  last  I  tired  them 
out,  being  obstinate ;  and  finally  settled  the  question  one 
morning  by  fastening  the  print  of  you  inside  your  Fara- 
oelsus.  Oh  no,  it  is  not  like — and  I  knew  it  was  not,  before 
I  saw  yon,  though  Mr.  Kenyon  said,  '  Bather  like  1 ' 

By  the  way  Mr.  Eenyon  does  not  c<mie.  It  is  strange 
that  he  should  not  come;  when  he  told  me  that  he  could 
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not  see  me  'for  a  week  or  a  fortxiiglit,'  he  meant  it,  } 
sappose. 

So  it  is  to  be  on  Saturday?  And  I  will  writs  directly 
to  America — the  letter  will  be  Bent  by  the  time  yoa  get 
this.     Hay  Qod  bless  yon  ever. 

It  is  not  BO  mnch  a  look  of  '  ferocity,'  ,  .  aB  yon  say, 
.  .  in  that  head,  as  of  expreaaion  by  intention.  Several 
people  have  said  of  it  what  nobody  woold  say  of  yoa  .  . 
'  How  affected-looking. '  Which  is  too  strong — ^bat  it  is 
not  like  yoa,  in  any  way,  and  there's  the  tmth. 

So  until  Saturday.  I  read  '  Lnria '  and  feel  the  life  in 
him.    But  tealk  and  do  not  work!  do  yoa? 

Wholly  yonr 

E.  B.  a 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Sunday  Night. 
[Post-mirk,  Decembers.  184S.] 

Well,  I  did  see  yonr  Imither  last  night  .  .  and  vary 
wisely  neither  spoke  nor  kept  silence  in  the  proper  degree, 
bat  said  that '  I  hoped  yon  were  well ' — from  the  sodden 
feeling  that  I  most  say  eometking  of  yoa — not  pretend  in- 
difference about  yon  now  .  .  and  from  the  impossibilify  of 
saying  the  Jtdt  of  what  I  might ;  beoaase  other  people  were 
by — and  after,  in  the  evening,  when  I  shoald  have  rem- 
edied the  first  imperfect  expression,  I  had  not  altc^ethei 
the  heart.  So,  yon,  dearest,  will  clear  me  with  him  if  he 
wonders,  will  yoa  not?  But  it  all  hangs  together;  speak- 
ing of  you, — to  yoa, — writing  to  you — all  is  helpless  and 
sorrowful  work  by  the  side  of  what  is  in  my  sonl  to  say 
and  to  write — or  is  it  not  the  nataral  consequence?  If 
these  vehicles  of  feelings  sufficed — there  would  be  the  end  I 
— And  that  ray  feeling  for  yoa  shonld  end  I  .  .  For  the 
rest,  the  headache  which  kept  away  while  I  sate  with  you, 
made  itself  amends  afterward,  and  as  it  is  unkind  to  that 
warm  TaUonrd  to  look  blank  at  his  hospitable  endeavuiixs, 
all  my  power  of  face  went  h  guide  droit — 
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Did  ;onr  brother  tell  yon  .  .  yes,  I  think  ,  .  of  the 
portentous  book,  lettered  II,  and  thick  as  a  law-book,  of 
oongT&taliitory  letters  on  the  appearance  of  '  Ion '  ? — Bat 
how  nnder  the  B's  in  the  Index  came  '  Miaa  Barrett'  and, 
woe'a  me,  'B.  B.'l  I  don't  know  when  I  have  had  so 
ghastly  a  Tisitation.  There  was  the  utterly  forgotten  let- 
ter, in  the  as  thoroughly  disttsed  hand-writing,  in  the  .  . 
I  fear  .  .  still  at  completely  obsolete  feeling — no,  not  so 
bad  as  that — bat  at  first  there  was  all  the  novelty,  and  so- 
cial admiration  at  the  friend — it  is  tmly  not  right  to  plack 
all  the  rich  soil  from  the  roots  end  hold  them  np  dean  and 
dry  as  if  they  came  bo  from  all  you  now  see,  which  is  noth- 
ing at  alt  .  .  like  the  Chinese  Air-plant !  Do  yon  andei> 
stand  this?  And  sorely  'Ion'  is  a  very,  very  beautiful 
and  noble  conception,  and  finely  executed, — a  beauttfnl 
work — what  has  come  after,  has  lowered  it  down  by  grade 
after  grade  .  .  it  don't  stand  apart  on  the  hill,  like  a  won- 
der, now  it  is  huiU  up  to  by  other  attempts ;  but  the  great 
difference  is  in  myself.  Another  maker  of  another  '  Ion,* 
finding  me  out  and  behaving  as  Talfourd  did,  would  not 
find  that  me,  so  to  be  behaved  to,  so  to  be  honoured— 
though  he  should  have  all  the  good  will  I    Ten  years  ^o  I 

And  ten  years  hence  I 

Always  understand  that  yon  do  not  take  me  as  I  was  at 
the  beginning  .  .  with  a  crowd  of  loves  to  give  to  aometlmig 
and  so  get  rid  of  their  pain  and  burden.  I  have  Tmoion  what 
that  ends  in — a  handful  of  anything  may  be  as  sufficient  a 
sample,  serve  your  purposes  and  teaoh  you  its  nature,  as 
well  as  whole  heaps — and  I  know  what  most  of  the  pleas- 
ures of  this  world  are — so  that  I  can  be  surer  of  myself,  and 
make  you  surer,  on  calm  demonstrated  grounds,  than  if  I 
had  a  host  of  objects  of  admiration  or  ambition  y^  to  be- 
come acquainted  with.  Ton  say,  '  I  am  a  man  and  may 
change ' — I  answer,  yes — bat,  while  I  hold  my  senses,  only 
change  for  the  presumabh  better  ,  .  not  for  the  ea^terienced 
toorat 

Here  is  my  Uncle's  foot  on  the  stair  .  .  his  knock  hnr- 
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lied  the  last  sentence — here  is  bf  me ! — Understand  what 
this  woold  hare  led  to,  how  yon  would  have  been  pnmed 
JogicaUy  m;  own,  beet,  extreme  want,  my  life's  end — zbb; 
deareet  I    Bless  yon  ever — 

ILB. 


K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Bnnday. 
];F(Mt-mATk,  Decembers,  1B4B.] 

Let  me  hear  how  yon  are,  and  that  yoa  axe  better  in- 
atead  of  worse  for  the  exertions  of  last  night.  After  you 
left  me  yesterday  I  considered  how  we  might  have  man- 
aged it  more  flonveniently  for  yoa,  and  had  the  lamp  in, 
and  arranged  matters  bo  as  to  interpose  less  time  between 
the  going  and  the  dining,  even  if  yon  and  Geo^e  did  not 
go  together,  which  might  have  been  beet,  bnt  which  I  did 
not  like  quite  to  propose.  Now,  aapposing  that  on  Thurs- 
day yon  dine  in  town,  remember  not  to  be  nnneceesarily 
'  perplext  in  the  extreme '  where  to  spend  the  time  before 
.  .  Jivt,  ,  .  shall  I  say,  at  any  rate?  We  will  have  the 
lamp,  and  I  can  easily  explain  if  an  obseiration  should  be 
made  .  .  only  it  will  not  be,  because  onr  goers-out  here 
never  come  home  ontil  six,  and  the  bead  of  the  house,  not 
until  seven  .  .  as  I  told  yoo.  George  thought  it  worth 
while  going  to  Mr.  Talfourd's  yesterday,  just  to  see  the 
author  of  '  Paracelsus '  dance  the  Polka  .  .  shonld  I  not 
tell  you? 

I  am  vexed  by  another  thing  which  he  tells  me — vexed, 
if  amused  a  little  by  the  absordity  of  it.  I  mean  that  ab- 
surd affair  of  the '  Antogrephy ' — now  isn't  it  absurd?  And 
for  neither  yon  nor  George  to  have  the  chivalry  of  tearing 
out  that  letter  of  mine,  which  was  absurd  too  in  its  way, 
and  which,  knowing  less  of  the  world  than  I  know  now,  I 
vrrote  as  if  vrriting  for  my  private  oonsoiuice,  and  privately 
repented  writing  in  a  day,  and  have  gone  on  repenting  ever 
since  when  I  happened  to  think  enough  of  it  for  xepent- 
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ance. !  Beoanse  if  Mr.  Serjeant  Talfoord  sent  then  his 
'  Jon '  to  me,  he  did  it  in  mere  good-natore,  hearing  by 
chance  of  me  throngh  the  pnblisher  of  my  *  Fromethens '  at 
the  moment,  and  of  conree  caring  no  more  for  my  '  opia< 
ion '  than  for  the  test  of  me — and  it  was  esceseively  bad 
taste  in  me  to  say  more  than  the  briefest  word  of  thanks 
in  return,  even  if  I  had  been  competent  to  say  it.  Ah  ireU ! 
— yoQ  see  how  it  is,  and  that  I  am  vexed  you  should  have 
read  it,  .  .  as  George  says  yon  did  .  .  he  langhiog  to  see 
xne  so  vexed.  So  I  tnzn  roimd  and  avenge  myself  by  cry- 
ing aload  against  the  editor  of  the  '  Antography '  I  Sorely 
BOoh  a  thing  was  never  done  before  .  .  even  by  an  &a- 
thor  in  the  last  stage  of  a  moriul  disease  of  self-love.  To 
edit  the  common  parlance  of  oonventjonal  flatteries,  .  . 
lettered  in  so  many  volnmes,  bonnd  in  green  morooco,  and 
laid  on  the  drawing-room  table  for  one's  own  parttcnlar 
private  pablio,— is  it  not  a  miracle  of  vanity  .  .  neither 
more  nor  less? 

I  took  the  opportunity  of  the  letter  to  Mr.  Mathews 
(talking  of  vanify  .  .  minef)  to  send  Lander's  verses  to 
America  .  .  yours— so  they  will  be  in  the  American  pa- 
pers  .  .  I  know  Mr.  Mathews.  I  was  speaking  to  him  of 
your  last  number  of  '  jQella  and  Pomegranates,'  and  the 
verses  came  in  naturally;  just  as  my  speaking  did,  for  it 
is  not  the  first  time  nor  the  second  nor  the  third  even  that 
I  have  written  to  him  of  you,  though  I  admire  how  in  all 
those  previous  times  I  did  it  in  pure  disinterestedness,  .  . 
purely  because  your  name  belonged  to  my  country  and  to 
her  literature,  .  .  and  how  I  have  a  sort  of  reward  at  this 
present,  in  being  able  to  write  what  I  please  without  any- 
one's saying  '  it  is  a  new  fancy.*  As  for  the  Americans, 
they  have  '  a  zeal  without  knowledge '  for  poetry.  There 
is  more  love  for  verse  amoi^  them  than  among  the  Eng- 
lish. But  they  suffer  themsdves  to  be  led  in  their  choice 
of  poete  by  Enj^h  critics  of  average  discernment;  this  is 
said  of  them  by  their  own  men  of  letters.  Tennyson  is 
idolized  deep  down  in  the  bush  woods  (to  their  honour  be 
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it  said),  bat  to  understand  you  sofficientlj,  they  vait  bx 
the  explanations  of  the  crittca.  So  I  wajited  them  to  see 
vhat  Landoi  Bays  of  yoa.  The  comfort  in  these  qneetions 
is,  that  there  can  be  no  qoestioD,  except  between  the  sooner 
and  the  later — a  little  sooner,  and  a  little  later:  bnt  vhea 
there  ib  real  love  and  zeal  it  becomes  worth  while  to  bry  to 
ripen  the  knowledge.  They  love  Tennyson  so  mnch  that 
the  coIohf  of  his  waistcoats  is  a  sort  of  minor  Oregon  qoe^ 
tion  .  .  and  I  like  that — do  not  you  ? 

Monday. — Now  I  have  yonr  letter:  and  yon  wiU  ob- 
Berre,  withont  a  finger  post  from  me,  how  bnsUy  we  have 
both  been  preoccnpied  in  disavowing  onr  own  letters  <A 
old  on  '  Ion ' — Mr.  Talfonrd's  collection  goes  to  fuxive  too 
much,  I  think — and  yon,  a  little  too  mnch,  when  yoa  draw 
inferences  of  no-chat^jies,  from  changes  like  these.  Oh 
yes — I  perfectly  nnderstand  that  every  sort  of  inconstancy 
of  pnrpose  r^ards  a  '  presumably  better '  thing — bat  I  do 
not  so  well  nnderstand  how  any  presamable  doubt  is  to  be 
set  to  rest  by  that  &ct,  .  .  I  do  not  indeed.  Have  yon 
seen  all  the  birds  and  beasts  in  the  world?  have  yon  seen 
the  '  anicoms '  ? — Which  is  only  a  pebble  thrown  down  into 
yoor  smooth  logic;  and  we  need  not  stand  by  to  watch  tiie 
bubbles  bom  of  it.  And  aa  to  the  '  Ion  '-letters,  I  am  de- 
lighted that  yon  have  anything  to  repent,  as  I  have  every- 
thing. Certainly  it  ia  a  noble  play — there  is  the  moral 
sublime  in  it:  bnt  it  is  not  the  work  of  a  poet,  .  .  and  if 
he  had  never  written  another  to  show  what  was  not  m  him, 
this  might  have  been  '  predicated'  of  it  as  sorely,  I  hold. 
Still,  it  is  a  noble  work — and  even  if  yon  over-praised  it, 
(I  did  not  read  yonr  letter,  tboo^  you  read  mine,  alael) 
you,  under  the  oitcamBtances,  would  have  been  less  noble 
yourself  not  to  have  done  so— only,  how  I  agree  with  yon 
in  what  you  say  against  the  hanging  up  of  these  dry  roots, 
the  soil  shaken  off  I  Such  abominable  taste— now  isn't  iti 
.  .  though  yon  do  not  use  that  word. 

I  thought  Mr.  Eenyon  would  have  come  yesterday  and 
that  I  might  have  something  to  tell  you,  of  him  at  least. 
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A&d  George  never  told  me  of  the  thing  yoit  f  ODud  to  Bay 
io  him  of  me,  and  which  makes  me  smile,  and  would  have 
made  him  wonder  if  he  had  not  been  scffering  probablr 
fram  some  legal  distraction  at  the  moment,  inasmnch  as 
fie  haw  perfectly  that  you  had  just  left  me.  My  sisters  told 
him  down  stairs  and  he  came  into  this  room  just  before  he 
set  off  on  Saturday,  with  a,  .  .  '  <%  I  am  to  meet  Mr. 
Browning?'  But  he  made  no  obeeiration  afterwards— 
none :  and  if  he  heard  what  yon  said  at  all  (which  I  doabt), 
lie  referred  it  probably  to  some  enforced  civility  on ' '  Tor- 
ick's'  part  when  the'laat  oh&ptei' waa  too  mnchwithhim. 
I  have  written  abont '  Lnria '  in  another  place — yon  shall 
bare  the  papers  when  I  have  read  throngh  the  play.  How 
different  this  living  poetry  is  from  the  polished  rhetoric  of 
'  Ion. '  The  man  and  the  statae  are  not  more  different. 
After  all  poetry  is  a  distinct  thing — it  is  here  or  it  is  not 
here  .  ,  it  is  not  a  matter  of '  taate, '  bnt  of  sight  and  feeling. 
As  to  the  '  Tenice '  it  gives  proof  (does  it  not?)  rather 
of  poetical  sensibility  than  of  poetical  facnlty?  or  did  yon 
expect  me  to  say  more? — of  the  perception  of  the  poet, 
rather  than  of  his  conception.  Do  yon  think  more  than 
this?  l%ere  are  fine,  eloquent  expressions,  and  the  tone 
of  sentiment  is  good  and  high  everywhere. 

Do  not  write  '  Imria '  if  yonr  head  is  nneasy — and  yon 
camiot  say  that  it  is  not  .  .  can  yon?  Or  will  yon  if  yon 
can?  In  any  case  yon  will  do  what  yon  can  .  .  take  care 
of  yoorseU  and  not  suffer  yonrself  to  be  tired  either  by 
writing  or  by  too  mnoh  going  ont,  and  take  the  necessary 
exercise  .  .  this,  you  wUl  do — I  entreat  yon  to  do  it. 

May  Ood  bless  and  make  you  happy,  as  .  .  yon  will 
lose  nothing  if  I  say  .  .  as  I  am  yours — 

B.  S.  to  S.  S.  B. 

Tueiday  Hamiiif . 
[Port-Quric,  December  9, 1S46.  J 
Well,  then,  I  am  no  longer  sorry  that  I  did  not  read 
either  of  yonr  letters  .  .  for  there  were  two  in  the  colleo- 
Vou  L— 81 
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tion.  I  did  not  read  one  vord  of  them — and  bear  why, 
Wbea  jom  brother  and  I  took  the  book  between  ns  in 
wonderment  at  the  notion — ve  tamed  to  the  indes,  in  large 
text-hand,  and  stopped  at '  Miss  B.' — and  he  indeed  read 
them,  or  some  of  them,  bnt  holding  the  volume  at  a  dis- 
tance vhich  defied  m^  short-sighted  eye — all  1  saw  was  the 
faint  smaU  characters — and,  do  yon  know  .  .  I  neither 
tmsted  myself  to  ask  a  nearer  look  .  .  nor  a  second  look 
.  .  as  if  I  were  studying  unduly  what  I  had  jost  said  was 
most  nnf  airly  exposed  to  view ! — so  I  was  silent,  and  lost 
yon  (in  that)— then,  and  forever,  I  promise  yon,  now  that 
yon  speak  of  vexation  it  wonld  give  yon.  AU  I  know  of 
the  notes,  that  one  is  addressed  to  Talfonrd  in  the  third 
person — and  when  I  had  nm  throngh  my  own  .  .  not  far 
off  .  .  (BA-BB) — I  was  sick  of  the  book  altogether.  Yon 
are  generous  to  me — but,  to  say  the  tmth,  I  might  have 
remembered  the  most  jnstifying  circumstance  in  my  case 
.  .  which  was,  that  my  own  '  Faracelsos, '  printed  a  few 
months  before,  had  been  as  dead  a  failure  as  '  Ion '  a  bril- 
liant snccesB — for,  nntU  jost  before  .  .  Ah,  really  I  forget  1 
— bat  I  know  that  until  Forster's  notice  in  the  Examiner 
appeared,  every  journal  that  thought  worth  while  to  allude 
to  the  poem  at  all,  treated  it  with  entire  contempt  .  .  be- 
ginning, I  think,  with  the  AtheruBum  which  then  made 
haste  io  say,  a  few  days  after  ite  pubHoation,  '  that  it  was 
not  without  talent  but  spoiled  by  obscurity  and  only  an 
imitation  of — Shelley '  [—something  to  this  effect,  in  a 
criticism  of  about  three  lines  among  their  '  Library  Table ' 
notices.  And  that  first  taste  was  a  most  flattering  sample 
of  what  the  '  craft '  had  in  store  for  me — since  my  pnb- 
lisher  and  I  had  fairly  to  laugh  at  his  '  Book ' — (quite  of 
another  kind  than  the  Serjeant's — )  in  which  he  was  used 
to  paste  extracts  from  newspapers  and  the  like — seeing 
that,  ont  of  a  long  string  of  notices,  one  vied  with  its  pred- 
ecessor in  di^^nst  at  my  '  rubbish,'  as  their  word  went: 
but  Forster's  notice  altered  a  good  deal— which  I  have  to 
recollect  for  his  good.     Still,  tiie  contrast  between  myself 
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and  TaUoord  vas  so  utt&- — yon  remember  the  world's- 
woDder  '  Ion '  made, — that  I  was  determined  not  to  pas^ 
for  the  ciirioQS  piece  of  neglected  merit  I  really  wtw  Tiot — 
and  BO ! — 

Bat,  dearest,  why  shoold  you  leave  yonr  own  especial 
sphere  of  doing  me  good  for  another  than  yoors? 

Does  the  snn  rake  and  hoe  abont  the  garden  as  well  as 
shine  steadily  over  it?  Wky  most  yon,  who  give  me  heart 
and  power,  as  nothing  else  did  or  oonld,  to  do  well — con- 
cern yooreelf  with  what  might  be  done  by  any  good,  kind 
ministrant  only  fit  for  snch  offices?  Xot  that  I  fed,  even, 
more  bonnd  to  yon  for  them — they  have  their  weight,  I 
hnow  .  .  bnt  what  weight  beside  the  divine  gift  of  yonr- 
self?  Do  not,  dear,  dearest,  care  for  making  me  known: 
you  know  me ! — and  they  know  so  litUe,  after  all  your  en- 
deavonr,  who  are  ignorant  of  what  you  are  to  me — if  yon 
.  .  well,  bnt  that  tiriU  follow ;  if  I  do  greater  things  one 
day — ^what  shall  they  serve  for,  what  range  themselves 
under  of  right?— 

Mr.  Mathews  sent  me  two  copiea  of  hia  poems — and,  I 
believe,  a  newBjwper,  '  when  time  was,'  abont  the  '  Blot  in 
the  Scntcheon' — and  also,  through  Mozon — (I  betieve  it 
was  Mr.  M.) — a  proposition  for  reprinting — to  which  I 
assented  of  conree — and  there  was  an  end  to  the  matter. 

And  might  I  have  stayed  tiU  five  ? — dearest,  I  will  never 
ask  for  more  than  yon  give — bnt  I  feel  every  single  sand 
of  the  gold  showers  .  .  spite  of  what  I  say  above  I  I  have 
an  invitation  for  Thursday  which  I  had  no  intention  of 
Temembering  (it  admitted  of  snch  hberty) — bnt  now  .  . 

Something  I  will  sat/t  'Polka,'  forsooth t — one  lady 
whose  head  could  not,  and  another  whose  feet  conld  not, 
dance  1 — Bnt  I  talked  a  litUe  to  yoor  brother  whom  I  like 
more  and  more :  it  comforts  me  that  he  is  yonrs. 

So,  Thursday, — thank  yon  from  the  heart!  I  am  well, 
and  abont  to  go  ont.  This  week  I  have  done  nothing  to 
*  Lnria ' — is  it  that  my  ring  is  gone?  There  sniely  «  some- 
thing to  foigive  in  me — for  that  shamefol  bnsiness— or  I 
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should  not  feel  as  I  do  in  the  matter:  bat  yoa  didtoiffn 
me. 

God  blesa  my  own,  only  love — ever — 

Yoare  wholly 

B.B. 

N.B.  Aik  antigaarian  friend  of  mine  in  old  days  picked 
np  a  nondescript  wonder  of  a  ooin.  I  jnst  remember  he 
described  it  as  Bhomboid  in  shape — cnt,  I  fancy,  ont  of 
chnrch-plate  in  tronbled  times.  What  did  my  friend  do 
bnt  get  ready  a  box,  lined  with  velvet,  and  properly  com- 
partmenied,  to  have  always  abont  him,  so  that  the  next 
such  coin  he  picked  np,  say  in  Cheapside,  he  might  at  onoa 
transfer  to  a  place  of  safety  .  .  his  waistcoat  pocket  being 
no  happy  receptacle  for  the  same.  I  saw  the  box — and 
enoooraged  the  man  to  keep  a  vigilant  eye. 

ParaUd.    B.  B.  having  found  an  nnioom 

Do  yoD  foi^Td  these  strips  of  paper?  I  could  not  wait 
to  send  for  more — Shaving  exhausted  my  stock. 

E.  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

TaMday  Evutlng, 
[Poat-mark,  December  10,  1848.] 

It  was  right  of  you  to  write  .  .  (now  see  what  jangling 
comes  of  not  using  the  fit  words  .  .  I  said  '  right,'  not  to 
say  '  kind ' )  ■  ■  right  of  you  to  write  to  me  to-day — and  I 
had  began  to  be  disappointed  already  beoaose  the  post 
seemed  to  be  past,  when  suddenly  the  knock  brought  the 
letter  which  deserves  all  this  praising.  If  not  '  kind '  .  , 
then  iindat  .  .  will  that  do  better?    Perhaps. 

Hr.  Eenyon  was  here  to-day  and  asked  when  yon  wete 
coming  again — and  I,  I  answered  at  random  .  .  '  at  the 
end  of  the  week — Thursday  or  Friday ' — which  did  not 
prevent  another  question  aboat '  what  we  were  consulting 
about. '  He  said  that  he '  most  have  you, '  and  had  written 
to  beg  you  to  go  to  his  door  on  days  when  you  came  here; 
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onlf  mormoring  Bomethiug  besides  of  neitlier  Thorsdaj 
nor  Friday  being  difieng^ed  days  with  him.  Ob,  my  di»- 
ingennotuineaB I —  Then  be  talked  agaia  of  '  Said.'  A  true 
impressioiL  tbe  poem  bas  made  on  bim  I  He  reads  it  every 
nigbt,  be  says,  wben  he  comes  home  and  just  before  be 
goes  to  sleep,  to  put  his  dreams  into  order,  and  obeerred 
very  aptly,  I  thought,  that  it  reminded  him  of  Homer's 
shield  of  Axibilles,  thrown  into  lyrical  whirl  and  life. 
Quits  ill  he  took  it  of  me  the '  not  expeoting  him  to  like 
it  so  mncb '  and  retorted  on  me  with  most  undeserved  se- 
verity (as  I  felt  it),  that  I '  never  nnderstood  anybody  to 
have  any  sensibility  except  myself.'  Wasn't  it  severe,  to 
come  from  dear  Mr.  Kenyon?  But  be  has  oaim^t  some 
sort  of  evil  spirit  from  your  'Saul'  perhaps;  thoogh 
admiring  the  poem  enough  to  have  a  good  spirit  instead. 
And  do  you  remember  of  the  said  poem,  ibat  it  is  there 
only  as  a  first  part,  and  that  the  next  parta  most  certainly 
follow  and  complete  what  will  be  a  great  lyrical  work — now 
remember.  And  foi^et  '  Lnria '  .  .  if  yon  are  better  for< 
getting.  And  forget  me  .  .  when  yon  are  happier  forget- 
ting.    I  say  that  too. 

So  your  idea  of  an  nnioom  is— one  bom  broken  off. 
And  yon  a  poet ! — one  bom  broken  off — or  bid  in  tbe  black- 
thorn hedge! —    - 

Such  a  mistake,  as  oar  enlightened  public,  on  their 
part,  made,  when  they  magnified  the  divinity  of  the  brazen 
chariot,  jnst  under  the  thnnder-clond !  I  don't  remember 
the  AthetKBum,  but  can  well  believe  that  it  said  what  yon 
say.  Tbe  Athetieeum  admires  only  what  gods,  men  and 
txiliunns  reject.  It  applands  nothing  bnt  mediocrity — 
mark  it,  as  a  general  mle !  The  good,  they  see — ^the  great 
esoapes  them.  Dare  to  breathe  a  breath  above  tbe  dose, 
flat  conventions  of  literatore,  and  yon  are  '  pat  down '  and 
instmcted  how  to  be  like  other  people.  By  the  way,  see 
by  the  very  last  number,  that  yon  never  think  to  write 
'  peoples, '  on  pain  of  writing  what  is  obsolete — and  these 
&0  teachers  of  the  public  I    If  the  pubHo  does  not  learn. 
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where  is  the  marvel  of  it?  An  imitatioa  of  Shellej ! — when 
if  '  PaiaodBus '  waa  anything  it  was  the  ezpreesion  of  a 
new  mind,  as  all  mi^t  see — oh  /  aaw,  let  me  be  proad  to 
remember,  and  I  wag  not  overdazzled  by  '  Ion.' 

Ah,  indeed  if  I  conld  '  rake  and  hoe '  .  .  or  even  ^ak 
np  weeds  along  the  walk,  .  .  which  is  the  work  of  the  mart 
helplees  children,  .  .  if  I  could  do  any  of  this,  there 
would  be  some  good  of  me :  bat  as  for  '  shining '  .  .  shin- 
ing .  .  when  there  is  not  so  mach  light  in  me  as  to  do 
*  carpet  work '  by,  why  let  anyone  in  the  world,  exc^t  you, 
ton  me  to  shine,  and  it  will  just  be  a  mockery  I  Bnt  yoa 
haTe  stndied  astronomy  with  yonr  favoorite  snails,  who 
ara  apt  to  take  a  dark-lanthom  for  the  snn,  and  so. — 

And  BO,  yoa  come  on  Thursday,  and  I  only  hope  that 
Mis.  Jameson  will  not  come  too,  (the  carpet  work  makee 
me  think  of  her ;  and,  not  having  come  yet,  she  may  come 
on  Thursday  by  a  fatal  oross^titoh !)  for  I  do  not  hear 
from  her,  and  my  precaations  are  '  watched  oat.'  Hay 
Qod  bleas  you  always. 

Tour  own — 

Bat  no — I  did  not  foigiTe.  Where  was  the  fault  to  be 
forgiven,  except  in  me,  for  not  being  right  in  my  meaning? 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Friday. 
[PiMt-muk,  December  12,  1848.] 

And  now,  my  heart's  love,  I  am  waiting  to  hear  from 
yoo;  my  heart  is  fuU  of  yon.  "When  I  try  to  remember 
what  I  said  yesterday,  that  thought,  of  what  fills  my  heart 
— only  that  makes  me  bear  with  the  memory  .  .  I  know 
that  even  such  imperfect,  poorest  of  words  mtat  have  oome 
/mm  thence  if  not  bearing  up  to  you  all  that  is  there — and 
I  know  you  are  ever  above  me  to  receive,  and  help,  and 
forgive,  and  wait  for  the  one  day  which  I  will  never  say  to 
myself  cannot  come,  when  I  shall  speak  what  I  feel — more 
of  it — or  some  of  it — for  now  nothing  is  spoken. 


C,q,t,=cdbvG00g[C 


1845]  AND  ELIZABETH  BAKRETT  327 

My  all-beloved — 

Ah,  ;oa  oppc«ed  very  righily,  I  dare  say,  the  writuig 
that  paper  I  Bpoke  of  I  The  process  sboald  be  so  mnch 
sunpler!  I  most  earnestly  expect  of  yon,  my  lore,  that  in 
the  event  of  any  such  necessity  as  was  then  alluded  to,  yon 
aocept  at  once  in  my  name  any  conditions  possible  for  a 
bnman  vill  to  snbmit  to — there  is  no  imaginable  condition 
to  which  yon  allow  me  to  accede  that  I  will  not  joyfnlly 
bend  all  my  facnlties  to  comply  with.  And  yon  know  this 
• — bnt  so,  also  do  yon  know  more  .  .  and  yet  '  I  may  tire 
of  you ' — '  may  forget  yon '  I 

I  will  write  again,  having  the  long,  long  week  to  waitt 
And  one  of  the  things  I  must  say,  will  be,  that  with  my 
love,  I  cannot  lose  my  pride  in  yon — that  nothing  but  that 
love  conld  balance  that  pride — and  that,  blessing  the  love 
BO  divinely,  yon  mnet  minister  to  the  pride  as  well;  yes, 
my  own — I  shall  follow  yonr  fame, — and,  better  than  fame, 
the  good  yon  do — in  the  world — and,  if  yon  please,  it  shall 
all  be  mine — as  yonr  hand,  as  yonr  eyes — 

I  will  write  and  pray  it  from  yon  into  a  promise  .  ^ 
and  yonr  promises  I  live  npon. 

May  God  bless  you  I  yonr  B.  B. 


E.  B.B.ioR.  B. 

Pridiy. 
[Poat-nuuk,  December  18,  184S.] 

Do  not  blame  me  in  yonr  thonghta  for  what  I  said  yes- 
terday or  wrote  a  day  before,  or  think  perhaps  on  the  dark 
side  of  some  other  days  when  I  cannot  help  it  .  .  always 
when  I  cannot  help  it — yon  conld  not  blame  me  if  yon  saw 
the  foil  motives  as  I  feel  them.  If  it  is  distrost,  it  is  not 
of  you,  dearest  of  all! — bat  of  myself  rather: — it  is  not 
donbt  of  you,  bnt  for  yoa.  From  the  b^^inning  I  have 
been  subject  to  the  too  reasonable  fear  which  rises  as  my 
spirits  fall,  that  yonr  happiness  mi^t  suffer  in  the  end 
through  yonr  havii^  known  me : — it  is  for  yov,  I  fear,  when- 
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eTsrlfear: — and  if  7011  were  less  to  me,  .  .  ehotddliaatdo 
yoa  think? — if  70a  were  to  me  only  what  I  am  to  myself 
for  instance,  .  .  if  jonrliappinesswereonlyas  precioiisas 
my  own  in  my  own  eyes,  .  .  should  I  fear,  do  yon  think, 
then  ?    Think,  and  do  not  blame  me. 

To  Um  yoQ  to  '  forget  me  when  forgetting  saemed  hap- 
piest for  yon,'  .  .  (was  it  not  that,  I  said?)  proved  more 
affection  than  might  go  in  smoother  words  .  .  I  ooold 
prove  the  tmth  of  that  out  of  my  heart. 

And  for  the  rest,  yon  need  not  fear  any  fear  of  mine — 
my  fear  will  not  cross  a  wish  of  yonra,  be  sore !  Neither 
does  it  prevent  yoor  being  all  to  me  .  .  all:  more  than  I 
Dsed  to  take  for  all  when  I  looked  ronnd  the  world,  .  . 
almost  more  than  I  took  for  all  in  my  earlieet  dreams. 
Yon  stand  in  between  me  and  not  merely  the  living  who 
stood  closest,  bnt  between  me  and  the  closer  graves,  .  . 
and  I  reproach  myself  for  this  sometimes,  and,  so,  ask  yoa 
not  to  blame  me  for  a  different  thing. 

As  to  nnfavonrable  inflaences,  .  .  I  can  speak  of  them 
gnietly,  having  foreseen  them  from  the  first,  .  .  and  it  is 
tme,  I  have  been  thinking  since  yesterday,  that  I  might 
be  prevented  from  receiving  yon  here,  and  aho^dd,  if  all 
were  known :  bat  with  that  act,  the  adverse  power  would 
end.  It  is  not  my  fault  if  I  have  to  choose  between  two 
affections;  only  my  pain;  and  I  have  not  to  choose  be- 
tween two  daties,  I  feel,  .  .  since  I  am  yonrs,  while  I  am 
of  any  worth  to  yonat  aU.  For  the  planch  the  sealed  letter, 
it  woold  correct  no  evil, — ah,  yon  do  not  see,  yoa  do  not 
tmderstand.  The  danger  does  not  come  from  the  side  to 
which  a  reason  may  go.  Only  one  person  holds  the  thnn- 
der — and  I  shall  be  Uiimdered  at;  I  shall  not  be  reasoned 
with — it  is  impossible.  I  ooold  tell  yoa  some  dreary  chron- 
icles made  for  laughing  and  crying  over;  and  yon  know 
that  if  I  once  thought  I  might  be  loved  enough  to  be  spared 
above  others,  I  cannot  think  so  now.  In  the  meanwhile 
we  need  not  for  the  present  be  afraid.  Let  there  be  ever 
so  many  sospectors,  there  will  be  no  informers.    I  sospeofc 
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the  snapeetors,  bot  the  informers  are  oat  of  the  world,  I 
am  very  Btue: — and  then,  the  one  person,  by  a  cariotra 
anomaly,  never  draws  an  inference  of  this  order,  until  the 
bare  Idade  of  it  is  thrust  palpably  into  his  hand,  poiat  oat- 
wards.  So  it  haa  been  in  other  oases  than  oar's — and  so 
it  is,  at  this  moment  in  the  hoose,  with  others  than  oai^ 
selves. 

I  have  yoor  letter  to  stop  me.  If  I  had  my  whole  life 
in  my  hands  with  yonr  letter,  ooald  I  thank  yoa  for  it,  I 
wonder,  at  all  worthily?  I  cannot  believe  that  I  coold. 
Yet  in  life  and  in  death  I  shall  be  gratefol  to  yoa. — 

Bat  for  the  paper — no.  Now,  observe,  that  it  would 
Beem  like  a  prepared  apology  for  something  wrong.  And 
beeidee — the  apology  woold  be  nothing  but  the  offence  in 
another  form — onlees  yoo  said  it  was  all  a  mistake — {tovU 
yoa,  again?) — that  it  was  all  a  mistake  and  yoa  were  only 
oalling  for  yonr  boote  I  Well,  if  yon  said  that,  it  wonld  be 
worth  writing,  but  anything  lees  would  be  something  worse 
than  nothing:  and  woald  not  save  me — which  yon  were 
thinking  of,  I  know —  would  not  save  me  the  least  of  the 
stripes.  For  '  conditions ' — now  I  will  tell  yoa  what  I 
said  once  in  a  jest  .  . 

'  If  a  prince  of  Eldorado  sboald  come,  with  a  pedigree 
of  liiffial  descent  from  some  signory  io  the  moon  in  one 
hand,  and  a  ticket  of  good-behavioar  from  the  nearest  la- 
dependent  chapel,  in  the  other ' — ? 

'  Why  even  then, '  said  my  sister  Arabel,  '  it  woald  not 
do. '  And  she  was  right,  and  we  all  agreed  that  she  was 
right.  It  is  an  obliqnity  of  the  will — and  one  laoghs  at 
it  till  the  torn  comes  for  crying.  Poor  Henrietta  has  suf- 
fered silently,  with  that  softest  of  possible  natoree,  which 
hers  is  indeed;  beginning  with  implicit  obedience,  and 
ending  with  something  as  nnlike  it  as  possible:  bat,  yoa 
see,  where  money  is  wanted,  aijd  where  the  dependence  is 
total — see !  And  when  once,  in  the  case  of  the  one  dearest 
to  me;  when  jnst  at  the  last  he  was  involved  in  the  same 
grief,  and  I  attempted  to  make  over  my  advantages  to  him; 
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(it  ooald  be  no  Bacri£ce,  yoa  know — /  did  not  vant  the 
money,  and  could  bay  nothing  vith  it  so  good  aa  his  liap- 
pinees, — )  why  then,  my  hands  were  seized  and  tied — and 
then  and  there,  in  the  midst  of  the  trouble,  came  the  end 
of  all  I  I  tell  yon  all  this,  joet  to  make  you  onderatajid 
a  little.  Did  I  not  tell  yoa  before?  Bat  there  is  no  d&s- 
ger  at  present — and  why  raffle  this  present  with  disquiet- 
ing thoughts?  Why  not  leave  that  fatare  to  itself?  For 
me,  I  sit  in  the  track  of  the  avalanche  gaite  calmly  .  .  so 
calmly  as  to  sarprise  myself  at  intervals — and  yet  I  know 
the  reason  of  the  calmness  well. 

For  Mr.  Kenyon — dear  Mr.  Eenyon — he  will  speak  the 
softest  of  words,  if  any — only  he  will  think  privately  that 
yoa  are  foolish  and  that  I  am  ongeneroos,  but  I  will  not 
say  so  any  more  now,  so  as  to  teaze  yon. 

There  is  another  thing,  of  more  consequence  than  his 
thon^ts,  which  is  often  in  my  mind  to  ask  yoa  of — bat 
there  will  be  time  for  sach  qnestions— let  as  leave  the  win- 
ter to  its  own  peace.  If  I  should  be  ill  again  yoa  will  be 
reasonable  and  we  boUi  most  snbmit  to  God's  necessity. 
Not,  yon  know,  that  I  have  the  least  intention  of  being  ill, 
if  I  can  help  it — and  in  the  case  of  a  tolerably  mild  winter, 
and  with  all  this  strength  to  use,  there  are  probabiliiiea  for 
me — and  then  I  have  sanshine  from  you,  which  is  better 
tiuut  Pisa's. 

And  what  more  would  yon  say?  Do  I  not  hear  and 
nnderstand  I  It  seems  to  me  that  I  do  both,  or  why  all 
this  wonder  and  gratitude?  If  the  devotion  of  the  remain- 
der of  my  life  could  prove  that  I  hear,  .  ,  would  it  be  proof 
enough?    Proof  enough  perhaps — ^but  not  gift  enough. 

May  Gk)d  bless  you  always. 

I  have  put  Bome  of  the  hair  into  a  little  locket  which 
was  given  to  me  when  I  was  a  child  by  my  favoorite  unde. 
Papa's  only  brother,  who  used  to  tell  me  that  he  loved  me 
better  than  my  own  father  did,  and  was  jealous  when  I  was 
not  glad.  It  is  through  him  in  part,  that  I  am  richer  than 
my  sisters— through  him  and  his  mother—and  a  great  grief 
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it  was  and  trial,  when  he  died  a  few  ^ears  ago  in  Jamaica, 
proving  by  his  laat  act  that  I  was  ouforgotteD.  And  now 
I  lemember  how  he  once  said  to  me :  '  Do  yoa  beware  of 
ever  loving  1 — If  70a  do,  you  will  not  do  it  half:  it  will  be 
for  life  and  death.' 

80  I  pat  the  hair  into  his  locket,  which  I  wear  habit- 
ually, and  which  never  had  hair  before — the  natural  use  of 
it  being  for  perfume : — and  this  is  the  best  perfume  for  all 
hours,  besides  the  completiDg  of  a  prophecy. 
Tour 

E.  B.B. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

UoDday  MonilDg. 
[Poet-mark,  December  10,  184S.] 

Every  word  yon  write  goes  to  my  heart  and  lives  there : 
let  uH  live  so,  and  die  so,  if  <ik)d  will.  I  trust  many  years 
hence  to  begin  telling  you  what  I  feel  now ; — that  the  beam 
of  the  light  will  have  reached  yoat — meantime  it  is  hexe. 
Let  me  kiss  your  fordiead,  my  sweetest,  dearest. 

Wednesday  I  am  waiting  for — how  waiting  fort 

After  all,  it  seems  probable  that  there  was  no  jnten* 
tional  mischief  in  that  jeweller's  management  of  the  ring. 
The  divided  gold  must  have  been  exposed  to  fire — ^heated 
thoroughly,  perhaps, — and  what  became  of  the  contents 
then  1  Well,  all  is  safe  now,  and  I  go  to  work  again  c^ 
course.  My  next  act  is  jost  done — that  is,  hein^  done — 
but,  what  I  did  not  foresee,  I  cannot  bring  it,  copied,  by 
Wednesday,  as  my  sister  went  this  morning  on  a  visit  for 
the  week. 

On  the  matters,  the  others,  I  will  not  think,  as  you  bid 
me, — if  I  can  help,  st  least.  But  your  kind,  gentle,  good 
naters  I  and  the  provoking  sorrow  of  the  right  meaning  at 
bottom  of  the  wrong  doing — wrong  to  itself  and  its  plain 
purpose — and  meanwhile,  the  real  tragedy  and  saorifioe  of 
a  life) 

If  yon  should  see  Mr.  Kenyon,  and  can  find  if  he  will 
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be  diaengaged  on  Wednesday  erening,  I  ahall  be  glad  to 
go  in  that  case. 

But  I  have  been  vriting,  as  I  eay,  and  vill  leara  off 
this,  for  the  better  commiming  with  yon.  Don't  imagine 
I  am  unwell;  I  feel  quite  well,  but  a  little  tired,  and  the 
thought  of  yon  waits  in  each  readineBst  So,  may  Qod 
bless  yoo,  beloved  1 

I  am  all  your  own 
B.  B. 

K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Utntday. 
[PoBt-muk,  December  10. 1845.] 

Mr.  Kenyon  has  not  oome — he  does  not  come  so  often, 
I  think.  Did  be  know  from  yoa  that  yon  were  to  see  me 
last  Thursday?  If  he  did  it  might  be  as  well,  do  yon  not 
think?  to  go  to  him  next  week.  Will  it  not  seem  frequent, 
otherwise?  But  if  yon  did  Tiot  tell  him  of  Thursday  dis- 
tinctly (/  did  not — remember  I),  he  might  take  the  Wednes- 
day's visit  to  bo  the  snbstitnte  for  rather  than  the  snooes- 
Borof  Thnraday's:  and  in  that  case,  why  not  write  a  word  to 
him  yourself  to  propose  dining  with  him  as  he  suggested? 
He  really  wishes  to  see  yon — of  that,  I  am  sore.  But  yoa 
will  know  what  is  best  to  do,  and  he  may  come  here  to- 
morrow perhaps,  and  ask  a  whole  set  of  questions  about 
yon ;  so  my  right  hand  may  f oi%et  ite  onnning  for  any  good 
it  does.     Only  don't  send  messages  by  me,  please! 

How  happy  I  am  with  your  letter  to-night. 

When  I  had  sent  away  my  last  letter  I  b^an  to  remem- 
ber, and  could  not  help  smiling  to  do  so,  that  I  had  totally 
forgotten  the  great  subject  of  my  '  fame, '  and  the  oath  you 
administered  about  it — totally  1  Now  how  do  you  read  that 
omen?  If  I  forget  myself,  who  is  to  remember  nte,  do  yon 
think? — except  you,? — which  brings  me  where  I  would  stay. 
Yes — '  yonre '  it  must  be,  but  you,  it  had  better  be !  But, 
to  leave  the  vain  snperstitionB,  let  me  go  on  to  assure  yoa 
that  I  did  mean  to  answer  that  part  of  your  former  letter. 
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and  do  meAn  to  behave  well  and  be  obedient.  Your  wish 
woold  be  enough,  even  if  there  oonld  be  likelihood  withont 
it  of  my  doing  nothing  ever  again.  Oh,  certainly  I  have 
been  idle — it  cornea  of  lotos^eating — and,  besideB,  of  sit- 
ting too  long  in  the  son.  Yet '  idle '  may  not  be  the  word  1 
silent  I  have  been,  thtoogh  too  many  thoughts  to  speak 
just  that  I — Ab  to  writing  letters  and  readii^  manuscripts' 
filling  all  my  time,  why  I  mnst  lack  '  vital  energy  *  indeed 
— yon  do  not  mean  aerionely  to  ftaicy  sach  a  thing  of  me  1 
For  the  rest.  .  ,  Tell  me — Is  it  yonr  opinion  that  when  the 
apostle  Paul  saw  the  nnspeakable  things,  being  snatehed 
np  into  the  third  Heavens  '  whether  in  the  body  or  out  of 
the  body  he  conld  not  tell,' — is  it  yonr  opinion  that,  all 
the  week  after,  he  worked  partioolarly  hard  at  the  tent- 
making?    For  my  part,  I  donbt  it. 

I  wonld  not  apeak  profanely  or  extravagantly — it  is  not 
the  best  way  to  thank  God.  Bat  to  say  only  that  I  was  in 
the  deaert  and  that  I  am  among  the  palm-trees,  is  to  say 
nothing.  .  .  because  it  is  easy  to  utiderstand  how,  after  walk- 
ii^  straight  on  ,  .  on  .  .  fnrlong  after  furlong  .  .  dreary 
day  after  dreary  day,  ,  .  one  may  come  to  the  end  of  the 
Band  and  within  sight  of  the  foontain : — there  is  nothing 
miraculous  in  thai,  yon  know  I 

Yet  even  in  that  case,  to  donbt  whether  it  may  not  all 
be  mirage,  would  be  the  natural  first  thought,  the  recurring 
dream-fear  1  now  would  it  not?  And  you  can  reproach  me 
for  my  thoughts,  as  if  (hey  were  unnatural  1 

Kever  mind  about  the  third  act — the  advantage  is  that 
yon  will  not  tire  yourself  perhaps  the  next  week.  What 
gladness  it  is  that  yon  should  really  seem  better,  and  how 
much  better  (hat  is  than  even  '  Luria.' 

Mrs.  Jameson  came  to-day — but  I  will  tell  yon. 

May  God  bless  yon  now  and  always. 

Tour 
E.RB. 
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E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

TueadA7  erenlag. 
[Poat-mark,  December  17,  1B45.] 

Henrietta  had  a  Dote  from  Mr.  Eenyon  to  tHe  effect 
that  he  was  '  coming  to  see  Ba '  to-^y  if  in  any  way  he 
foand  it  poBsiUe.  Now  he  has  not  come— and  the  infer- 
ence ia  that  he  will  come  to-morrow — in  which  caae  yon 
will  be  conTicted  of  not  wishing  to  be  with  him  perhaps. 
So  .  .  would  it  not  be  advisable  for  yott  to  call  at  his  door 
for  a  moment— and  before  yon  come  here?  Think  ol  it. 
Tou  know  it  would  not  do  to  vex  him— would  it? 
Tonr 

E.  B.  B. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Friday  Uomlng. 
[Poot-muk,  December  19,  IMS.] 

I  onght  to  have  written  yesterday :  so  to-day  when  I 
need  a  letter  and  get  none,  there  is  my  own  bolt  besides, 
and  the  less  consolation.  A  letter  from  yon  wonld  light  np 
this  sad  day.  Shall  I  fancy  how,  if  a  letter  lay  there  where 
I  look,  rain  might  fall  and  winds  blow  while  I  listened  to 
yon,  long  after  the  loorda  had  be«i  laid  to  heart?  Bnt  here 
yon  are  in  yonr  place — with  me  who  am  yonr  own — year 
own — and  so  the  rhyme  joins  on. 

She  flball  8pe«k  to  me  In  places  lone 
Witb  a  low  and  holy  tone- 
Ay  :  when  I  have  lit  my  lamp  at  night 
She  shall  be  preaent  wltb  my  aprite : 
And  I  will  aay,  whate'ei  It  be, 
Every  word  ahe  telleth  me  I 

Now,  is  that  taken  from  yonr  book?  No — but  from  my 
book,  which  holds  my  verses  aa  I  write  them ;  and  as  I 
open  it,  I  read  that. 
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And  speaking  of  rerse — Bomebody  gave  me  a  fev  days 
ago  that  Ifr.  Lovell's  book  yoa  onoe  mentioned  to  me. 
Anyone  vho  '  admireB '  you  shall  have  my  sympathy  at 
once — even  thongh  he  do  change  the  langhing  wine-marfc 
into  a  '  stain '  in  thai  perfectly  beantifnl  triplet — nor  am  I 
to  be  indifferent  to  his  good  word  for  myself  (thongh  not 
very  happily  connected  with  the  criticism  on  the  epithet 
in  that '  Yorkshire  Tragedy ' — which  has  better  things,  by 
the  way — seeing  that  'white  boy,'  in  old  langnt^,  meant 
just '  good  boy, '  a  general  epithet,  as  Johnson  notices  in 
ttie  life  of  Dryden,  whom  the  schoolmaster  Bosby  was  used 
to  class  with  his  'white  boys' — this  is  hypercriticiBm, 
however).  Bnt  these  American  books  should  not  be  re- 
printed  here — one  asks,  what  and  where  is  the  class  to 
which  they  address  themselves?  for,  no  doubt,  we  have 
oar  ooDgregationB  of  ignoramuses  that  enjoy  the  prtrfoond- 
est  ignorance  im^pnable  on  the  subjects  treated  of;  bnt 
Oteae  are  evidently  not  the  aadience  Mr.  Lowell  reckons 
on ;  rather,  ii  one  may  trust  the  manner  of  his  setting  to 
work,  he  woald  propound  his  doctrine  to  the  class.  Al- 
ways to  be  found,  of  spirits  instrooted  up  to  a  certain  height 
and  there  resting — vines  that  nm  up  a  prop  and  there 
tangle  and  grow  to  a  knot — which  want  supplying  with 
&esh  poles;  so  the  provident  man  brings  his  bundle  into 
the  grounds,  and  sticks  them  in  laterally  or  a-top  of  the 
others,  as  the  case  requires,  and  all  the  old  stocks  go  on 
growing  again — bat  here,  with  as,  whoever  toanted  Chan- 
oer,  or  Chapman,  or  Ford,  got  him  long  ago — what  else 
have  Lamb,  and  Ooleridge,  and  Hazlitt  and  Hunt  uid  so 
on  to  the  end  of  their  generations  .  .  what  else  been  doing 
this  many  a  year?  What  one  passage  of  all  these,  cited 
with  the  very  air  of  a  Columbus,  bnt  has  been  known  to  all 
who  know  anything  of  poetry  this  many,  many  a  year? 
The  others,  who  don't  know  anything,  ate  the  stocks  that 
have  got  to  shoot,  not  climb  higher — compost,  Uiey  want  in 
the  first  place  I  Ford's  and  Crashaw's  rival  Nightingales 
—why  they  Iiave  been  dissertated  ou  by  Wordsworth  and 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


336  THE  LETTERS  OF  ROBERT  BROWNING   [Dwi  » 

Cloleridge,  then  bj  Lamb  and  Hazlitt,  tiien  worked  to  death 
by  Hunt,  who  priDted  them  entire  and  quoted  them  to  pieces 
again,  in  every  periodical  he  was  erer  engaged  npon;  and 
jet  after  all,  here  '  Philip ' — '  moat  read '  (oat  of  a  roll  of 
dropping  papers  with  yellow  ink  tracings,  so  old !)  some- 
thing at  which  '  John '  claps  his  hands  and  says  '  fieally 
— that  these  ancients  should  own  so  much  wit  &e '  I  The 
pastoffe  no  longer  looks  its  fresh  self  after  this  Teritable 
passage  from  hand  to  hand:  as  when,  in  old  dances,  the 
belle  began  the  figure  with  her  own  partner,  and  by  him 
was  transferred  to  the  next,  and  so  to  the  next — they  ever 
beginning  with  all  the  old  alacrity  and  spirit;  but  she  bear- 
ing a  still-accumulating  weight  of  tokens  of  gallantry,  and 
none  the  better  for  every  fresh  pushing  and  shoving  and 
pulling  and  hauling — till,  at  the  bottom  of  the  room — 

To  which  Mr.  Ijowell  rai^t  say,  that — No,  I  will  say 
the  true  thing  against  myself — and  it  is,  that  when  I  tnm 
from  what  is  In  my  mind,  and  determine  to  write  about 
anybody's  book  io  avoid  writing  that  I  love  and  love  and 
love  again  my  own,  dearest  love — because  of  the  cuckoo- 
song  of  it, — then,  I  shall  be  in  no  better  homoor  with  that 
book  than  with  Mr.  Lowell's  t 

But  I  have  a  new  thing  to  say  or  sing — yon  never  be- 
fore heard  me  love  and  bless  and  send  my  heart  after — 
'Ba' — did  yoQ?  Ba  .  .  and  that  is  you!  I  tried  .  . 
(more  than  wanted)  to  call  yon  that,  on  Wednesday!  I 
have  a  flower  here — ^rather,  a  tree,  a  mimosa,  which  most 
be  tamed  and  turned,  the  side  to  the  light  changing  in  & 
little  time  to  the  leafy  side,  where  all  the  fans  lean  and 
spread  .  .  so  I  turn  your  name  to  me,  that  side  I  have  not 
last  seen :  you  cannot  tell  how  I  feel  glad  tiiat  yoa  will  not 
part  with  the  name — Barrett — seeing  yon  have  two  of  the 
same — and  moat  always,  moreover,  remain  my  EBB  I 

Dearest '  E,  B.  C. ' no,  no  t  and  so  it  will  never  be  I 

Have  yoa  seen  Mr.  Kenyon?  I  did  not  write  .  . 
knowing  that  such  a  procedure  would  draw  the  kind  cure 
letter  in  return,  with  the  invitation  &c.,  as  if  I  had  asked 
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tor  it  I    I  had  perhapa  better  call  on  him  some  moraing 
▼ery  earl;. 

Bless  yoa,  my  own  sweeteet.  Ton  will  write  to  me,  I 
know  in  my  heart  1  Ever  may  God  bleee  yon  I 

B.B. 

JE.  B.  B.  to  S.  B. 

Thnndsy  BrenlDg. 
[Pott-mark,  DeoembuSO,  1845.] 

Dearest,  yon  know  how  to  say  what  makes  me  happiest, 
yon  who  never  think,  yon  say,  of  making  me  happy  t  For 
my  part  I  do  not  think  of  it  either;  I  simply  nnderstand 
tiiat  yon  are  my  happiness,  and  that  therefore  yon  oonld 
not  make  another  happiness  for  me,  snob  as  wonld  be 
worthhaTing — notevenyou/  "Why,  how  oonld  yon?  Thai 
was  in  my  mind  to  speak  yesterday,  bat  I  ooold  not  speak 
it— to  write  it,  is  easier. 

TalkiDg  of  happiness — shall  I  tell  yon?  Promise  not 
to  be  angry  and  I  will  tell  yon.  I  have  thooght  some- 
times that,  if  I  considered  myself  wholly,  I  shoold  choose 
to  die  this  winter — now — before  I  had  disappointed  yon 
in  anything.  Bnt  becaoBe  yon  are  better  and  dearer  and 
more  to  be  considered  than  I,  I  do  Ttot  choose  it.  I  cannot 
choose  to  give  yon  any  pain,  even  on  the  chance  of  its  being 
a  l3SB  pain,  a  less  evil,  than  what  may  follow  perhaps  (who 
can  say?),  if  I  shonld  prove  the  bnrden  of  yonr  life. 

For  if  yon  make  me  happy  with  some  words,  yon 
frighten  me  with  others — as  with  the  extravagance  yester- 
day— and  serionsly — too  seriously,  when  the  moment  for 
smiling  at  them  ia  past — ^I  am  frightened,  I  tremble  I 
When  yon  come  to  know  me  as  well  as  I  know  myself, 
w^t  can  save  me,  do  yon  think,  from  disappointii^  and 
displeasii^  yon?    I  ask  the  question,  and  find  no  answer. 

It  is  a  poor  tmswer,  to  say  that  I  can  do  one  thing  well 

.  .  that  I  have  one  capacity  largely.    On  points  of  the 

general  afFections,  I  have  in  thonght  applied  to  myself  the 

words  of  Mme.  de  Stael,  not  fretfnlly,  I  hope,  not  com- 
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plAJningly,  I  am  BTue  (I  can  th&nt  God  for  most  affeo- 
tionate  friendBl)  Doi  complaiiiiDgly,  yet  moamfnlly  and 
in  profoand  oonriction — those  words — 'jamcaa  je  n'vnpaa 
H&  aimie  comme  j'aime.'  The  capacity  of  loving  is  the 
largest  of  my  powers  I  think — T  thought  bo  before  know- 
ii^  yon — and  one  form  of  feeling.  And  although  any 
woman  might  love  you — every  woman, — with  understand- 
ing enough  to  discern  you  by — (oh,  do  not  fancy  that  I  am 
nnduly  magnifying  mine  office)  yet  I  persist  in  prasoading 
myself  that !  Because  I  have  the  capacity,  as  I  said — and 
besides  I  owe  more  to  yon  than  others  could,  it  seems  to 
me:  let  me  boast  of  it.  To  many,  yon  might  be  better 
than  all  things  while  one  of  all  things :  to  me  you  are  in- 
stead of  all— to  many,  a  crowning  happiness— to  me,  the 
happiness  itself.  From  out  of  the  deep  dark  pits  mem  see 
the  stars  more  gloriously — and  de  pro/uTidia  a 

It  is  a  very  poor  answer  1  Almost  as  poor  an  a 
yonts  ooold  be  if  I  were  to  ask  you  to  teach  me  to  pleaae 
yon  always;  or  rather,  how  not  to  displease  yon,  disap- 
point yoD,  rex  yon — what  if  all  those  things  were  in  my 
fote? 

And — (to  begin  t) — /  am  disappointed  to-night.  I  ex* 
peoted  a  letter  which  does  not  come — and  I  had  felt  so  svze 
of  having  a  letter  to-night  .  .  unreasonably  sore  perhaps, 
which  means  doubly  sure. 

.TWdo^. — Bemember  you  have  had  two  notes  of  min», 
and  that  it  ia  certainly  not  my  turn  to  write,  though  I  am 
writing. 

Scarcely  you  had  gone  on  Wednesday  when  Mr.  Kai- 
yon  came.  It  seemed  best  to  me,  yOQ  know,  that  yon 
should  go — I  had  the  presentiment  of  his  footsteps — and 
so  near  they  were,  that  if  you  had  looked  up  the  street  in 
leaving  the  door,  you  must  have  seen  him  I  Of  conzse  I 
told  him  of  your  having  been  here  and  also  at  his  lumse; 
whereupon  he  engnired  eagerly  if  yon  meant  to  dine  with 
him,  seeming  disappointed  by  my  negative.  '  Now  I  had 
told  him,'  he  said  .  •  and  mormnred  on  to  himself  lond 
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eiK>ngh  for  me  to  hear,  that  '  it  would  have  been  a  pecnliar 
pleasure  Ae.'  The  reason  I  hare  not  Been  him  lately  is  the 
eternal  '  business, '  just  as  70a  thought,  and  he  means  to 
come  '  (rftener  now,  *  so  ootbii^  is  wrong  as  I  half  thooght. 

As  your  letter  does  not  come  it  is  a  good  opportnnity 
for  asking  what  sort  of  ill  hnmonr,  or  (to  be  more  correct) 
bad  temper,  yon  most  porticnlsrly  admire — aalkiness? — 
the  divine  gift  of  sitting  aloof  in  a  oload  like  any  god 
for  three  weeks  tc^ether  perhaps — pettiahneaa?  .  .  which 
will  get  yon  ap  a  atorm  about  a  crooked  pin  or  a  straight 
one  either?  obatinaoy?— which  is  an  agreeable  form  of 
temper  I  can  aasare  yea,  and  describes  itself — or  the  good 
open  passion  which  lies  on  the  floor  and  kicks,  like  one  of 
my  oooains? — Certainly  I  piefer  the  last,  and  should,  I 
think,  prefer  it  (as  an  evil) ,  even  if  it  were  not  the  bora 
weakness  of  my  own  nature — tliongh  I  hnmbly  confess  (to 
y<Mt,  who  seem  to  think  differently  of  these  things)  that 
never  since  I  was  a  child  have  I  npset  all  the  chairs  and 
tables  and  thrown  the  books  about  the  room  in  a  foxy — 
I  am  afraid  I  do  not  even  '  kick, '  like  my  consin,  now. 
Those  demonstrations  were  all  done  by  the  '  light  of  other 
days ' — not  a  very  full  light,  I  naed  to  be  aocnstomed  to 
think: — but  yoa, — ymi  tiiink  otherwise,  you  take  a  fnry  to 
be  the  opposite  of  '  indifference,'  as  if  there  could  be  no 
such  thing  as  self-control  t  .  Now  for  my  part,  I  do  believe 
that  ih9  worst-tempered  persons  in  the  world  are  less  so 
ihrongh  sensibility  than  selfishness — they  spare  nobody's 
heart,  on  the  ground  of  beii^  themselves  pricked  by  a 
straw.  Now  see  if  it  isn't  so.  "What,  after  all,  is  a  good 
temper  bnt  generosity  in  trifles — and  what,  without  it,  is 
the  happiness  of  life?  We  have  only  to  look  round  us.  I 
acae  a  woman,  once,  burst  into  tears,  because  her  husband 
out  the  bread  and  butter  too  thick.  I  saw  that  with  my  own 
eyas.  Was  it  eentibUity,  I  wonder  I  They  were  at  least 
real  tears  and  ran  down  her  cheeks.  'Yon  always  do  it 'I 
she  said. 

Why  how  yon  must  sympathize  with  the  heroes  and 
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heroines  of  the  Freoch  tomanoeB  (do  yoa  ajmpathize  with 
them  very  much?)  vhen  at  the  slightest  provocation  they 
break  np  the  tables  and  ohaira,  (a  degree  beyond  the  deeds 
of  my  childhood ! — I  only  used  to  Qpeet  them)  break  np 
the  tables  and  chairs  and  chiffoniars,  and  dash  the  ohina 
to  atoms.  The  men  do  the  fnmitnre,  and  the  women  the 
porcelain:  and  pray  observe  that  they  always  set  about 
this  as  a  matter  of  coarse  I  When  they  have  brcdcen  ereiy- 
thing  in  the  room,  they  sink  down  quite  (and  very  natorally) 
cAattm.  I  remember  a  particolar  case  of  a  hero  of  Fred- 
eric Booli^'s,  who,  in  the  course  of  an  '  emotion,'  takes  up 
a  chair  unoonsdoualy,  and  tweaks  it  into  very  small  pieoea, 
and  then  proceeds  with  his  soliloquy.  Well  I —  the  dear- 
est idea  this  excites  in  me,  is  of  the  low  condition  in  Paris, 
of  moral  government  and  of  upholstery.  Because — ^jost 
consider  for  yourself — how  you  would  succeed  in  breaking 
to  pieces  even  a  three-legged  stool  if  it  were  properly  pnt 
blether — as  stools  are  in  England — just  yourself,  without 
a  hammer  and  a  screw!  Yon  might  work  at  it  comms 
qtmtre,  and  find  it  hard  to  finish,  I  im^ine.  And  then 
as  a  demonstratiou,  a  child  of  sit  years  old  might  demon- 
strate just  so  (in  his  sphere)  and  be  whipped  acoordingly. 

How  I  go  on  writing  1 — and  yon,  who  do  not  write  at 
all ! — two  extremes,  one  set  gainst  the  other. 

But  I  must  say,  though  in  ever  such  a  HI  temper  (which 
yon  know  is  just  the  time  to  select  for  writing  a  panegyric 
upon  good  temper)  that  I  am  glad  yon  do  not  despise  my 
own  right  name  too  much,  because  I  never  was  called  Elis- 
abeth by  any  one  who  loved  me  at  aU,  and  I  accept  the 
omen.  So  little  it  seems  my  name  that  if  a  voice  said  sud- 
denly '  Elizabeth,'  I  should  as  soon  torn  roond  as  my  sis- 
ters would  .  .  no  sooner.  Only,  my  own  right  name  has 
been  complained  of  for  want  of  euphony  ,  ,  Ba  .  .  now 
and  then  it  has — and  Mr.  Boyd  makes  p^  compromiBe  and 
calls  me  Elibet,  because  nothing  could  induce  him  to  dese- 
crate his  oi^ans  accustomed  to  Attic  harmonies,  with  a  Ba. 
So  I  am  glad,  and  accept  the  omen. 
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Bnt  I  give  ;oa  bo  credit  for  not  thinlring  that  I  may 
forget  yen  .  .  I !  As  if  yon  did  not  see  the  difference  1 
Why,  /  coold  not  even  forget  to  write  to  you,  obserre  t — 

Whenever  yon  write,  say  how  yon  are.  "Were  you  wet 
on  Wednesday  ? 

Tear  own— 


B.  B.  to  K  S.  B. 

Baturdfty. 
[Post-muk,  Daceraber  SO,  184a.] 

I  do  not,  nor  will  not  think,  dearest,  of  ever  '  making 
yon  happy ' — ^I  can  imagine  no  way  of  working  that  end, 
which  does  not  go  straight  to  my  own  tmest,  only  true 
happiness — yet  in  every  such  effort  there  is  implied  some 
distinction,  some  supererogatory  grace,  or  why  speak  of 
it  at  all?  Yon  it  is,  are  my  happiness,  and  all  that  ever 
can  be:  tod — dearest  I 

Bnt  never,  if  yon  wonld  not,  what  yon  will  not  do  I 
know,  never  revert  to  Giat  frightful  wish.  '  Disappoint 
me?'  'I  speak  what  I  know  and  testify  what  I  have  seen' 
— yon  shall '  mystery '  again  and  again — I  do  not  dispute 
ibat,  bnt  do  not  you  dispnte,  neither,  that  mysteries  are.- 
Bat  it  is  simply  because  I  do  most  justice  to  the  mystical 
part  of  what  I  feel  for  you,  because  I  consent  to  lay  most 
stress  on  that  fact  of  facts  that  I  love  you,  beyond  admira- 
tion, and  respect,  and  esteem  and  affection  even,  and  do 
□ot  adduce  any  reason  which  stops  short  of  accounting  for 
that,  whatever  else  it  would  account  for,  because  I  do  this, 
in  pure  logical  justice — you  are  able  to  turn  and  wonder  (if 
yon  do  .  .  now)  what  causes  it  all  I  My  love,  only  wait, 
only  believe  in  me,  and  it  cannot  be  bat  I  shall,  little  by 
little,  become  known  to  yon — after  long  years,  perhaps, 
bnt  still  one  day :  I  would  say  this  now — but  I  will  write 
more  to-mortow.  Gtod  bleas  my  sweetest— ever,  love,  I  am 
your 

E.B. 
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Bnt  my  letter  came  last  night,  did  it  not? 
Another  thing — no,  to-morrow — for  time 
in  all  oases,  Tuesday— ■KimeaAxxX 


K  S.  B.  to  S.  B. 

[Port-mark,  Deceraber  M,  1840.] 
I  have  joTir  letter  now,  and  now  I  am  sorry  I  sent 
mine.  If  I  wrote  that  70a  had  '  forgotten  to  write,'  I  did 
not  meaD  it;  not  a  word  I  If  I  had  meant  it  I  should  not 
have  written  it.  Bat  it  wonld  have  been  better  for  every 
reason  to  have  waited  iost  a  little  longer  before  writing  at 
all.  A  besetting  sin  of  mine  is  an  impatience  which  mi^ea 
people  laugh  when  it  does  not  entangle  their  silks,  pnll 
their  knots  tighter,  and  tear  their  books  in  cattfi^  them 
oi>en. 

How  right  yon  are  about  Mr.  Lowell  I  He  has  a  refined 
fancy  and  is  graceful  for  an  American  critic,  bnt  the  tratb 
is,  otherwise,  that  he  knows  nothing  of  English  poetry  or 
the  next  thing  to  nothing,  and  has  merely  had  a  dream  of 
the  early  dramatists.  The  amonnt  of  his  reading  in  tiiat 
direction  is  an  article  in  the  Betroapective  Bemew  which 
flontains  extracts ;  and  he  re-extracts  tiie  extracts,  re-qnotes 
tiie  qnotations,  and,  '  a  pede  Hercolem, '  from  the  foot  in- 
fers the  man,  or  rather  from  the  sandal-strii^  of  the  foot, 
infers  and  judges  the  aool  of  the  man — it  is  comparative 
anatomy  nnder  the  most  specnlatiTe  oonditions.  How  a 
writer  of  his  talents  and  pretensions  coold  make  up  hia 
mind  to  make  np  a  book  on  snch  slight  sabstratimi,  is  a 
cnrions  proof  of  the  state  of  Uteratm^  in  America.  Do 
yon  not  think  so?  Why  a  lecturer  on  the  English  Drama- 
tists for  a  '  Young  Ladies*  academy '  here  in  England, 
might  take  it  to  be  necessary  to  have  better  informatioD 
than  he  could  gather  &om  an  odd  volume  of  an  old  review ! 
And  then,  Mr.  Lowell's  naivete  in  showing  his  author- 
ity,— as  if  the  Elizabethan  poets  lay  monldering  in  iat»- 
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eeesiUe  maonscript  Bomevheie  below  ibe  lowest  deep  of 
^iakeepeare'8  grare, — is  cnrioaa  beyond  the  rest  I  Alto- 
i^ther,  the  fact  ia  an  epigram  on  the  sorface-literatore  of 
America.  Aa  yon  aay,  their  books  do  not  anit  ns: — Mrs. 
'Tkham  might  as  well  send  her  compendinm  of  the  His- 
.  -/  of  France  to  H.  Thiers.  If  they  Imew  more  they 
eonid  not  give  parsley  crowns  to  their  own  native  poets 
when  there  is  greater  merit  among  the  rabbits.  Ujs.  Si- 
gonmey  has  just  sent  me — jnst  this  morning — her  *  Scenes 
in  my  Ifatire  liond '  and,  peeping  between  the  nnont  leaves, 
I  read  of  the  poet  EiUhoose,  of  '  aablime  spirit  and  Mil- 
tonio  energy,'  standing  in  '  the  temple  of  Fame '  as  if  it 
were  built  on  poipose  for  him.  I  sappose  he  is  like  most 
of  the  American  poets,  who  are  shadows  of  the  tme,  as  flat 
as  a  shadow,  as  colourless  as  a  shadow,  as  lifeless  and  as 
transitory.  Mr.  Ijowell  himself  is,  in  his  verse-books, 
poetical,  if  not  a  poet — and  certainly  this  little  book  we 
are  talking  of  is  grateful  enongh  in  some  ways — yon  wonld 
call  it  a  pretty  booh — would  yon  not?  Two  or  three  letters 
I  have  had  from  him  .  .  all  very  kind  I — and  that  reminds 
me,  alas!  of  some  ineffable  ingratitude  on  my  own  part! 
When  one's  oonsoience  grows  too  heavy,  there  is  nothing 
for  it  but  to  throw  it  away  I — 

Bo  yon  remember  how  I  tried  to  tell  yon  what  he  said 
of  yon,  and  how  yon  would  not  let  me? 

Mr.  Mathews  said  of  him,  having  met  him  once  in  so- 
ciety, that  he  was  the  concentration  of  conceit  in  appear^ 
ance  and  manner.  But  since  then  they  seem  to  be  on  better 
terms. 

Where  is  the  meaning,  pray,  of  B.  B,  C.  f  your  mean- 
ing, I  mean? 

My  true  initials  are  E.  B.  M.  B.— my  long  name,  as 
opposed  to  my  short  one,  being  Slizabeth  Barrett  Moulton 
Bairett  1 — there's  a  fall  length  to  take  away  one's  breath  I — 
Christian  name  .  .  Elizabeth  Barrett: — snmame,  Monl- 
ton  Barrett.  So  long  it  is,  that  to  make  it  portable,  I  fell 
into  the  habit  of  donbling  it  np  and  packing  it  closely,  .  . 
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and  of  foi^ettiiig  that  I  waa  a  MouUon,  altogether.  Oas 
might  m  well  vrite  the  alphabet  as  all  four  initiala.  Yet 
oar  £amil7-iiame  ia  Moulton  Barrett,  and  my  brothera  re- 
proach me  sometimes  for  sacrificing  tlie  goTemoiship  <A 
an  old  town  in  Norfolk  with  a  little  honourable  verdigris 
from  the  HeraldB'  Office.  As  if  I  caied  for  the  Seiro9peo- 
Hve  Jtevieu} !  Nerertheless  it  is  troe  that  I  wonld  give  ten 
towns  in  Norfolk  (if  I  had  them)  to  own  some  purer  lineage 
than  that  of  the  blood  of  the  slave  I  Corsed  we  are  from 
generation  to  generation  I— I  seem  to  hear  the  '  Comnuna- 
tion  Service. ' 

May  God  bless  you  always,  always  I  beyond  the  al- 
ways of  this  world  I^ 

Tonr 

E.  B.  B. 

3Ir.  Dickens's  '  Cricket '  sings  repetitions,  and,  with 
considerable  beaaty,  is  extravagant.  It  does  not  appe^ 
to  me  by  any  means  one  of  his  most  sncoessfol  prodnc- 
tions,  thoogh  gnite  free  from  what  was  reproached  as  bit- 
teraees  and  one-sidedness,  last  year. 

YoQ  do  not  say  how  yoa  are — not  a  word  I  And  yoH 
are  wrong  in  saying  that  yoa  *  ooght  to  liave  written ' — as 
if  '  ought '  ooold  be  in  place  ao  I  Yoa  never  '  ought '  to 
write  to  me  you.  lenmo  I  or  rather  .  .  if  yoa  ever  think  yoa 
oogh^  yoa  ooght  not  I  Which  is  a  speaking  o£  mysteries 
on  my  parti 

R.  B.  to  R  B.  B. 

SuDday  Nlgbt 
[PoBt-mark,  Deoember  93,  184Sl] 

Now,  '  ought '  yon  to  be  '  sorry  yoa  sent  that  letter, ' 
which  made,  and  makes  me  so  happy — so  happy — can  yoa 
bring  yoorself  to  torn  round  and  tell  one  you  have  so  blessed 
with  your  bounty  that  there  was  a  mistake,  and  yoa  meant 
only  half  that  largess?    If  you  are  not  sensible  that  yon  da 
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auke  me  moat  Iiapp7  by  svoh  letters,  and  do  not  warm  in 
the  reflection  of  joor  own  t&ja,  then  I  do  give  np  indeed 
the  last  chance  of  proonring  you  hsppiuees.  My  own 
'  oaght,'  which  ;oa  object  to,  shall  be  withdiawn — being 
otdy  a  pore  bit  of  selfishness;  I  felt,  in  missing  the  letter 
of  yoois,  next  day,  that  I  migM  have  drawn  it  down  by  one 
of  mine,— if  I  had  begged  never  so  gently,  the  gold  wotdd 
have  fallen — there  was  my  omitted  duty  to  myself  whidi 
yon  properly  blame.  I  slioald  stand  silratly  and  wait  and 
ba  80X6  of  the  evOT-remembering  goodness. 

Let  me  ooont  my  gold  now — and  mb  off  any  epeok  that 
stays  the  fnll  shining.  First — (hat  thought  ,  .  I  told  yon ; 
I  pray  you,  pray  yon,  sweet — never  that  again — or  what 
leads  never  so  remotely  or  indirectly  to  it  I  On  your  own 
femcied  grouaid,  the  fulfilment  wonld  be  of  necessity  frat^t 
with  every  woe  that  can  fall  in  this  life.  I  am  yonrs  for 
ever — if  yon  are  not  here,  with  me — what  then?  Say,  yon 
take  tSL  of  yourself  away  bnt  just  enoogh  to  live  on;  then, 
VkU  defeats  every  kind  pnrpose  .  .  as  if  yon  cut  away  all 
the  ground  from  my  feet  bat  so  mnch  as  serves  for  bare 
standing  room  .  .  why  still,  I  »Umd  there — and  is  it  the 
better  that  I  have  no  broader  space,  when  off  that  yon  cannot 
iotob  me?  I  have  yonr  memory,  the  knowledge  of  yon, 
the  idea  of  yon  printed  into  my  heart  and  brain, — on  that, 
I  can  live  my  life — bnt  it  is  for  yon,  the  dear,  utterly  gen- 
eroas  creature  I  know  yon,  to  give  me  more  and  more  be- 
yond mere  life — to  extend  life  and  deepen  it — as  yon  do, 
and  will  do.  Oh,  how  I  love  yon  when  I  think  of  the  entire 
trothfolness  of  yonr  generosity  to  me — how,  meaning  and 
willing  to  give,  yon  gave  ruMyt  Do  yon  think  I  have  not 
seen  in  this  world  how  women  who  do  love  will  manage  to 
confer  that  gift  on  occasion?  And  shall  I  allow  myself  to 
fancy  how  mnch  alloy  each  pnre  gold  as  your  love  wonld 
have  rendered  endorable?  Yet  it  came,  virgin  ore,  to  com- 
plete my  fortune !  And  what  bnt  this  makes  me  confident 
and  happy?  Can  I  take  a  lesson  by  yonr  fancies,  and 
begin  fri^teuing  myself  with  saying  .  .  '  Bnt  if  she  saw 
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ftll  the  world— the  ▼orthier,  better  men  there  .  .  those 
who  would'  &o.  &e,  No,  I  think  of  the  great,  dear  gift 
that  it  was;  how  I  'toon'  vciHTsa  (the  hateful  word,  and 
French  thought) — did  nothing  by  my  own  arts  or  olerer- 
ness  in  the  matter  .  .  so  what  pretence  have  the  more  art- 
ful or  more  clever  for: — bat  I  cannot  write  oat  this  foil; — 
I  am  701119  for  ever,  with  the  utmost  sense  of  gratitade — 
to  Ba7  I  would  give  70a  m7  life  jo7fiill7  is  little  .  .  I 
wonld,  I  hope,  do  tixat  for  two  or  three  otiier  people — bat 
I  am  not  conscions  of  an7  imaginable  point  in  which  I 
woald  not  implicitly  devote  my  whole  self  to  yon— be  di»- 
poeed  of  by  yoa  as  for  the  beet.  There  I  It  is  not  to  be 
spoken  of — let  me  live  it  into  proof,  beloved  I 

And  for  '  disappointment  and  a  harden '  .  .  now — lei 
OS  get  quite  away  from  oaraelvea,  and  not  see  one  of  the 
filaments,  bnt  only  the  cords  of  love  with  the  world's  homy 
eye.  Have  we  such  jarring  tastes,  then?  Does  your  inor- 
dinate attachment  to  gay  life  interfere  with  my  deep  pas- 
sion for  society?  '  Have  tiiey  common  sympathy  in  each 
other's  pnrBoitB?' — always  asks  Mrs.  Tomkinat  Well, 
here  was  I  when  70a  knew  me,  fixed  in  my  way  of  life, 
meaning  with  Ood'a  help  to  write  what  may  be  written  and 
so  die  at  peace  with  myself  so  far.  Can  yon  help  me  or 
no?  Do  yon  not  help  me  so  moch  that,  if  yoa  saw  the 
more  likely  peril  for  poor  homan  nataie,  70a  woold  say, 
*  He  will  be  jealoos  of  all  the  help  coming  from  me, — none 
from  him  to  me  I ' — And  thai  would  be  a  oonseqnenoe  of  the 
help,  all-too-great  for  hope  of  retam,  with  an7  one  leea 
possessed  than  I  with  the  exqoisiteness  of  being  tran- 
scended and  the  bleat  one. 

Bot — '  here  comes  the  Selah  and  the  voice  is  hashed  * 
— I  will  speak  of  other  things.  When  we  are  together  (me 
da7 — the  days  I  believe  in — I  mean  to  set  aboat  that  r»- 
considering  '  Bordello ' — ^it  has  always  been  rather  on  my 
mind — bnt  yesterday  I  was  reading  the  '  Pnrgatorio '  and 
the  first  speech  of  the  group  of  whidi  Bordello  makes  cme 
Btniok  me  with  a  new  signifioanoe,  as  well  describing  the 
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mui  and  his  parpoae  and  late  in  my  own  poem — see;  one 
d  ihe  bnrthened,  contorted  souls  tells  Tirgil  and  Dante — 

JSol  fammo  gift  tntd  p«r  forza  mortl, 

^  fteeatoriit^n'  all'  vltint'  ora: 

Qutn — bmte  del  eUi  nefeet  aeeorHi 

Si  Ai,  peaUndo  e  perdonaado,  fora 

Di  vita  uteimmo  a  Dio  pae^fioaH 

Che  del  ditto  di  m  veder  n'aeamt.^ 

Whidi  IB  jnflt  my  Sorddlo's  story  .  .  oonld  I '  c2b  *  it  off 
band,  I  wonder — 

And  aloDen  were  we  to  the  extreme  hour ; 
Thert,  Itgbt  from  beaTea  fell,  making  us  aware, 
So  that,  repenting  na  and  pardoned,  out 
Of  life  we  passed  to  Ood,  at  peace  with  Him 
Who  fllla  the  heart  with  jeamlng  Him  to  see. 

There  were  many  singular  incidents  attending  my  work 
on  that  subject — thas,  qoite  at  the  end,  I  found  out  there 
wa»  prvnied  and  not  pablished,  a  little  historical  tract  by 

a  Count  T somethii^,  called  '  Bordello ' — with  the 

motto  '  Post  fata  resnrgam '  I  I  hope  he  prophesied.  The 
main  of  this — biographical  notices — is  extracted  by  Mnra- 
tori,  I  think.  Last  year  when  I  set  foot  in  Naples  I  found 
after  a  few  minutes  that  at  some  theatre,  that  night,  the 
opera  was  to  be  '  one  act  of  Bordello '  and  I  never  looked 
twice,  nor  expended  a  oonple  of  oarlines  on  the  libretto! 

I  wanted  to  tell  yon,  in  last  letter,  that  when  I  spoke 
of  people's  tempera  you.  have  no  concern  with  '  people ' — I 
do  not  glance  obliquely  at  yowr  temper — either  to  discover 
it,  or  praise  it,  or  adapt  myself  to  it  I  speak  of  the  rela- 
tion one  sees  in  other  cases — how  one  opposes  passionate 
foolish  people,  bnt  hates  cold  clever  people  who  take  quite 
care  enough  cA  themselves.  I  myself  am  bom  supreme- 
ly passionate — so  I  was  bom  with  light  yellow  hair:  all 
changes — that  is  the  passion  changes  its  direction  and, 
taking  a  channel  large  enough,  looks  calmer,  perhaps,  than 
it  Bhoald — and  all  my  sympathies  go  with  qniet  strength, 
'  fPurg.'  V.  69-7.] 
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of  Gonrse — bat  I  kaow  vhat  Uie  other  kind  is.  As  for 
the  breakages  of  chairs,  and  the  appreoiaticm  of  ParidaB 
meuhlea;  manibiis,  pedibnsqne  descendo  in  tnam  aeuten- 
tiam,  Ba,  ml  ocelle  I  ('  What  waa  E.  B.  C  ? '  why.  the  first 
letter  after,  and  not,  E.  B.  B,  mj  own  B I  There  was  no 
latent  measing  in  the  C — bat  I  had  no  ioclinaticai  to  go 
on  to  D,  or  E,  for  instance). 

And  so,  love,  Tnesday  is  to  be  onr  day — one  day  more 
—and  then!  And  meanwhile  '  oare'  for  met  a  good  word 
for  you — but  my  care,  what  is  that!  One  day  I  aspire  to 
care,  though  1  I  shall  not  go  away  at  any  dear  Mr.  K.  's 
coming!  They  call  me  down  stftira  to  sapper — and  my 
fire  is  ont,  and  yon  keep  me  from  feeling  cold  and  yet  adc 
if  I  am  well?  Tea,  well — yes,  happy — and  year  own  ever 
—I  moat  bid  God  bless  you— dearest  1 

B.B. 

K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

SnndBy  Hlgbt. 
[Post-mark,  December  S4,  184S.] 

But  did  1  dispate?  Sorely  not.  Sorely  I  believe  in 
yon  and  in  '  mysteries.'  Surely  I  prefer  the  no-reason  to 
ever  so  mach  rationalism  .  .  (rationalism  and  infideli^ 
go  together  they  say !) .  AU  which  I  may  do,  and  be  afraid 
sometimes  notwithstanding,  and  when  yon  orerpraise  me 
(not  overhve)  I  mast  be  frightened  as  I  told  yon. 

It  is  with  me  as  with  the  theologians.  I  beliere  in  yon 
and  can  be  happy  and  safe  eo;  bat  when  my  '  personat 
merits '  come  into  question  in  any  way,  even  the  least,  .  . 
why  then  Hie  position  grows  untenable :  it  is  no  more  '  <A 
grace.' 

Do  I  tease  yoa  as  I  tease  myself  sometimes?  Bnt  do 
not  wrong  me  in  torn  I  Do  not  keep  repeating  that  '  aft^ 
long  years'  I  shall  know  you— know  you! — as  if  I  did 
not  without  the  years.  If  yon  are  forced  to  refer  me  to 
those  long  ears,  I  most  deserve  the  tiiistle  besides.  The 
thistles  are  the  corollary. 
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For  it  is  obTions — muiifeat — that  I  caimot  doabt  of 
70a,  tii&t  I  ma7  doubt  of  myself,  of  happiness,  of  the  whole 
world, ^bnt of  you — not:  it  Is  obriona  that  if  Icoold  doabt 
of  70a  and  actaol  shonld  be  a  ver;  idiot,  or  vorse  indeed. 
And  you  .  ,  7011  think  I  doubt  of  yon  whenever  I  make  an 
interjection  I — now  do  you  not?  And  is  it  reasonable?— - 
Of  you,  I  mean? 

Monday.— 'FoT  my  part,  yon  must  admit  it  to  be  too 
possible  that  yoa  jotty  be,  as  I  say,  '  disappointed '  in  me — 
it  i»  too  possible.  And  if  it  does  me  good  to  say  so,  even 
now  perhaps  .  .  if  it  is  mere  weakness  to  say  so  and  sim- 
ply torments  yoa,  why  do  you,  be  magnanimons  and  forgive 
lh<U  .  .  let  it  pass  as  a  weakness  and  forgive  it  so.  Often 
I  think  x>ainfal  things  which  I  do  not  tell  yon  and  .  .  . 

While  I  write,  yonr  letter  comes.  Kindest  of  yon  it 
was,  to  write  me  anoh  a  letter,  when  I  expected  scarcely 
the  shadow  of  one  I — this  makes  np  for  the  other  letter 
which  I  expected  nnreasonably  and  which  yoa  '  ought  not ' 
to  have  written,  as  was  proved  afterwards.  And  now  why 
shoold  I  go  on  with  that  sentence?  What  had  I  to  Bay  of 
'painfol  things,*  I  wonder?  aU  the  painful  things  seem 
gone  .  .  vanished.  I  forget  what  I  had  to  aay.  Only  do 
yoa  still  think  of  this,  deareat  beloved;  that  I  sit  here  in 
the  dark  bnt  for  you,  and  that  the  light  yon  bring  me  (from 
my  faolt! — from  the  nature  of  my  darkness!)  is  not  a  set- 
tled light  as  when  70U  open  die  shntters  in  the  morning, 
bat  a  light  made  by  candles  which  bnm  some  of  them 
longer  and  some  shorter,  and  some  brighter  and  briefer,  at 
once — being  '  doable-wicks,'  and  that  there  is  an  intermis- 
sion for  a  moment  now  and  then  between  the  dropping  of 
the  old  light  into  the  socket  and  the  lighting  of  the  new. 
Every  letter  of  yonrs  is  a  new  light  which  bnms  so  many 
hoars  .  .  and  thent — I  am  morbid,  yon  see — or  call  it 
by  what  name  yoa  like  .  .  too  wise  or  too  foolish.  '  If 
the  light  of  the  body  is  darkness,  how  great  is  that  dark- 
ness.' Yet  even  when  I  grow  too  wise,  I  admit  always 
that  while  yoq  love  me  it  is  an  answer  to  alL     And  I  am 
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never  bo  mach  too  foolish  as  to  wish  to  be  worthier  for  mr 
own  Bate— only  for  yours: — not  for  my  own  sake,  sinoa  I 
am  content  to  owe  all  things  to  yon. 

And  it  could  be  so  much  to  you  to  lose  me  1 — and  yon 
say  so, — and  tk&i  think  it  needful  to  tell  me  not  to  think 
the  other  thought  1  As  if  that  were  possible  I  Do  yon  re- 
member what  you  said  once  of  the  flowers  ? — that  yon  '  felt 
a  respect  for  them  when  they  had  passed  oat  of  yont 
hands.'  And  must  it  not  be  so  with  my  life,  which  if  yoa 
choose  to  have  it,  must  be  respected  too?  Much  more  with 
my  life  I  Also,  see  that  I,  who  had  my  warmest  afTectioDB 
on  tiie  other  side  of  the  grave,  feel  that  it  is  otherwise  with 
me  now — quite  otherwise.  I  did  not  like  it  at  first  to  be 
so  much  otherwise.  And  I  could  not  have  had  any  snoh 
thought  through  a  weariness  of  life  or  any  of  my  old 
motives,  but  eimply  to  escape  the  '  risk '  I  told  yoa  oL 
Bhould  I  have  said  to  you  instead  of  it  .  .  '  Love  me  for 
ever '?    Well  then,  .  .  I  do. 

As  to  my  'helping'  yon,  my  help  is  in  yonr  fancy; 
aod  if  you  go  on  with  the  fancy,  I  perfectly  understand 
that  it  will  be  as  good  as  deeds.  We  have  sympathy  too — 
we  walk  one  way — oh,  I  do  not  forget  the  advantages. 
Only  Mrs.  Tomkins's  ideas  of  happiness  are  below  my 
ambition  for  you. 

So  often  as  I  have  said  (it  reminds  me)  that  in  this 
situation  I  should  be  more  exacting  than  any  other  woman 
— so  often  I  have  said  it:  and  so  diO'erent  everything  is 
from  what  I  thought  it  would  be  I  Beoanae  if  I  am  exact- 
ing it  is  for  you  and  not  for  me — it  is  altc^ether  for  you — ' 
you  understand  that,  dearest  of  all  ..  it  is  for  you  whoBy. 
It  never  crosses  my  thought,  in  a  lightning  even,  the  ques- 
tion whether  I  may  be  happy  bo  and  so — /.  It  is  the  other 
question  which  oomes  always — too  often  for  peace. 

People  used  to  say  to  me, '  You  expect  too  much — yoa 
are  too  romantic. '  And  my  answer  always  was  that  *  I 
could  not  expect  too  much  when  I  expected  nothing  at 
all'  .  .  which  was  the  truth — for  X  never  thought  (and 
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how  often  I  have  eaidthat/)  I  never  thonght  that  any- 
one whom  I  oonld  love,  would  stoop  to  love  tne  .  .  the 
two  things  Beemed  clearly  incompatible  to  my  undet- 
Btsoding. 

And  now  when  it  comm  in  a  miraole,  yon  wonder  at  me 
for  looking  twice,  thrice,  four  times,  to  see  if  it  oomes 
throngh  irory  or  horn.  Ton  wonder  that  it  should  seem 
to  me  at  first  all  illnsion — illosion  for  yon, — illosion  for 
me  aa  a  consequence.    Bnt  how  natnraL 

It  is  tme  of  me — very  troe — that  I  have  not  a  high  ap- 
preciation of  what  passes  in  the  world  (and  not  merely  the 
Tonihins-world  I)  nnder  the  name  of  love ;  and  that  a  dis- 
trust of  the  thing  had  grown  to  be  a  habit  of  mind  with  me 
when  I  knew  yon  first  It  has  appeared  to  me,  throngh 
all  the  seclosiou  of  my  life  and  the  narrow  ezperienoe  it 
admitted  of,  that  in  nothing  men — and  women  too — were 
so  apt  to  mistake  their  own  feelings,  aa  in  this  one  thing. 
Putting  fcUaenesa  quite  on  one  side,  qoite  out  of  sight  and 
consideration,  an  honest  mistaking  of  feeling  appears  won- 
derfully common,  and  no  mistake  has  snch  frightfnl  reeults 
— none  can.  Self-love  and  generosity,  a  mistake  may  come 
from  either — from  pity,  from  admiration,  from  any  blind 
impulse — oh,  when  I  look  at  the  histories  of  my  own  fe- 
male Mends — to  go  no  step  further  I  And  if  it  is  true  of 
the  v?amen,  what  must  the  other  aide  be?  To  see  the  mar- 
riages which  are  made  every  day  1  worse  than  solitudes  and 
more  desolate  I  In  the  case  of  the  two  happiest  I  ever 
knew,  one  of  the  husbands  said  in  confidence  to  a  brother 
of  mine — not  much  in  confidence  or  I  should  not  have 
heard  it,  bnt  in  a  sort  of  smoking  frankness, — that  he  had 
'  ruined  his  prospects  by  marryii^  * ;  and  the  other  said 
to  himself  at  the  very  moment  of  professing  an  extraordi- 
nary happiness,  .  .  '  But  I  should  have  done  as  well  if  I 
had  not  married  Jter. ' 

Then  for  the  falseness the  first  time  I  ever,  in  my 

own  experience,  heard  that  word  which  rhymes  to  glove 
and  comes  as  easily  off  and  on  (on  some  hands  I) — it  waa 
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from  a  man  of  whose  attentionB  to  another  woman  I  was  at 
that  time  her  cor^danie.  I  was  bonnd  ao  to  silenoe  for  h«r 
sake,  that  I  coold  not  even  speak  the  soom  that  was  in  me 
— and  in  tact  m;  uppermost  feeling  was  a  sort  of  horror  .  . 
a  terror — for  I  was  very  yoong  then,  and  the  world  did,  at 
the  moment,  look  ghastly  I 

The  falaenees  and  the  caloolationB  1 — ^why  how  can  yon, 
who  are/usf,  blame  teamen  .  .  when  yon  mnst  know  what 
the  '  system '  of  man  is  towards  them, — and  of  m^i  not 
nngenrarons  otherwise?  Why  are  women  to  be  blamed  if 
they  aot  as  if  they  had  to  do  with  swindleTs? — is  it  not  the 
mere  instinct  of  preservation  which  makes  them  do  it? 
These  make  women  what  they  are.  And  year  '  honour- 
able men,*  the  most  loyal  of  them,  (for  instanoe)  is  it  na4 
a  role  with  them  (onless  when  taken  unaware  throagh  a 
want  of  Belf-^oremment)  to  force  a  woman  (trying  all 
means)  to  force  a  woman  to  stand  committed  in  her  affec- 
tions .  .  (they  with  their  feet  lifted  all  the  time  to  trample 
on  her  for  want  of  delicacy)  before  th^  risk  the  pin-prick 
to  their  own  personal  pitifol  vanities?  Oh — to  see  how 
these  things  are  set  abont  by  men  /  to  see  how  a  man  care- 
fnlly  holding  np  on  each  side  the  skirts  of  an  embroidered 
vanity  to  keep  it  quite  safe  from  the  wet,  will  contrive  to 
tell  yon  in  so  many  words  that  he  .  .  might  love  yoo  if 
the  sun  shone  I  And  women  are  to  be  blamed  I  '  Why  there 
are,  to  be  sure,  cold  and  heartless,  light  and  changeable, 
ungenerous  and  calculating  women  in  the  world ! — that  is 
sure.  Bui  for  the  most  part,  they  are  only  what  they  are 
made  .  .  and  far  better  than  the  nature  of  the  making  .  . 
of  thai  I  am  confident.  The  loyal  make  the  loyal,  the  dis- 
loyal the  disloyal.  And  I  give  no  more  discredit  to  those 
women  you  speak  of,  than  I  mys^  can  take  any  credit  in 
ihia  thing — L  Becaose  who  coold  be  disloyal  with  you 
.  .  with  whatever  corrupt  inclination?  yoo,  who  are  the 
noblest  of  all?  If  you  judge  me  so,  .  .  it  is  my  privilese 
rather  than  my  merit  .  .  as  I  feel  of  myself. 

Wedne»dc^.—A}l  but  the  last  few  lines  of  all  this  was 
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irritten  before  I  saw  yon  jesterdajr,  ever  dearest — and 
since,  I  Iiave  been  reading  your  third  act  which  is  perfectly 
noble  and  worthy  of  yon  both  in  the  ooDception  and  es- 
preesion,  and  corrieB  the  reader  on  trinmphantly  ,  .  to 
speak  for  one  reader.  It  seems  to  me  too  that  the  language 
is  beer — there  is  less  inversion  and  more  breadth  of 
rhythm.  It  jnst  strikes  me  so  for  the  first  impression. 
At  any  rate  tiie  interest  grows  and  grows.  Yon  have  a 
secret  about  Domizia,  I  guess — ^which  will  not  be  told  till 
the  last  perhaps.  And  that  poor,  noble  Lnria,  who  will 
be  eqoal  to  the  leap  ..  as  it  is  easy  to  see.  It  is  foil, 
altogether,  of  magnanimities; — ^noble,  and  nobly  pnt.  I 
win  go  on  with  my  notes,  and  those,  yon  shall  have  at 
once  .  .  I  mean  together  .  .  presently.  And  don't  hniry 
and  chafe  yourself  for  the  fourth  act — now  that  yon  are 
better !  To  be  ill  ^i;ain — think  what  that  would  be  1  Lnria 
wiU  be  great  now  whatever  yon  do — or  whatever  yon  do 
noL    fmihenot? 

And  never,  never  for  a  moment  (I  quite  forgot  to  tell 
you)  did  I  fancy  that  yoa  were  talking  at  nt«  in  the 
temper-observatiosB — never.  It  was  the  most  unprovoked 
egotism,  all  that  I  told  yoa  of  my  temper;  for  certainly 
I  never  suspected  yoa  of  asking  questions  so.  I  was  sim- 
ply amused  a  little  by  what  yon  said,  and  thought  to  my- 
self (if  you  wiR  know  my  thoughts  on  that  serious  snbject) 
that  yon  hod  probably  lived  among  very  good-tempered 
persons,  to  hold  snch  an  opinion  about  the  innocnousness 
of  iU-temper.  It  was  all  I  thought,  indeed.  "Sow  to  fancy 
that  I  was  capable  of  suspecting  you  ot  such  a  mancenvre  I 
Why  yon  would  have  asked  me  directly ;— if  yon  had  wished 
'  curiously  to  enquire,* 

An  excellent  solemn  ohiming,  the  passage  from  Dante 
makes  with  your  '  Sordello,'  and  the  '  Bordello '  deserves 
the  labonr  which  it  needs,  to  make  it  appear  the  great  work 
it  is.  I  think  that  the  principle  of  association  is  too  subtly 
in  movement  throughout  it— fio  that  tohUe  you  ore  going 
■tiaight  forward  yon  go  at  the  some  time  roimd  and  roimd, 
VOL.  L— W 
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Tintil  tlie  prepress  involved  in  the  motion  is  lost  sight  oi 
b;  the  lookeiH  on.    Or  did  I  tell  yon  that  befOTe? 

FoQ  have  heard,  I  Bappoee,  hov  Dickens's  '  Cricket  * 
sells  by  nineteen  thoosand  copies  at  a  time,  though  he 
takes  Michael  Angelo  to  be  '  a  hnmbog ' — or  for  '  though ' 
read  'because.'  Tell  me  of  Mr.  Eecyon's  dinner  and 
Moxon? 

Is  not  this  an  infinite  letter?  I  shall  bear  from  yon,  I 
hope  .  .  I  ask  yon  to  let  me  hear  soon.  I  write  all  sorts 
ol  things  to  yon,  rightly  and  wrongly  perhaps;  when 
wrongly,  foi^ve  it.  I  think  of  yon  always.  M^  Ckid 
bless  yon,     '  Love  me  for  ever,'  as 

Toor 

Ba. 
B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

2fithDec.  [1840.] 

My  dear  Ohristmas  gift  of  a  letterl  Iwill  write  bat^ 
a  few  lines,  (all  I  can,  having  to  go  oat  now) — jnst  that  I 
may  forever, — certainly  during  our  mortal  '  forever  * — mix 
my  love  for  yon,  and,  aa  you  suffer  me  to  say,  yonr  love 
for  me  .  .  dearest  1  .  .  these  shall  be  mixed  with  the  other 
loves  of  the  day  and  live  therein — as  I  write,  and  trust,  and 
know — forever  I  While  I  live  X  will  remember  what  was 
my  feeling  in  reading,  and  in  writing,  and  in  stopping 
from  either  .  .  as  I  have  just  done  .  .  to  Idss  yon  and 
bless  you  with  my  whole  heart. —  Yes,  yes,  bless  yon, 
my  own  I 

All  is  right,  all  of  your  letter  .  .  admirably  right  and 
joat  in  the  defence  of  the  women  I  seemed  to  speak  against; 
and  only  seemed — because  that  is  a  way  of  mine  which  yon 
must  have  observed ;  that  foolish  ooDcentrating  of  thought 
and  feeling,  for  a  moment,  on  some  one  little  spot  of  a 
character  or  anything  else  indeed,  and  in  the  attempt  to  do 
justice  and  develop  whatever  may  seem  ordinarily  to  be 
overlooked  in  it, — that  over  vehement  inmHTig  on,  and 
giving  an  nndoe  prominenoe  to,  the  same— which  has  the 
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effect  of  taking  away  from  the  imporUnoe  of  the  rest  of 
the  related  objects  which,  in  truth,  are  not  considered  at 
all  .  .  or  they  voTild  also  rise  proportionally  when  enb- 
jected  to  the  same  (that  is,  correepondingly  magnified  and 
dilated)  light  and  concentrated  feeling.  So,  you  remem- 
ber, the  old  divine,  preaching  on  '  small  sins,'  in  his  zeal 
to  expose  the  tendencies  and  oonsequenoes  osnally  made 
little  aocoont  of,  vas  led  to  maintain  the  said  small  sins 
to  be  '  greater  than  great  ones. '  Bvi  then  .  .  if  yon  look 
on  the  world  altogether,  and  accept  the  small  natures,  in 
their  nanal  propcniion  with  the  greater  .  .  things  do  not 
look  quite  so  bad;  because  the  conduct  which  is  atrocioos 
in  those  higher  caaoa,  of  proposal  and  acceptance,  tnay  be 
no  more  than  the  claims  of  the  occasion  instif;  (wait  and 
hear)  in  certain  other  oases  where  the  thing  sought  for  and 
granted  is  avowedly  less  by  a  million  d^rees.  It  shall 
all  be  traffic,  exchange  (counting  spiritnal  gifts  as  only 
coin,  for  our  purpose) ,  but  sorely  the  formalities  and  poli- 
cies and  decencies  all  vary  with  the  nature  of  the  thing 
trafficked  for.  If  a  man  makes  np  his  mind  during  half 
his  life  to  acquire  a  Pitt-diamond  or  a  Pilgrim-pearl — [he] 
gets  witnesses  and  testimony  and  so  forth — but,  surely, 
when  I  pass  a  shop  where  oranges  are  ticketed  up  seven 
for  sixpence  I  offend  no  law  by  sparing  all  words  and  put- 
ting down  the  piece  with  a  certain  anthoriiative  ring  on 
the  connter.  If  instead  of  diamonds  you  want — (being  a 
king  cw  queen) — provinces  with  live  men  on  them  .  .  there 
is  ao  much  more  diplomacy  required ;  new  interests  are  ap- 
pealed to — high  motives  mippoaed,  at  all  events — whereas, 
when,  in  Naples,  a  man  asks  leave  to  black  your  shoe  in  the 
dnsty  street '  purely  for  the  honour  of  serving  your  Eroel- 
lency  *  yon  laugh  and  would  be  sony  to  find  yooiself 
vithont  a  '  grano  *  or  two— (six  of  which,  about,  make  a 
fartbincO — ^ow  do  you  not  see!  Wliere  so  little  is  to  be 
got,  why  offer  much  more?  If  a  man  knows  that  .  .  but 
I  am  teaching  yon  I  AH  I  mean  is,  that,  in  Benedick's 
phrase,  '  the  world  must  go  on. '    He  who  honestly  wants 
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hia  wife  to  sit  at  the  head  of  his  table  and  oarre  .  .  Uiot 
is  be  his  hdp^meeU  (not  '  help  mete  for  him ') — he  shall 
aasniedly  find  a  girl  dt  his  degree  vho  wanta  the  table  to 
ait  at;  and  some  dear  friend  to  mortify,  who  vxnild  be  glad 
of  Bnoh  a  piece  of  fortnne;  and  if  that  man  offers  that 
-womait  a  bnnch  of  oiange-flowers  and  a  sonnet,  instead  of 
a  bnck-hom-handled  sabie-shaped  knife,  sheathed  in  a 
'  Every  Lady  Her  Own  J^arket-Wonwm,  Being  a  TaUe  of ' 
&:o  &x) — then,  I  say  he  is — ■ 

Bless    yoD,  dearest — the   dock  strikes — and  time  is 
none— bufr— bless  yon  I 

Your  own  B.  B. 


B.B.toE.  B,  B. 

Ssturdty,  4.  p.  m. 
[PcMMiutrk,  December  27,  1848.] 

I  was  forced  to  leave  off  abmptly  on  Ohristmas  BIoib> 
ing — and  now  I  have  bnt  a  few  miimteB  before  oar  inex- 
orable post  leaves.  I  hoped  to  retom  from  Town  earlier. 
But  I  can  say  something — and  Monday  will  make  amends. 
/^'For  ever'  and  for  ever  I  do  love  you,  dearest — love 
( yoa  with  my  whole  heart — in  life,  in  death — 

Yes;  I  did  go  to  Mr.  Eenyon's — who  had  a  little  to 
forgiTe  in  my  slack  justice  to  his  good  dinner,  bat  was  for 
the  rest  his  own  kind  self — uid  I  went,  also,  to  Moron's — 
who  sud  something  abont  my  namber'a  going  off  '  rathw 
heavily  '~-Bo  let  it  I 

Too  good,  too,  too  indnlgent  yon  are,  my  own  Ba,  to 
'  acts '  first  or  last;  bat  all  the  same,  I  am  glad  and  en* 
oooraged.  Let  me  get  done  with  these,  and  better  things 
will  follow. 

Now,  bless  yoo,  ever,  my  sweetest — I  have  yoa  ever  in 
my  thoagbts — ^And  on  Monday,  remember,  I  am  to  see 
yon. 

Yoor  own  B.  B. 
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See  what  I  cat  out  of  a  Cambridge  Adeaiiaer'  ol  tiu 
24ih. — to  make  70a  laugh  I 

K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Satntdsj, 
[Poat-muk.  December  S7,  1040.] 

Yes,  indeed,  X  have  *  obseired  that  way '  in  yon,  and 
not  once,  and  not  twice,  and  not  twenty  times,  bnt  oftener 
than  any, — and  almost  every  time  .  .  do  yoa  know,  .  . 
with  an  nncomfortable  feeling  from  the  reflection  thai  that  is 
the  way  for  mftliiTtg  all  sorts  of  mistakes  dependent  on  and 
ifW"i"g  in  exaggeration.  It  is  the  very  way  1 — the  highway. 
For  what  yon  say  in  the  letter  here  otherwise,  I  do  not 
deny  the  truth — as  partial  truth: — I  was  speaking  gen- 
erally goite.  Admit  thai  I  am  not  apt  to  be  extravagant 
in  my  etprii  de  aexe :  the  Martineaa  dootrinee  of  intellec- 
toal  equality  &o,  I  gave  them  np,  yoa  remember,  like  a 
woman — most  disgraoefnlly,  as  Mrs.  Jameson  would  tell 
xne.  Bnt  we  are  not  on  that  gronnd  now — we  are  on 
gronnd  worth  holding  a  brief  for  I — and  when  women  fail 
here  .  .  it  is  not  so  mooh  onr  fault  Whioh  was  all  I 
meant  to  say  from  the  b^inning. 

It  reminds  me  of  the  exquisite  analysis  in  yoor  *  Lnria,  * 
tiiis  third  act,  of  the  worth  of  a  woman's  sympathy, — 
indeed  of  the  exquisite  doable-analysis  of  nnleamed  and 
learned  sympathies.  Nothing  oonld  be  better,  I  think, 
than  this: — 

To  the  motlTe,  the  endeaTonr, — the  betrt's  self- 
Tom  qnlck  MUM  looks ;  you  crown  and  oUl  aright 
The  Mul  of  tbe  pnrpoM  ere  'tii  eluped  aa  act, 
T&kei  Oetb  1'  the  worU,  and  dothei  Itself  a  king ; 
■  [The  cutting  endoaed  la :— '  A  Few  Rhymes  for  tbe  Preaent  Ohrlit- 
maa'  by  J.  PnicbasEaq.,  B.A.    It  laheaded  by  leTOral  qnotatlooa,  tlw 
first  of  wblcb  Is  signed  'Eliubetb  B.  Barren : ' 

"Tbla  age  sbows  to  my  tbinUng,  still  mora  Infidel*  to  Adam, 
Tban  dInwtJy,  by  prafeadon,  almple  Infldds  to  God. ' 
ThU  la  followed  by  extracts  from  Pindar, 'Lear,' and  tbe  HcauUrs, 
Norton.] 
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exoept  the  ohaiscteriziag  of  the  'learned  piaise,*  vhioh 
oomea  afterwards  in  ita  fine  subtle  tmth.  What  would 
these  critios  do  to  yon,  to  what  degree  undo  yoo,  who 
would  deprive  yon  of  the  ezerciBe  of  the  disoiimiaatiTe 
faculty  of  the  metaphysicians?  As  if  a  poet  ooold  be  great 
without  it  I  They  might  as  well  recommend  a  wsiohmaker 
to  deal  only  in  faces,  in  dials,  and  not  to  meddle  with  the 
wheels  inside  t    Ton  shall  tell  Mr,  Forster  bo. 

And  speaking  of  '  Lnria, '  which  grows  on  me  the  men 
I  read,  .  .  how  6ne  he  is  when  the  donbt  breaks  on  hirn — 
I  mean,  when  he  begins  .  .  'Why  then,  all  is  very  well.* 
It  is  most  affecting,  I  think,  all  that  process  of  donbt  .  . 
and  that  reference  to  the  friends  at  home  (which  at  onoe 
proves  him  a  stranger,  and  intinutee,  by  just  a  stroke,  that 
he  will  not  look  home  for  comfort  out  of  the  new  foreign 
treason)  is  managed  by  yon  with  singular  dramatio  dex- 
terity .... 

.  .  .  '10  slight,  loiUgbt, 
And  yet  It  tells  yon  they  *ra  dead  and  gone  '— 

And  then,  the  direct  approach  .  . 

Tou  now,  BO  kind  here,  all  yon  Florentines, 
Whdt  is  It  in  your  eyest— 

Do  you  not  feel  it  to  be  success,  .  .  '  you  now? '  I  do, 
from  my  low  ground  as  reader.  The  whole  breaking  roond 
him  of  the  olond,  and  the  manner  in  which  he  atanda,  fac- 
ing it,  .  .  I  admire  it  all  thoroughly.  Braocio's  vindica- 
tiou  of  Florence  strikes  me  as  almost  too  poeHoaHy  snbtle 
for  the  man — but  nobody  could  have  the  heart  to  wish  a 
line  of  it  away — that  would  be  too  much  for  critical  virine  I 

I  had  your  letter  yesterday  morning  early.  The  post- 
office  people  were  so  resolved  on  keeping  their  Christmas 
that  they  would  not  let  me  keep  mine.  No  poet  all  day, 
after  that  general  poat  before  noon,  which  never  brings  me 
anything  worth  the  breaking  of  a  seal  I 

Am  I  see  you  on  Monday?  If  there  should  be  the 
leas^  least  crossing  of  that  day,  .  .  anything  to  do,  any- 


C,q,t,=cdbvG00g[C 


1848]  AND  ELIZABETH  BABBETT  369 

thing  to  see,  anything  to  listen  to,— remember  how  Toes- 
day  stands  close  by,  and  that  another  Monday  oomes  on 
the  following  week.    Now  I  need  not  say  that  eTery  time, 
and  yon  will  please  to  remember  it — Eocellenza  I — 
May  God  bless  you— 

Tonr 
E.  B.  B. 

From  the  Jfeie  JHonthhf  Magazine.  '  The  admirers  of 
Boberi  Browning's  poetry,  and  they  are  now  very  namei> 
ons,  will  be  glad  to  hear  of  the  issue  by  TiSi.  Moxon  of  a 
eerenth  seriw  of  the  renowned  Bells  ajid  deUoions  Pome- 
granatee,  nnder  the  title  of  "  Dramatic  Bomancea  and 
Lyrics. ' " 

K  B.  B.  to  B.  S. 

TuMd«r- 
[Port-mark,  December  80,  IMS.] 

"When  yon  are  gone  I  find  yoor  floweta;  and  you  never 
spoke  of  nor  showed  them  to  me — so  instead  of  yester- 
day I  thank  you  to-day — thtunk  yon.  Count  among  the 
mizacles  that  yonr  flowers  live  with  me — ^I  accept  that  for 
an  omen,  dear — dearest  t  Flowers  in  general,  all  other 
flowers,  die  of  despair  when  they  come  into  the  same  at- 
mosphere .  .  used  to  do  it  BO  constantly  and  observably 
that  it  made  me  melancholy  and  I  left  off  for  the  most  part 
having  them  here.  Now  yon  see  how  they  pat  up  with  the 
close  room,  and  condescend  to  me  and  the  dnst — it  is  tme 
and  DO  fancy  I  To  be  sore  they  know  that  I  care  tor  them 
and  that  I  stand  ap  by  the  table  myself  to  change  their 
water  and  cat  their  stalk  freshly  at  intervals — thai  may 
make  a  difference  perhaps.  Only  the  great  reason  most 
be  that  they  are  years,  and  that  yon  teach  them  to  bear 
with  me  patiently. 

So  not  pretend  even  to  misanderstand  what  I  meant  to 
say  yesterday  of  dear  Mr.  Kenyon.  His  blame  woold  fall 
as  my  blame  of  myself  has  fallen :  he  woold  say— will  s^ 
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— *  it  is  UDgenerons  of  her  to  let  sach  a  risk  be  nm  I  I 
thought  she  would  have  been  mote  geoeroaa.'  There,  is 
Mr.  ELenron's  opimon  as  I  foresee  it  I  Not  that  it  voold 
be  spoken,  yon  know  1  he  is  too  kind.  And  then,  he  said 
to  me  last  Bonuner,  somewhere  A  propos  to  the  fiiee  or  bnt- 
terfliee,  that  he  had  '  long  oeased  to  wonder  at  any  extreme 
of  foolishness  prodaoed  by — love. '  He  will  of  ooaiBe  think 
yon  very  very  foolish,  bat  not  nngeneroasly  foolish  like 
other  people. 

Kever  mind.  I  do  not  mind  indeed.  I  mean,  that, 
having  said  to  myseU  worse  than  the  worst  perhaps  of 
what  can  be  said  against  me  by  any  who  regard  me  at  all, 
and  feeling  it  pat  to  silenoe  by  the  fact  that  yon  do  feel  so 
and  so  tor  me;  feeling  that  f^  to  be  an  answa*  to  all,— I 
cannot  mind  mnoh,  in  comparison,  the  railing  at  second 
remove.  There  will  be  a  nine  days'  railing  of  it  and  no 
more :  and  if  on  the  ninth  day  you  shoold  not  exactly  wish 
never  to  have  known  me,  the  better  reason  will  be  demon- 
strated to  stand  with  ns.  On  this  one  point  the  wise  man 
cannot  judge  for  the  fool  his  neighbonr.  If  yon  do  love 
me,  the  inference  is  that  yon  wonld  be  happier  with  than 
without  me — and  whether  yon  do,  yon  know  better  than 
another:  so  I  think  of  t/ou  and  not  of  ^A«ni— always  of  you/ 
When  I  talked  of  being  afraid  of  dear  Mr.  Eenyon,  I  just 
meant  thai  he  makes  me  nervous  with  his  all-sorutinizing 
spectacles,  put  on  for  great  occasions,  and  his  questions 
which  seem  to  belong  to  the  spectacles,  they  go  together 
so : — and  then  I  have  no  presence  of  mind,  as  yon  may  see 
without  the  speotacles.  My  only  way  of  hiding  (when  peo- 
ple set  themaelvm  to  look  for  me)  would  be  the  old  child's 
way  of  getting  behind  the  window  oortains  or  under  the 
sofa ; — and  even  that  might  not  be  effectual  if  I  had  re* 
course  to  it  now.  Do  you  think  it  would?  Two  or  three 
times  I  fancied  that  Mr.  Kenyon  suspected  something — 
bat  if  he  ever  did,  his  only  reproof  was  a  reduplicated 
praise  of  you — he  praises  you  always  and  in  relation  to 
every  sort  of  subject. 
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"What  a  nusomosBism  70a  fell  into  reeterda^,  yon  vbo 
ban  BO  much  great  work  to  do  which  DO  one  else  cftn  do  except 
jnat  yooTBeU  1 — and  70a,  too,  who  have  ooorage  aiid  know- 
ledge, and  must  know  that  every  work,  with  the  principle 
of  life  in  it,  will  live,  let  it  be  trampled  ever  so  nnder  the 
heel  of  a  faithless  and  onbelieving  generation — yes,  that  it 
will  live  like  one  of  yoor  toads,  for  a  thonsaDd  years  in  the 
heart  of  a  rock.  All  men  can  teach  at  second  or  third 
hand,  as  yon  said  .  .  by  prompting  the  foremost  tows  .  . 
by  tradition  and  ttanfilation : — all,  txc^t  poets,  who  must 
preach  their  own  doctrine  and  sing  their  own  song,  to  be 
the  means  of  any  wisdom  or  any  mosic,  and  therefore  have 
Btrioter  dntiee  thrust  upon  them,  and  may  not  lounge  in 
the  ircoi  like  the  oonversation-ieaoherB.  So  moch  I  have 
to  say  to  yon,  till  we  are  in  the  Siren's  ialand — and  /, 
jealons  of  the  Siren  t — 

The  Sinn  mita  thae  iliiglDg  long  for  wctag. 

Bays  Mr.  I^ndor.  A  prophecy  which  refuses  to  class  yon 
with  the  '  mnte  fishes,'  precisely  as  I  do. 

And  are  you  not  my  '  good  '^aJl  my  good  now — my 
Mily  good  ever?  The  Italians  woold  say  it  better  without 
Baying  more. 

I  had  a  letter  from  Mias  Martinean  this  morning  who 
aooonnts  for  her  long  silence  by  the  supposition, — put 
lately  to  an  end  by  scarcely  credible  information  from  Mr. 
Moxon,  she  says — that  I  was  out  of  England;  gone  to  the 
Booth  from  the  20th  of  September.  She  calls  herself  the 
strongest  of  women,  and  talks  of  '  walking  fifteen  miles  one 
day  and  writing  fifteen  pages  another  day  without  fatigue' 
— also  of  mesmerizing  and  of  being  infinitely  happy  except 
in  the  oontinaed  alienation  of  two  of  her  family  who  can- 
not forgive  her  for  getting  well  by  such  unlawful  means. 
And  she  is  to  write  again  to  tell  me  of  Wordsworth,  and 
promises  to  send  me  her  new  work  in  the  meanwhile — all 
very  kind. 

So  here  is  my  letter  to  you,  which  yoa  asked  for  bo 
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*  against  tl^e  principles  of  murersal  justice. '  Tes,  very 
unjust— very  unfair  it  was — only,  yoa  make  me  do  jost  as 
yon  lite  in  everything,  Kow  confess  to  yonr  own  ocm- 
Bcieoce  that  even  if  I  had  not  a  lawful  claim  of  a  debt 
against  yoa,  I  might  come  to  aak  charity  with  another  sort 
of  claim,  oh  '  son  of  homanity.'  Think  how  mnch  more 
need  of  a  letter  / have  than  yoa  can  have;  and  that  if  yoa 
have  a  giant's  power,  '  'tis  tyrannous  to  use  it  like  a  giant.' 
Who  woold  take  tribute  from  the  deeert?  How  I  grumble. 
Do  let  me  have  a  letter  directly  I  remember  that  no  otb^ 
light  comes  to  my  windows,  and  that  I  wait  '  as  those  who 
watch  for  the  morning  * — '  lux  mea ! ' 

Hay  God  bless  you — and  mind  to  say  how  yoa  aie 
exacSy,  and  don't  neglect  the  walking,  prag  do  not. 
Tour  own 

And  after  all,  those  vom^I  A  great  deal  of  doctrine 
commends  and  discommends  itself  by  the  delivery:  and 
an  honest  thing  may  be  said  so  foolishly  as  to  disprove  its 
very  honesly.  Now  after  all,  what  did  she  mean  by  thai 
very  silly  expression  about  books,  but  that  she  did  not  feel 
as  she  considered  herself  capable  of  feeling — and  what  eke 
but  that  was  the  meaning  of  the  other  woman?  Perhaps  it 
should  have  been  spoken  earlier — nay,  dearly  it  should-— 
but  surely  it  was  better  spoken  even  in  the  last  hoar  than 
not  at  all  .  .  sorely  it  is  always  and  under  all  ciroom- 
stances,  better  spoken  at  whatever  cost — I  have  thought  so 
steadily  since  I  could  think  or  feel  at  all.  An  entire  open- 
uess  to  the  last  moment  of  possible  liberty,  at  whatever 
cost  and  consequence,  is  the  most  honourable  and  most 
meioifal  way,  both  for  men  and  women !  pearhaps  for  men 
in  an  especial  manner.  But  I  shall  send  this  letter  away ^ 
being  in  haate  to  get  change  for  it. 
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S.  S.  to  R  B.  B. 

WedneadAf,  December  81,  184S. 
I  liave  been  properlf  pmushed  for  so  much  treaolierr 
as  went  to  that  re-orging  the  prayer  that  you  vonld  begin 
Triting,  when  all  the  time  {after  the  first  of  those  words 
had  been  spoken  which  bade  me  write)  I  was  full  of  piuv 
poee  to  send  my  own  note  last  evening;  one  which  ehotild 
do  its  best  to  thank  70a:  bat  see,  the  punishment  I  At 
home  I  found  a  note  from  Mr.  Home — on  the  point  of  set- 
ting ont  for  Ireland,  too  unwdl  to  manage  to  come  oTer  to 
me ;  anxious,  so  he  said,  to  see  me  before  leaving  ]jondoD, 
and  with  only  Tuesday  or  to-day  to  allow  the  opportonity 
of  it,  if  I  should  choose  to  go  and  find  him  out.  So  I 
considered  all  tilings  and  determined  to  go — but  not  till  so 
late  did  I  determine  on  Tuesday,  that  there  was  barely  time 
to  get  to  Highgate — wherefore  no  letter  reached  yon  to  beg 
pardon  .  .  and  now  this  ondeserred — beyond  the  nsual 
nndeserredneBB — this  last-day-of-the- Year's  gift — do  yoa 
think  or  not  think  my  gratitade  weighs  on  me?  When  I  lay 
this  with  the  others,  and  remember  what  you  have  done  for 
me — I  do  bless  yon — ho  as  I  cannot  but  believe  must  reach 
the  all-beloved  head  all  my  hopes  and  fancies  and  cares  fly 
straight  to.  Dearest,  whatever  change  the  new  year  brings 
with  it,  we  are  togethei^-I  can  give  you  no  more  of  myself 
■ — indeed,  you  give  me  now  (back  ^ain  if  you  choose,  bat 
changed  and  renewed  by  your  posBeBsion)  the  powers  that 
seemed  most  properly  nune.  I  could  only  mean  that,  by 
the  expressions  to  which  you  refer — only  could  mean  that 
yon  were  my  crown  and  palm  InraDch,  now  and  for  ever, 
and  so,  that  it  was  a  very  indifferent  matter  to  me  if  the 
world  took  notice  of  that  fact  or  no.  Yes,  dearest,  that  ta 
the  meaning  of  the  prophecy,  which  I  was  stupidly  blind 
not  to  have  read  and  taken  comfort  from  long  ago.  You 
ABE  the  veritable  Siren — and  you  '  wait  me, '  and  will  sing 
'  song  for  song.*    And  this  is  my  first  sot%,  my  true  boi^ 
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— this  lore  I  bear  yoa — I  look  into  my  heart  aod  then  Idt 
it  go  forth  under  that  name — ^lore.    I  am  more  than  mis- 
tmatfal  of  many  other  feelings  in  me :  they  are  not  eamet 
enoogh ;  so  far,  not  troe  enoogh — bat  this  is  all  the  flon 
of  my  life  which  yon  call  forth  and  which  lies  at  yonr  fee^ 

Kow  let  me  say  it — what  yon  are  to  remember.  Thr 
if  I  had  the  slightest  donbt,  or  fear,  I  wonld  ntter  it  ia. 
yon  on  the  instant — secoie  in  the  incontested  stability  o! 
the  jonn  fact,  even  thongh  the  he^ts  at  the  verge  in  ti^ 
distance  shoold  tremble  and  prove  vapoor — and  there  woold 
be  a  deep  consolation  in  your  foigireness — indeed,  yes ; 
bat  I  tell  yoo,  on  solemn  consideration,  it  does  seem  to 
me  that — once  take  away  the  broad  and  general  words  that 
admit  in  their  nature  of  any  freight  they  can  be  charged 
with, — pat  aside  love,  and  devotion,  and  trust — and  then  I 
seem  to  have  said  nothing  of  my  feeling  to  yon — nothing 
whatever. 

I  will  not  write  more  now  on  this  subject.  Bdieve  yon 
are  my  blessing  and  infinite  reward  beyond  possible  desert 
in  intention, — my  life  has  been  crowned  by  yon,  as  I  said! 

May  Ood  bless  yon  ever — throngh  yon  I  shall  be 
blessed.  May  I  kiss  yonr  cheek  and  pray  this,  my  own, 
all-beloved? 

I  most  add  a  word  or  two  ot  other  things.  I  am  very 
well  now,  quite  well — am  walking  and  about  to  walk. 
Home,  or  rather  his  friends,  reside  in  the  very  lane  Keats 
loved  so  mnch — Millfield  I^ne.  Hunt  lent  me  once  the 
little  copy  of  the  first  Foema  dedicated  to  him— and  on  the 
title-page  was  recorded  in  Hunt's  delicate  characters  that 
'  Eeate  met  him  with  this,  the  presentation-copy,  or  what- 
ever was  the  odious  name,  in  M —  IJane — called  Poets' 
Iiane  by  the  gods — Eeats  came  running,  hiding  it  ap  in 
his  hand.'  Coleridge  had  an  affection  for  the  place,  and 
Shelley  '  knew '  it— and  I  can  testify  it  is  green  and  silent, 
with  pleasant  openings  on  the  grounds  and  ponds,  through 
the  old  trees  that  line  it.  But  the  hills  here  are  far  more 
c^>en  and  wild  and  hill-tike;  not  with  the  eternal  dump  of 
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iCitUgreens  and  thatched  Bumner  honsfr— to  say  nothing 
'^i  the  '  iuTiaible  railing '  miserably  visibla  ererywhere. 
"  yoa  very  well  know  what  a  viflion  it  is  yoa  give  me — 
len  yon  speak  of  standing  up  by  the  tabU  to  care  for  my 
^oreiH — (which  I  will  never  be  ashamed  of  again,  by  the 
raj — ^I  will  Bay  for  the  fatuie;  '  here  are  my  beet ' — in  this 
^  in  other  things.)  Now,  do  yoa  remember,  that  once  I 
tade  yoa  not  sorprise  me  oat  of  my  good  behanoor  by 
ittknding  to  meet  me  anavazes,  as  Tisiona  do,  some  day — 
bat  now — omne  ignotum  ?    TSo,  dearest  I 

Onght  I  to  say  there  will  be  two  days  more?  till  Satoiv 
day — and  if  one  word  comes,  one  line — think  I 
I  am  wholly  yoais — yooia,  beloved  t 

B.  B. 

K  B.  B.  to  A.  B. 

Junuy  1, 184B  pSMJ. 
How  good  yoa  are — how  best  I  it  is  a  favoorite  play  of 
my  memory  to  take  np  the  thought  of  what  yoo  were  to 
me  (to  my  mind  gadngl)  years  ago,  as  the  poet  in  an  ab- 
Btraction — then  the  ihonghis  of  yoa,  a  little  dearer,  in  con- 
crete personality,  aa  Mr.  Kenyon's  friend,  who  had  dined 
with  him  on  such  a  day,  or  met  him  at  dinner  on  such  an- 
other, and  said  some  great  memorable  thing  '  cm  Wednea- 
Ab^  last,'  and  enqoired  kindly  about  me  perhaps  on  Thors- 
day, — till  I  was  proadi  and  so,  the  thonghts  of  yoo, 
nearer  and  nearer  (yet  still  afar !)  as  the  Mr.  Browning  who 
meant  to  do  me  the  honour  of  writing  to  me,  and  who  did 
write;  and  who  asked  me  onoe  in  a  letter  (does  he  remem- 
ber?) '  not  to  lean  out  of  the  window  while  his  foot  was  on 
the  stair ! ' — to  take  np  all  those  thonghts,  and  more  than 
those,  one  after  another,  and  tie  them  together  with  aU^ese, 
which  cannot  be  named  so  easily — which  cannot  be  classed 
in  botany  and  Greek.  It  is  a  nosegay  of  mystical  flowers, 
looking  strangely  and  brightly,  and  keeping  their  May-dew 
throngh  the  Chriatmases — better  than  even  your  flowers  I 
fi-nA  I  un  not  '  ashamed '  of  mine,  .  .  be  very  sare  I  no  I 
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For  the  siren,  I  never  Bnggeated  to  yoa  any  snch  thing 
— vhy  yoa  do  not  pretend  to  have  read  such  a  soggestioii 
in  my  letter  certainly.  That  would  have  been  moet  exemp- 
larily  modest  of  me  1  voold  it  not,  O  UiyaseB? 

And  yoa  meant  to  write,  .  .  yoa  meatU  I  and  went  to 
walk  in  '  Poet's  lone '  instead,  (in  the  *  Aoniaa  of  High- 
gate  ')  which  I  remember  to  have  read  of — does  not  Hont 
speak  of  it  in  his  memoirs? — and  so  now  there  is  another 
track  of  light  in  the  traditions  of  the  place,  and  people  may 
talk  of  the  pomegranate-smell  between  the  hedges.  So  yon 
really  have  hiBa  at  New  Cross,  and  not  hills  by  conrtesy? 
I  was  at  Hampstead  once — and  there  was  something  attrao- 
tire  to  me  in  that  fragment  of  heath  with  its  wild  smell, 
thrown  down  .  .  like  a  Sicilian  rose  from  Froaerpine 'a  lap 
when  the  car  drove  away,  .  .  into  all  that  arid  civilization, 
'  laorel-olomps  and  invisible  visible  fences,'  as  yon  say  I — 
and  the  grand,  eternal  smoke  rising  np  in  the  distance, 
with  its  witness  against  natare  I  People  grew  severely  in 
jest  abont  cockney  landscape — ^bnt  ia  it  not  tme  that  the 
trees  and  graas  in  the  cloae  neighbonrhood  of  great  cities 
mast  (rf  neoeesity  ezcito  deeper  emotion  than  the  vroods 
and  valleys  will,  a  hundred  miles  off,  where  haman  crea- 
tnrea  raminate  atapidly  as  the  cows  do,  the  *  ooanty  fami- 
lies '  BB-chetoing  all  men  who  are  not  '  landed  proprietors,' 
and  the  formers  never  looking  higher  than  to  the  fly  on  the 
nppermost  tomip-leaf  t  Do  yoo  know  at  all  what  English 
conntry-life  is,  which  the  English  praise  so,  and  '  moral- 
ize apon  into  a  thonsacd  similes,'  aa  that  one  greatest, 
parest,  noblest  thing  in  the  world — the  porely  English  and 
excellent  thing?  It  is  to  my  mind  simply  and  purely 
abominable,  and  I  woald  rather  live  in  a  street  than  be 
forced  toliveitoat,— that  English  oonntiy-life;  forldon't 
mean  life  in  the  coantry.  The  social  exigencies— why, 
nothing  can  be  so  bad — nothing!  That  is  the  way  by 
whioh  Englishmen  grow  np  to  t(^  the  wc^ld  in  their  pe< 
oaliar  line  of  respectable  absnrdities. 

Think  of  my  talking  so  as  if  I  coold  be  vexed  with  any 
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one  of  tiiem  I  I! — On  the  oontrarr  I  wish  them  all  a  happy 
new  year  to  abuse  <m6  anotiier,  oi  visit  each  of  them  his 
nearest  neighbonr  whom  he  hatee,  three  times  a  week,  be- 
oaose  '  the  distance  is  so  conTeoient,'  and  give  great  din- 
ners in  noble  rivalship  (reiuBon  frcMU  the  Lord  Lieutenant 
against  tnrbot  from  London  l)i  and  talk  popolarity  and 
game-law  by  tams  to  the  tenantry,  and  beat  down  tithee 
to  the  rector.  This  glorioos  England  of  onis;  with  its 
pecoliar  glory  of  the  rural  districts !  And  my  glory  of 
patriotic  virtne,  who  am  so  happy  in  spite  of  it  all,  and 
make  a  pretence  of  f-nllHng — tallring — while  I  tliinV  the 
whole  time  of  yoor  letter.  I  think  of  your  letter — ^I  am  no 
more  a  patriot  than  Mo// 

May  Ood  blees  yon,  best  and  dearest  I  Yoa  say  things 
to  me  which  I  am  not  worthy  to  listen  to  for  a  moment, 
even  if  I  was  deaf  dnst  the  next  moment  .  .  I  oonfesa  it 
humbly  and  earnestly  as  before  God. 

Tet  He  knows, — if  the  entirenesa  of  a  gift  means  any* 
thing, — that  I  hare  not  given  with  a  reserve,  that  I  am 
yoniB  in  my  life  and  sotil,  for  this  year  and  for  other 
years.  Let  me  be  used /or  yon  rather  than  agatnat  yon  I 
and  that  unspeakable,  immeasnrable  grief  of  feeing  myself 
a  stone  in  yoor  path,  a  clond  in  yonr  sky,  may  I  be  saved 
from  it ! — pray  it  f  or  m«  .  ,  for  my  sake  rattier  than  youn. 
For  the  rest,  I  thank  yon,  I  thank  yon.  Ton  will  be  al- 
ways to  me,  whatto-day  yoaare— and  thatisalll  — 1 
I  am  your  own — 

S.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Bnndsy  NIgbt. 
[Pott-nutrk,  JannuT  S,  1B46.] 

Testeiday,  nearly  the  last  thing,  I  bade  yoa  '  think  of 
me  *~-I  wonder  if  yon  coold  misonderstand  me  in  that? — 
Ab  if  my  words  or  actions  or  any  of  my  ineffectnal  oatside- 
self  thould  be  thooght  of,  unless  to  be  forgiven  1  But  I  do, 
deazest,  feel  oonfidfint  tlut  while  I  am  in  your  mind— cared 
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tat,  rather  than  thought  aboat — no  great  harm  can  happen 
to  me;  and  as,  for  great  harm  to  reach  me,  it  moat  pass 
through  yon,  yon  will  care  for  yonrseU ;  n^self,  best  self  I 
Come,  let  ns  talk.  I  foond  Home's  book  at  home,  and 
have  had  time  to  see  that  freeh  beantifnl  things  are  then 
-^I  eappose  '  Delora '  will  stand  alone  still — ^bnt  I  got 
pleasantly  smothered  with  that  odd  shower  of  woodnspoila 
at  the  end,  the  dwaif-etory ;  cap-masses  and  fern  and  spottT 
yellow  leaves, — all  that,  I  love  heartily — and  there  is  good 
sailor-speech  in  the  '  Ben  Capstan ' — ihongh  he  doee  knock 
a  man  down  with  a  '  crow-bar ' — instead  of  a  marlingspike 
or,  even,  a  belaying-pini  The  first  tale,  though  good, 
seems  least  new  imd  individual,  but  I  mnst  know  more. 
At  one  thing  I  wonder — his  not  reprinting  a  quaint  clever 
real  ballad,  published  before  'Delora,'  on  the  'Merry 
Devil  of  Edmonton ' — the  first  of  his  works  I  ever  read. 
No,  the  very  first  piece  was  a  single  stanza,  if  I  remember, 
in  which  was  this  line :  '  When  bason-crested  Quixote,  lean 
and  bold, ' — good,  is  it  not?  Oh,  while  it  strikes  me,  good, 
too,tsthat  ' Swineshead Monk '  ballad!  Onlylmiastke 
old  ohronideT's  touch  on  the  method  of  concocting  the 
poison:  '  Then  stole  this  Monk  into  the  Garden  and  under 
a  certain  herb  foond  oat  a  Toad,  which,  sqneezbg  into  a 
cnp,*  &e.  something  to  that  effect.  I  snspect,  par  paren- 
thiae,  you  have  foond  ont  by  this  time  my  odd  liking  for 
'  vermin ' — yoo  once  wrote  '  your  snails  * — and  certainly 
snails  are  old  clients  of  mine — ^bot  efts  1  Home  traced  a  | 
line  to  me — in  the  rhymes  of  a  '  'prentice-hand '  I  used  to 
look  over  and  correct  occasionally — taxed  me  (last  week) 
with  having  altered  the  wise  line  '  Cold  as  a  Utxtrd  in  a 
gtmrof  stream '  to  '  Cold  as  a  newt  hid  in  a  shady  brook' 
— for  '  what  do  you  know  about  newts? '  he  asked  of  the 
anthor — who  thereupon  confessed.  But  never  fay  and 
catch  a  speckled  gray  lizard  when  we  are  in  Italy,  love, 
and  you  see  his  tail  hang  ont  of  the  chink  of  a  wall,  his 
winter-house — because  the  strange  taU  will  snap  off,  drop 
from  him  and  stay  in  your  fingers — and  thongh  yon  aflsi- 
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wards  Ififtm  that  there  ia  more  deepetatioii  in  it  and  glori- 
ooB  determinatioii  to  be  free,  than  positive  pain  (bo  people 
saj  wlio  have  uo  tidls  to  be  twisted  ofiT) — and  thongh,  more- 
over, the  tail  grows  again  after  a  sort — yet  .  .  don't  do  it, 
for  it  will  give  jaa  a  thrill  1  What  a  fine  fellow  onr  Eng- 
lish water-eft  is;  '  Triton  palndis  lannaei ' — e  come  gwzta 
(that  yon  can't  say  in  another  language;  cannot  preserve 
the  little  in-and-ont  motion  along  with  the  straightforward- 
nees  I) — I  always  loved  all  those  wild  oreatores  Qod  '  aeU 
up  for  themaehea '  so  independently  of  os,  so  snocessfully, 
witit  their  strange  happy  minnte  inch  of  a  candle,  as  it 
were,  to  light  them ;  while  we  nm  abont  and  against  each 
other  with  onr  great  cressets  and  fire-pots.  I  onoe  saw  a 
solitary  bee  nipping  a  leaf  ronnd  till  it  exactly  fitted  the 
front  of  a  hole;  his  nest,  no  donbt;  or  tomb,  perhaps — 
'  Safe  aa  (Edipos's  grave-plaoe,  'mid  Colone's  olives  swart ' 
— (Kisa  me,  my  Siren  I) — Well,  it  seemed  awful  to  watoh 
that  bee — he  seemed  so  instantly  from  the  teaching  of  God  I 
.XUan  says  that  .  .  a  frog,  does  he  say? — some  animal, 
having  to  awim  aoroea  the  Nile,  never  tails  to  provide  him- 
self with  a  bit  of  reed,  which  he  bites  off  and  holds  m  his 
month  tnutsversely  and  so  pnte  from  shore  gallantiy  ,  . 
beoaose  when  the  water-serpent  comes  swimming  to  meet 
him,  there  is  the  reed,  wider  than  his  serpent's  jaws,  and 
no  hopes  of  s  swallow  that  time — now  fancy  the  two  meet- 
ing beads,  the  frog's  wide  eyes  and  the  vexation  of  the 
f  snake  I 

Now,  see !  do  I  deceive  yon?  Never  say  I  began  by 
letting  down  my  dignity  '  that  with  no  middle  fi^ht  in- 
tends to  soar  above  the  Aonian  Monnt ' ! — 

My  best,  dear,  dear  one,— may  yon  be  better,  less  de- 
preeaed,  .  .  I  can  hardly  imagine  frost  reaching  yon  if  I 
could  be  l^  yon.  Think  what  happiness  yon  mean  to  give 
me, —what  a  life;  what  a  deathi  'I  may  change' — too 
^'^  t  7et,  yon  see,  as  an  eft  was  to  me  at  the  b^;inning  so 
it  coDtinnes — I  may  take  np  atones  and  pelt  the  next  I  see 
—bat— do  you  much  fear  that?— Now,  waft,  move,  guixM, 
Vol.  L— U 
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anima  mia  dolce.  Shall  I  not  knoT  one  day  how  far  your 
moath  mil  be  from  mine  as  we  walk?  May  I  let  that  stay 
.  .  dearest,  (the  2me  stay,  not  the  mouth)? 

I  am  not  vety  well  to-day — or,  rather,  have  not  been 
80 — now,  I  am  well  and  with  you.  I  just  say  that,  reiy 
needlessly,  bnt  for  strict  frankness*  sake.  Now,  you  are 
to  write  to  me  soon,  and  tell  me  all  aboat  yonr  self,  and 
to  love  me  ever,  as  I  love  yon  ever,  and  bless  yon,  and  leave 
yon  in  the  hands  of  God — My  own  love  1 — 

Tell  me  if  I  do  wrong  to  send  this  by  a  morning  post — 
BO  as  to  reach  yoa  earlier  than  the  evening — ^when  yon  will 
.  .  write  to  me? 

Don't  let  me  forget  to  say  that  I  shall  receive  the 
Beoiew  to-monow,  and  will  send  it  directly. 

K  S.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Busdfty. 
[Fort-maik,  JuKiai7«,  18M.] 

When  yon  get  Hr.  Home's  book  yon  will  nndeistand 
how,  after  reading  just  the  first  and  the  last  poems,  I  cordd 
Dot  help  speaking  coldly  a  little  of  it — and  in  fact,  estimat- 
ing hia  power  as  much  as  yon  can  do,  I  did  think  and  do, 
that  the  last  was  unworthy  of  him,  and  that  the  first  might 
have  been  written  by  a  writer  of  one  tenth  of  his  facnltry. 
Bnt  last  night  I  read  the  '  Monk  of  Swineshead  Abbey ' 
and  the  '  Three  Knights  of  Camelott '  and  '  Bedd  Oelert  * 
and  fonnd  them  all  of  different  staff,  better,  stronger,  more 
oonsiatent,  and  read  them  with  pleaanre  and  admiratioD. 
Do  yon  remember  this  application,  among  the  countless 
ones  of  shadow  to  the  transiency  of  life?  I  give  tiie  fitst 
two  lines  for  oleameas — 

Like  to  the  cloud  upon  the  hill 

Wa  are  a  moment  aeen 

Or  the  Aadow  cf  the  windmiO 

Aenm  yon  tunny  tbtpe  t^ffrem. 

New  or  not,  and  I  don't  remember  it  elsewhere,  it  is  just 


C,q,t,=cdbvG00gk' 


18«]  AKD  ELIZABETH  BABBETT  871 

and  beautiful  I  think.  Think  how  the  Bhadov  of  the 
windmill-eail  jost  touches  the  groimd  on  a  bright  windy 
day  1  the  shadow  of  a  bird  flying  is  not  faster  I  Then  the 
'  Three  Knights '  has  beantifQl  things,  with  more  definite 
and  distinct  images  than  he  is  apt  to  show — ^for  his  char- 
acter ia  a  vague  grand  massiveneBB, — like  Stonehenge — 
or  at  least,  if  '  towers  and  battlements  he  sees '  they  are 
'  bosomed  high  *  in  dnsky  clondfl  .  .  it  is  a  '  passion-created 
imagery '  which  has  no  dear  outline.  In  this  ballad  of 
the  'Knights,'  and  in  the  Monk's  too,  we  may  took  ctt 
things,  as  on  the  satyr  who  swears  by  his  horns  and  mates 
not  with  his  kind  afterwards,  *  While,  holding  heaids,  they 
dance  in  pairs' — and  that  is  all  excellent  and  reminds  one 
of  those  fine  sylvan  festivals,  '  Id  Orion. '  Bat  now  tell  me 
if  yoQ  like  altogether  *  Ben  Capstan '  and  if  you  consider 
the  sailor-idiom  to  be  lawfol  in  poetry,  because  I  do  not 
indeed.  On  the  same  principle  we  may  have  Yorkshire  and 
Somersetshire  '  sweet  Doric ; '  and  do  recollect  what  it 
ended  in  of  old,  in  the  Blowsibella  heroiuee.  Then  for  the 
£lf  story  .  .  why  should  such  things  be  written  by  men 
like  Mr.  Home?  I  am  vexed  at  it.  Shakespeare  and 
Fletcher  did  not  write  so  aboat  fairies : — Drayton  did  not. 
Look  at  the  exquisite  '  Nymphidia, '  with  its  subtle  sylvan 
coDsistenoy,  and  then  at  the  lumbering  coarse  .  .  '  machina 
into'ait'  .  .  Qrandmama  Grey  I — to  say  nothing  of  the 
'  small  dog '  that  isn't  the  '  small  boy.'  Mr.  Home  suo- 
oeeds  better  on  a  larger  canvass,  and  with  weightier  ma- 
terial; with  blank  verse  rather  than  lyrics.  He  cannot 
make  a  fine  stroke.  He  wants  subtlety  and  elasticity  in  the 
thought  and  expression.  Bemember,  I  admire  him  hon- 
estly and  earnestly.  No  one  has  admired  more  than  I  the 
'Death  of  Marlowe,' scenes  in  'Cosmo,'  and  'Orion'in 
much  of  it.  But  now  teU  me  if  you  can  accept  with  the 
same  stretched  out  hand  all  these  lyrical  poems?  I  am 
gcnng  to  write  to  him  as  much  homage  as  can  come  troly. 
Who  comHnes  different  faculties  as  you  do,  striking  the 
whole  octave?    Ko  one,  at  present  in  the  world. 
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Dearest,  alter  70a  vent  Kwaj  yesterday  and  I  began  to 
consider,  I  found  that  there  vas  nothing  to  be  so  over-glad 
abont  in  the  matter  of  the  letters,  for  that,  Sunday  coming 
next  to  Saturday,  the  best  sow  is  only  as  good  as  the  wont 
before,  and  I  can't  hear  from  yon,  until  Monday  .  .  Maa> 
day  I  Did  yon  think  of  that — yon  who  took  the  credit 
of  acceding  so  meekly  I  I  shall  sot  praise  you  in  return 
at  any  rate.  I  shall  have  to  wait  .  .  till  what  o'olook  on 
Monday,  tempted  in  the  meanwhile  to  fall  into  controversy 
against  the  '  new  moons  and  sabbath  days '  and  the  paos- 
ing  of  the  post  in  consequence. 

Ton  never  guessed  perhaps,  what  I  look  back  to  at  this 
moment  in  the  physiolf^y  of  our  intercourse,  the  oniious 
double  feeling  I  had  about  yon — ^you  personally,  and  you 
as  the  writer  of  these  letters,  and  the  crisis  of  the  feeling, 
when  I  was  positively  vexed  and  jealous  of  myself  for  not 
snooeeding  better  in  making  a  unity  of  the  two.  I  could 
not!  And  moreover  I  could  not  help  but  that  the  writer 
of  the  letters  seemed  nearer  to  me,  long  .  .  loi^  .  .  ami 
in  spite  of  the  postmark,  than  did  the  personal  visitor  who 
confounded  me,  and  left  me  constantly  under  such  an  im- 
pression of  its  being  all  dream-work  on  bia  side,  that  I 
have  stamped  my  feet  on  this  £oor  with  impatience  to 
think  of  having  to  wait  so  many  hoois  before  the  '  i^^ni^H ' 
closing  letter  conld  come  with  its  confessional  of  an  illu- 
sion. '  People  say,'  I  used  to  think,  '  that  women  aJwa^ 
know,  and  certainly  I  do  not  know,  and  therefore  .  .  there- 
fore.'— The  logic  crushed  on  like  Juggernaut's  car.  But 
in  the  letters  it  was  different — the  dear  letters  took  me  on 
the  side  of  my  own  ideal  life  where  I  was  able  to  stand  a 
little  upright  and  look  round.  I  conld  read  such  letters 
for  ever  and  answer  them  after  a  fashion  .  .  that,  I  felt 
from  the  beginning.     But  you —  t 

3fonday.~-TSevet  too  early  can  the  light  c<nne.  Thank 
yon  for  my  letter  I  Tet  you  look  askance  at  me  over  'newt 
and  toad, '  and  praise  so  the  Elf-story  that  I  am  ashamed 
to  send  you  my  ill  humour  on  the  same  bead.    And  yoa 
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re^y  lilce  that?  admire  it?  QTandinaiiia  Qrej  and  the 
night  cap  and  all?  and  '  shoefye  and  bine  sky? '  and  is  it 
really  wrong  of  me  to  like  certainly  some  touches  and 
images,  bat  not  the  whole,  .  .  not  the  poem  as  a  whole? 
I  can  take  delight  in  the  fantastical,  and  in  the  grotesque — 
bnt  here  there  is  a  want  of  life  and  consistency,  as  it  seems 
to  me ! — the  elf  ia  no  elf  and  speaks  no  elf-tongne :  it  is  not 
the  right  key  to  touch,  .  .  this,  .  .  for  Bapematoial  music. 
So  I  fancy  at  least — bnt  I  will  try  the  poem  again  pres- 
ently. Ton  most  be  right — onless  it  ahonld  be  yonr  over- 
goodness  opposed  to  my  over-badness — I  will  not  be  sore. 
Or  yon  wrote  perhaps  in  an  aooidental  mood  of  most  excel- 
lent critical  smoothness  snch  as  Mr.  Forster  did  his  last 
Examiner  in,  when  he  gave  the  all-hail  to  Mr.  Harness  as 
one  of  the  beet  dramatists  of  the  age  1  I  All  no  I — not  such 
aa  JSt.  Forster's.  Tonr  aool  does  not  enter  into  his  secret 
— There  can  be  nothing  in  common  between  70a.  For  him 
to  say  BDch  a  word — he  who  knowa — or  ought  to  knavf  I — 
And  now  let  ns  agree  and  admire  the  bowing  of  the  old 
ministrel  over  Bedd  Oelert's  onMed  grave — 

Tbe  long  ^Kardf^  like  tnow  Into  the  grare 
With  101611111  grace 

A  poet,  a  friend,  a  generoos  man  Mr.  Home  is,  even  if  no 
laureate  for  the  fairies, 

I  have  this  moment  a  parcel  of  books  via  Mr.  Moxon — 
Miss  Martinean's  two  volnmes — and  Mr.  Bailey  sends  his 
'  Festtu,'  very  kindly,  .  .  and  '  Woman  in  the  Nineteenth 
Century '  from  America  from  a  Mrs.  or  a  Miss  Fuller — how 
I  hate  those  '  Women  of  England,'  '  Women  and  their  Mis- 
sion '  and  the  test  As  if  any  possible  good  were  to  be 
done  by  soch  expositions  of  rights  and  wrongs. 

Yonr  letter  would  be  worth  them  all,  if  you  were  less 

you!    I  mean,  jnst  this  letter,  .  .  all  alive  as  it  is  with 

crawling  buzzing  wriggling  cold-blooded  warm-blooded 

'   creatures  .  .  as  all  alive  as  yonr  own  pedant's  book  in  the 

tree.    And  do  yon  know,  I  think  I  like  frogs  too— par- 
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tioolarly  the  veiy  little  leaping  frogs,  vhioh  are  80  high- 
hearted ae  to  emalate  the  birds.  I  remember  being  aoolded 
by  my  nnrseB  tot  faAing  them  up  in  my  hftnds  and  letting 
them  leap  from  one  hand  to  the  other.  But  for  the  toad  I 
—Thy,  at  the  end  of  the  row  of  narrow  beds  which  we 
called  oar  gardens  when  we  were  children,  grew  an  old 
thorn,  and  in  the  hollow  of  the  root  of  the  thorn,  lived  a 
toad,  a  great  ancient  toad,  whom  I,  for  one,  never  dared 
approach  too  nearly.  That  he  '  wore  a  jewel  in  his  head  * 
I  donbted  nothing  at  all.  Ton  moat  see  it  glitter  if  yon 
stooped  and  looked  steadily  into  the  hole.  And  on  days 
when  he  came  oot  and  sate  swelling  his  black  sides,  I  ncTer 
looked  steadily ;  I  would  nm  a  hundred  yards  round  throngli 
(he  shrobs,  deeper  than  knee-deep  in  the  long  wet  grasa 
and  nettles,  rather  than  go  past  him  where  he  sate;  being 
steadily  of  opinion,  in  the  profundity  of  my  oatnral  hi»- 
tory-leaming,  that  if  he  took  it  into  his  toad's  head  to  spit 
at  me  I  should  drop  down  dead  in  a  moment,  poisoned  as 
by  one  of  the  Medici. 

Oh — and  I  had  a  field-moosa  for  a  pet  once,  and  ahonld 
have  joined  my  sisters  in  a  rat's  nest  if  I  had  not  been  ill 
at  the  time  (as  it  was,  the  little  rats  were  tenderly  smoth- 
ered by  over^lorel):  and  blue-bottle  flies  I  nsed  to  feed, 
and  hated  your  spiders  for  them ;  yet  no,  not  mnch.  My 
aversion  proper  .  .  call  it  horror  rather  .  .  was  for  the 
silent,  cold,  clinging,  gliding  bat;  and  even  now,  I  think, 
I  conld  not  sleep  in  the  room  witti  that  sfarange  bird-monse- 
oreatnre,  as  it  glides  round  the  ceiling  silently,  silently  as 
its  shadow  does  on  the  floor.  If  yon  listen  or  look,  there 
is  not  a  wave  of  the  wing — the  wing  never  waves  I  A  bird 
without  a  feather  1  a  beast  that  flieel  andsocoldt  as  cold 
as  a  fish  1  It  is  the  most  supematoral-eeeming  of  natural 
things.  And  then  to  see  how  when  the  windows  are  open 
at  night  those  bats  come  sailing  .  .  without  a  sound — and 
go  ,  .  you  cannot  guess  where! — fade  with  the  night- 
blackness! 

Yon  have  not  been  well-~whioh  is  my  first  thought  if 
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not  my  fiist  word.  Do  walk,  and  do  not  work;  and  think 
.  .  wliat  I  oonld  be  tTiinVing  of,  If  I  did  not  think  of 
you.  .  dear— deaiost!  '  Aa  the  doTce  fly  to  the  windows,' 
so  I  think  of  yon!  As  the  prisoners  think  of  liberty,  as  the 
dying  think  of  Heaven,  so  I  think  of  yon.  When  I  look 
np  straight  to  God  .  .  nothing,  no  one,  used  to  intercept 
me — now  there  is  you — only  yoa  under  him  I  Do  not  nse 
snch  words  as  those  therefore  any  more,  nor  say  that  yon 
are  not  to  be  thooght  of  so  and  so.  Ton  are  to  be  thooght 
of  every  way.  Toa  most  know  what  yoa  are  to  me  if  yoa 
know  at  all  what  /  am,  — and  what  I  shonld  be  bnt  for  yon. 
So  .  .  love  me  a  little,  with  the  spiders  and  the  toads 
and  the  lizards  1  love  me  as  yon  love  the  efts — and  I  will 
betieve  in  you  as  yoo  believe  .  .  in  ^Hian— Will  that  do? 
Tour  own — 

Say  how  yoa  are  when  you  write — and  write, 

ILB.toE.  B.  B. 

TuflodAj  UranlBg. 
I  this  minnte  receive  the  Beview — a  poor  boainees, 
tndy  1  Is  there  a  reason  for  a  man's  wits  dwindling  the 
moment  he  gets  into  a  critical  High-plaoe  to  hold  forth? — 
I  have  only  glanced  over  the  article  however.  Well,  one 
day  /  am  to  write  of  yon,  deareet,  and  it  most  come  to 
something  rather  better  than  ihati 

I  am  forced  to  send  now  what  is  to  be  sent  at  all,  Blees 
yoa,  dearest.    I  am  trnsting  to  hear  from  yoa— 

Toar  E.  B. 

And  I  find  by  a  note  from  a  fairer  friend  and  favoorer 
of  mine  that  in  the  New  Quarterly  '  Mr,  Browning '  figoiea 
pleasantly  as  *  one  withont  any  sympathy  for  a  haman 
being  I  * — Then,  for  newts  and  efts,  at  all  events  I 
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Jt.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Tueadarmght. 
[Pott-mark,  Januuy  T.  184S.] 
Bat,  my  sweet,  there  is  safer  going  in  letters  than  in 
Yisits,  do  70a  not  see?  In  the  letter,  one  may  go  to  the 
atmost  limit  of  one's  sappoeed  tether  irithoat  danger — 
there  is  the  distance  so  palpably  between  the  most  aada- 
oions  step  there,  and  the  next  .  .  which  is  nowhere,  see- 
ing it  is  not  in  the  letter.  Quite  otherwise  in  personal  ia- 
terconrse,  where  any  indication  of  turning  to  a  certain  path, 
even,  might  possibly  be  checked  not  for  its  own  fault  but 
lest,  the  path  onoe  reached  and  proceeded  in,  some  other 
fcffbidden  turning  might  eome  into  si^t,  we  will  say.  In 
the  letter,  all  ended  there,  just  there  .  .  and  yon  may 
think  of  that,  and  f  oi^ve ;  at  all  events,  may  avoid  speak- 
ing irrevocable  words — and  when,  as  to  me,  those  words 
are  intensely  true,  doom-words — think,  dearest  1  Because, 
as  I  told  yon  once,  what  most  characterizes  my  feeling  for 
yon  is  the  perfect  respect  in  it,  the  foil  belief  .  .  (I  shall 
get  presently  to  poor  Robert's  very  avowal  of '  owing  yon 
all  esteem '  1 ).  It  is  on  that  I  build,  and  am  secure — for 
how  should  I  know,  of  myself,  how  to  serve  you  and  be 
properly  yours  if  it  all  was  to  be  learnt  by  my  own  int^ 
preting,  and  what  you  professed  to  dislike  you  were  to  be 
considered  as  wishing  tor,  and  what  liking,  as  it  seemed, 
yon  were  loathing  at  your  heart,  and  if  so  many  '  noes  * 
made  a  '  yes,'  and  '  one  refusal  no  rebnff '  and  all  that  hor- 
rible bestiality  which  stout  gentiemen  turn  np  the  whites 
of  their  eyes  to,  when  they  rise  after  dinner  and  pressii^ 
the  right  hand  to  the  left  side  say,  '  The  toast  be  dear 
woman  I '  Now,  love,  with  this  feeling  in  me  from  the  be- 
ginning,— I  do  believe, — now,  when  I  am  utterly  blest  in 
this  gift  of  your  love,  and  least  able  to  imagine  what  I 
should  do  without  it, — I  cannot  but  believe,  I  say,  that 
had  yon  given  me  once  a  '  refusal ' — oletu'ly  derived  from 
jour  own  feelings,  and  quite  apart  from  any  fancied  o(m< 
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sidsratioii  for  1117  ioteiests;  had  this  come  upon  me, 
whether  slowly  but  ioeyitably  in  the  oooiee  of  events,  or 
Boddeuly  as  precipitated  by  any  step  of  mine;  I  should, 
bdieving  you,  have  never  agun  renewed  directly  or  indi- 
rectly snoh  solicitation;  I  should  have  b^pm  to  coont  how 
many  other  ways  were  yet  open  to  serve  yon  and  devote 
myself  to  yon  .  ,  bnt  from  the  ouiaide,  now,  and  not  in 
your  livery  I  Kow,  if  I  shoold  have  acted  thns  under  any 
cinmmstanoeB,  how  coold  I  bnt  redouble  my  endeavoois  at 
preoantion  after  my  own  foolish — yon  know,  and  fo^ave 
long  since,  and  I,  too,  am  fo^ven  is  my  own  eyes,  for  the 
eanae,  though  not  the  manner— bnt  could  I  do  other  than 
keep  '  &rther  from  yon '  than  in  the  letters,  dearest?  For 
yonr  own  part  in  that  matter,  seeing  it  with  all  the  light 
yon  have  since  given  me  (and  then,  not  inadequately  by  my 
own  light)  I  could,  I  do  kiss  year  feet,  kiss  every  letter  in 
yoor  name,  bless  yon  with  my  whole  heart  and  soul  if  I  could 
ponr  them  out,  from  me,  before  you,  to  stay  and  be  yonrs; 
when  I  think  on  your  motives  and  pure  perfect  generosity. 
It  vas  the  plainness  of  that  which  determined  me  to  wait 
and  be  patient  and  gratefol  and  yonr  own  for  ever  in  any 
shape  or  capacity  yon  might  please  to  accept.  Do  yon 
think  that  because  I  am  so  rich  now,  I  could  not  have  been 
most  rich,  too,  then — in  what  would  seem  little  only  to  me, 
only  with  &.ia  great  happiness  ?  I  shonld  have  been  prond 
beyond  measore— happy  past  all  desert,  to  call  and  be  al- 
lowed to  see  yon  simply,  speak  with  yon  and  be  spoken 
to — what  am  I  more  than  others?  Don't  think  this  mock 
hnmility — it  19  not — yon  take  me  in  yonr  mantle,  and  we 
shine  together,  but  I  know  my  part  in  it!  All  this  is  writ- 
ten breathlessly  on  a  sudden  fancy  that  yon  might — if  not 
now,  at  some  fatnre  time — give  other  than  this,  the  true 
reason,  for  that  discrepancy  yon  see,  that  nearness  in  the 
letters,  that  eurly  fomeas  in  the  visits  I  And,  love,  all  love 
is  bnt  a  passionate  dravnng  ctoser— I  would  be  one  with 
yon,  dearest;  let  my  booI  press  dose  to  yon,  as  my  lips. 
dear  life  of  my  life. 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


rrS  THE  LETTERS  OF  BOBEBT  BROWSTSG     [Jax.  7 

Wednesday. — Yon  ate  entirely  right  aboat  those  poema 
of  Horne's — I  spoke  only  of  the  effect  of  the  first  glaooe, 
and  it  is  a  principle  with  me  to  begin  by  welcoming  any 
strangeneas,  intention  of  originality  in  men — the  other  way 
of  safe  copying  precedents  being  so  safe.  So  I  began  by 
praising  all  that  was  at  all  qoestionabte  in  the  form  .  . 
reserving  the  groond-worb  for  after  consideration.  The 
Elf-story  turns  out  a  pore  mistake,  I  think — and  a  common 
mistake,  too.  Fairy  st(Hies,  the  good  tmes,  were  written 
for  men  and  women,  and,  being  true,  pleased  also  cbH- 
dren;  now,  people  set  abont  writii^  for  children  and  miss 
them  and  the  others  too, — with  that  detestable  irreverenoe 
and  plain  mocking  all  the  time  at  the  very  wonder  they 
profess  to  want  to  excite.  All  obrioos  bending  down  to 
the  lower  capacity,  determining  not  to  be  the  great  com- 
plete man  one  ia,  by  half;  any  patronizing  minnte  to  be 
spent  in  the  nursery  over  the  books  and  w<vk  and  health- 
ful play,  of  a  visitor  who  will  presently  bid  good-bye  and 
betake  himself  to  the  Beefsteak  CInb — keep  va  from  all 
thati  The  Sailor  Laognage  is  good  in  its  way;  bat  as 
wrongly  nsed  in  Art  as  real  clay  and  mud  would  be,  if  one 
plastered  them  in  the  f  oregronnd  of  a  landscape  in  order  to 
attain  to  so  much  tmth,  at  all  evente — the  tme  thing  io 
endeavonr  is  the  making  a  golden  colour  which  shall  do 
every  good  in  the  power  of  the  dirty  brown.  Well,  then, 
what  a  veering  weathercock  am  I,  to  write  so  and  now,  00  / 
Not  altogether, — for  first  it  was  bat  the  stranger's  welcome 
I  gave,  the  right  of  every  new  comer  who  must  stand  or 
fall  by  his  behavionr  once  admitted  within  the  door.  And 
then — when  I  know  what  Horns  thinks  of — yon,  dearest; 
how  he  knew  yon  first,  and  from  the  sonl  admired  yon; 
and  how  little  he  thinks  of  my  good  fortune  .  .  I  cfnM 
NOT  begin  by  giving  you  a  bad  impression  of  anything  he 
sends — he  has  snch  very  tew  rewards  for  a  great  deal  of 
hard  excellent  endnring  work,  and  none,  no  revrard,  I  do 
think,  wonld  he  less  willingly  forego  than  yonr  praise  and 
sympathy.    Bnt  yonr  opinion  once  ezpressed—tmtb  ze* 
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mains  the  tnitli — bo,  at  least,  I  exonee  mTself  .  .  and  quite 
as  much  for  what  I  ea;  now  as  for  what  was  said  then  I 
'  Sing  John '  ia  very  fine  and  fall  of  parpose;  '  The  Noble 
Heart,'  sadly  faint  and  nncharaoteristie.  The  chief  inci- 
dent, too,  tamB  on  that  poor  conventional  fallacy  aboat 
what  oonstitatea  a  proper  wrong  to  reaiat — a  piece  of  mo- 
raUty,  after  a  different  standard,  is  introdaced  to  complete 
another  fashioned  morality — a  segment  of  a  circle  of  largw 
dimensions  is  fitted  into  a  smaller  one.  Now,  yon  may 
have  yonr  own  standard  of  morality  in  this  matter  of 
resistance  to  wrong,  how  and  when  if  at  alL  And  yon 
may  qoite  nnderstand  and  sympathize  with  quite  different 
standards  innumerable  of  other  people ;  but  go  from  one 
to  the  other  abruptly,  yon  cannot,  I  think.  '  Bear  pa- 
tiently all  injniies — revenge  in  no  case ' — that  ia  plain. 
*  Take  what  yoa  conceive  to  be  God's  part,  do  his  evident 
work,  stand  np  for  good  and  destroy  evil,  and  co-operate 
with  this  whole  scheme  here' — that  ia  pMn,  too, — bnt, 
oall  Otto's  act  no  wrong,  or  being  one,  not  snoh  as  shoold 
be  avenged — and  then,  call  the  remark  of  a  stranger  that 
one  is  a  'recreant' — ^jnstwhat  needs  the  slight  punish- 
ment  of  instant  death  to  the  remarker— and  .  .  where  is 
the  way?    Wliat  ts  clear? 

— Not  my  letter  1  which  goes  on  and  on — '  dear  letters  * 
— sweetest?  because  they  cost  all  the  precions  labour  of 
malring  out?  Well,  I  shall  see  yon  to-morrow,  I  tmat. 
Bless  yoa,  my  own — I  have  not  half  said  what  vras  to  say 
even  in  the  letter  I  thought  to  write,  and  which  proves 
only  what  you  seel  But  at  a  thought  I  fly  off  with  yon, 
'  at  a  oook-crow  from  the  Orange. ' — Ever  your  own. 

liSSt  night,  I  received  a  copy  of  the  New  Quarterhf — 
now  here  is  popular  praise,  a  sprig  of  it !  Instead  of  the 
attack  I  supposed  it  to  be,  from  my  foolish  friend's  ao- 
ooont,  the  notice  is  outrageously  eulogistical,  a  stupidly 
extravagant  laudation  from  fizst  to  last — and  in  three  other 
articles,  as  my  sister  finds  by  diligent  fishing,  they  intro- 
duce my  name  with  the  same  felicitous  praise   (except  one 
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inBtanm,  though,  in  a  good  article  by  Chorley  I  am  oer- 
tain) ;  and  vnth  me  I  don't  know  how  many  poetical  crUhu 
are  praised  as  noticeably — and,  in  the  tomii^;  of  a  page, 
Bomebody  is  abased  in  the  riohest  style  of  soaTengering — 
only  Carlyle!  And  I  love  him  enongh  not  to  enry  him 
SCO'  wish  to  change  places,  and  giving  him  mine,  monnt 
into  his. 

All  which,  let  me  forget  In  the  thonghta  <^  to-monowl 
Bless  yon,  my  Ba. 

E.  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

Wedoeid&y. 
[Pocrt-muk,  Ssavxrj  7,  184t.] 

Bat  some  things  are  indeed  said  very  traly,  and  as  I 
like  to  read  them — of  you,  I  mean  of  coarse, — though  I 
quite  nnderstand  that  it  is  doing  no  mannra'  of  good  to  go 
bac^  so  to  '  Faracelsns, '  heading  the  article  '  Paraoelsas 
and  other  poems,'  as  if  the  other  poems  ooald  not  front 
the  reader  broadly  by  a  divine  right  of  their  own.  *  Para- 
oelsas '  is  a  great  work  and  will  live,  bat  the  way  to  do 
yon  good  with  the  atiffnecked  pablio  (sach  good  as  critios 
can  do  in  their  degree)  woidd  have  been  to  hold  fast  and 
conspicnoasly  the  gilded  horn  of  the  last  living  crowned 
creature  led  by  yoa  to  the  altar,  saying  '  lKX>k  here.'  What 
had  he  to  do  else,  as  a  critic?  Was  he  writing  for  the 
Betrospective  Review  ?  And  then,  no  attempt  at  analytical 
criticism — or  a  failure,  at  the  least  attempt  I  all  slack  and 
in  sentences!  Still  these  are  right  things  to  say,  true 
things,  worthy  things,  said  of  you  as  a  poet,  thongh  your 
poems  do  not  find  justice:  and  I  like,  for  my  own  part, 
the  issuing  from  my  cathedral  into  your  great  world — the 
outermost  temple  of  divinest  consecraticm.  I  like  that 
figure  and  association,  and  none  tiie  worse  for  its  being  a 
sufficient  refutation  of  what  he  dared  to  impute,  oi  your 
poetical  sectarianism,  in  another  place — yours  I 

For  me,  it  is  all  qnite  kind  enough — only  I  ot^ec^  oa 
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my  own  port  also,  to  being  reviewed  in  the  '  Seraphim,' 
when  my  better  books  are  nearer :  and  also  it  always  makes 
me  a  little  savage  when  people  talk  of  Tennyaomamsms  I 
I  have  faults  enough  as  the  Mnses  know, — bat  let  them  be 
my  faults  t  When  I  wrote  the  '  Bomannt  of  Margret,'  I 
had  not  read  a  line  of  Tennyson.  I  came  from  the  oonn- 
try  with  my  eyes  only  half  open,  and  he  had  not  pene- 
trated where  I  had  been  living  and  sleeping :  and  in  fact 
when  I  afterwards  tried  to  reach  him  here  in  London, 
nothing  conld  be  fonnd  except  one  slim  Tolome,  so  that, 
till  the  collected  works  appeared  .  .  favenie  Mozon,  .  .  I 
was  ignorant  of  his  best  early  prodnctionH ;  and  not  even 
for  the  rhythmetical  form  of  my  '  Tision  of  the  Poets, '  was 
I  indebted  to  the  '  Two  Toicee, ' — three  pages  of  my  *  Vi- 
sion '  having  been  written  several  years  ago — at  the  begin- 
ning  of  my  illness — and  thrown  aside,  and  taken  np  again 
in  the  sprii^  of  1844.  Ah,  well!  there's  no  nae  talking  I 
In  a  solitary  review  which  noticed  my  '  Essay  on  Mind/ 
somebody  wrote  .  .  '  this  yooi^  lady  imitates  Darwin ' — 
and  I  never  could  read  Darwin,  .  .  was  stopped  always 
on  the  second  page  of  the  '  Loves  of  the  Plants '  when  I 
tried  to  read  him  to  '  justify  myself  in  having  an  opinion  * 
— ^the  repulsion  was  too  sboi^.  Tet  the  '  young  lady  imi- 
tated Darwin '  of  coarse,  as  the  infallible  critic  said  so. 

And  who  are  Mr.  Helps  and  Miss  Emma  Fisher  and 
the  '  many  others,'  whose  company  Inings  one  down  to  the 
r^ht  plebeianism?  The  '  three  poets  in  three  distant  agea 
bom '  may  well  stare  amazed. 

After  all  you  shall  not  by  any  means  say  that  I  upset 
the  inkstand  on  7001  review  in  a  passion — because  pray 
mark  that  the  ink  has  over-run  some  of  your  praises,  and 
that  if  I  had  been  angry  to  the  overthrow  of  an  inkstand, 
it  would  not  have  been  precisely  there.  It  is  the  second 
book  spoilt  by  me  within  these  two  da^s — and  my  fingers 
were  so  dabbled  in  blackness  yesterday  that  to  wrii^  my 
hands  would  only  have  made  matters  worse.  Holding 
them  up  to  Mr.  E^yon  they  looked  dirty  enough  to  befit 
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s  poeteas — as  black  '  ns  bard  beseemed ' — and  he  toolc  the 
review  away  vith  him  to  read  and  save  it  from  more  harm. 

How  coold  it  be  that  ;oa  did  not  get  m^  letter  which 
would  have  reached  yoa,  I  thought,  oo  Monday  ereniiig, 
or  on  Tuesday  at  the  very  very  earliest? — and  how  is  it 
that  I  did  not  hear  from  yon  last  night  i^aio  when  I  was 
nnreasonable  enoogh  to  exppct  it?  is  it  true  that  yon  kate 
writing  to  me? 

At  that  word,  oomes  the  te^w  back  from  dear  Ur. 
Kenyon,  and  the  letter  which  I  endoee  to  show  yon  how 
it  aoconnts  reasonably  for  the  ink— I  did  it '  in  a  pet*'  he 
thinks !  And  I  ought  to  boy  yoQ  a  new  book — certainly  I 
ooght — only  It  is  not  worth  doing  justice  tor — and  I  shall 
therefore  send  it  back  to  yoQ  spoilt  as  it  is;  and  yon  mnst 
forgive  me  as  m^nanimonsly  as  yoa  can. 

'  Omne  ^notnm  pro  msgnifico' — do  yon  think  8o?  I 
hope  not  indeed!  vo  quitando — and  everything  else  that 
I  oaght  to  do — except  of  coarse,  tJuU  thinking  of  yoa  which 
is  so  difficult 

May  God  blesa  you.     Till  to-morrow  I 

Yonr  own  always. 

Mr.  Kenyon  refers  to  '  Festas ' — of  which  I  had  said 
that  the  fine  things  were  worth  lookii^  for,- in  the  design 
manqni. 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Friday  Uomlog. 
[Pott-mu-k,  Juiuarr  ft,  1S4S.7 

Ton  never  think,  ever  dearest,  that  I '  repent ' — why 
what  a  word  to  nse !  Yoa  never  conld  think  such  a  word 
for  a  momentl  If  you  were  to  leave  me  even, — to  dedde 
that  it  ia  best  for  you  to  do  it,  and  do  it,— I  should  aooeda 
at  once  of  course,  but  never  shoold  I  nor  oould  I  *  reprait  * 
.  .  regret  anything  .  .  be  sorry  for  having  known  yon  and 
loved  you  ,  .  nol   Which  I  say  simply  to  prove  that,  in  no 
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^Etreme  oase,  ooold  I  repent  for  my  own  sake.    Pot  Toms, 
it  m^ht  be  diffeient. 

Not  oat  of  '  geoeroBity '  oertunly,  bat  from  the  verieet 
Belfislmess,  I  oliooae  here,  before  (3od,  any  possible  pres- 
ent evil,  rather  than  the  fotare  oonsoioasnees  of  feeling 
myself  leas  to  yoo,  on  the  whcde,  than  another  woman 
might  have  been. 

Oh,  these  Tain  and  most  heathenish  repetitions — do  I 
not  vex  yoa  by  them,  yoa  whom  X  would  always  please, 
and  never  tox?  Tet  they  force  their  way  beoanse  yon  are 
the  best  noblest  and  dearest  in  the  world,  and  becaose 
yonr  happiness  is  so  piedons  a  thing. 
Cloth  of  frieze,  be  not  too  bold. 
Though  thoa'rt  nutched  with  cloth  of  gold  I 
— ihai,  beloved,  was  written  forme.  And  yoa,  if  yon  woald 
make  me  happy,  alway$  will  look  at  yonreelf  from  my 
gTDOnd  and  by  my  light,  as  I  see  yoa,  and  consent  to  be 
selfish  in  all  things.  Observe,  that  if  I  were  vaciUaiingf  I 
Bhoold  not  be  so  weak  as  to  tease  yoa  with  the  process 
of  the  vacillation :  I  shoald  wait  till  my  pendolnm  ceased 
swinging.  It  is  precisely  beoaase  I  am  yonr  own,  past 
any  retraction  or  wish  of  retraction, — beoanse  I  belong  to 
yoa  by  gift  and  ownership,  and  am  ready  and  willing  to 
prove  it  before  the  world  ata  word  of  yours, — itis  precisely 
for  this,  that  I  remind  yoa  too  c^ten  of  the  necessity  of 
using  this  right  of  yoars,  not  to  yoor  injury,  of  beii^  wise 
and  strong  for  both  of  as,  and  of  guarding  your  happiness 
which  is  mine.  I  have  said  these  things  ninety  and  nine 
times  over,  and  over  and  over  have  yon  replied  to  them, — 
as  yesterday !— and  now,  do  not  speak  any  more.  It  is 
only  my  preachment  for  general  nse,  and  not  for  particular 
application, — cmly  to  be  ready  for  application,  I  love  you 
from  the  deepest  of  my  nature — the  whole  world  is  noth- 
ing to  me  beside  yon — and  what  is  so  preoioos,  is  not  far 
from  being  terrible.    '  How  dreadful  is  this  place, ' 

To  hear  yoa  talk  yesterday,  is  a  gladness  in  the  thought 
for  to-day, — it  was  with  sndh  a  fall  assent  that  I  listened 
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to  eTerj  word.    It  is  trae,  I  thint,  that  ve  see  things     I 
(things  apart  front  ourselves)  nnder  the  same  aspect  and     ] 
oolonr — and  it  is  certainlr  tme  that  I  have  a  sort  of  instinct     I 
by  which  I  seem  to  know  yoat  views  of  soch  Babjects  as 
we  have  never  looked  at  tt^ethei.    I  know  you  so  well 
(jes,  I  boast  to  myself  of  that  intimate  knowledge),  that  I 
seem  to  know  also  the  i<^la  of  all  things  as  they  are  in 
yonr  eyes — so  that  never,  scarcely,  I  am  cnrioos, — never 
anxious,  to  learn  what  yonr  opinions  may  be.    Now,  hat» 
I  been  cnrioos  or  anxions?    It  was  enough  for  me  to  know 
you. 

More  than  enough  I  You  have  '  left  undtme ' — do  yon 
say?  On  the  contrary,  you  have  done  too  mndi, — ^yoa  are 
too  much.  My  cnp, — which  used  to  hold  at  the  bottom  of 
it  jnst  the  drop  of  Heaven  dew  lYiingling  irith  the  absin- 
thns, — has  overflowed  all  this  wine:  and  ^at  makes  me 
look  out  for  the  vases,  which  would  have  held  it  better, 
had  yoQ  stretched  out  your  hand  for  them. 

Say  how  you  are — and  do  take  care  and  exercise — and 
write  to  me,  dearestl 

Ever  yonr  own — 

Ba. 

Sow  right  yon  are  about  'Ben  Capstan,' — and  the 
illnsliation  by  the  ytlhto  day.  That  is  precisely  what  I 
meant, — said  with  more  preoisicm  than  I  could  say  it.  Juci 
without  an  ideal  is  neither  nature  nor  art.  The  question 
involves  the  whole  difference  between  Madame  Tossaod 
and  Phidias. 

I  have  jnst  received  Mr.  Edgar  Poe's  book— and  I  see 
that  the  deteriorating  preface  which  was  to  have  saved  me 
from  the  vanity-fever  produceable  by  the  dedication,  is  oat 
down  and  away — perhaps  in  this  particular  copy  only  I 

Tuesday  is  so  near,  as  men  count,  ttiat  I  caught  myself 
jnst  now  being  afraid  lest  the  week  should  have  no  chance 
of  appearing  long  to  you !  Try  to  let  it  be  long  to  yoa — 
will  you?    My  consistency  is  wonderful. 
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'  S.B.to  E.  B.  B. 

Aeif  I  oonld deny  yon  anything!  Here  is  the  Be™w— 
Indeed  it  was  foolish  to  mind  yoni  aeeing  it  at  all.  But 
now,  may  I  etipalate?— Ton  shaU  not  send  it  back — 
bnt  on  yonr  table  I  shall  find  and  take  it  next  Taeaday — 
c'egt  convemtl  The  other  precions  volnme  has  not  com? 
io  haad  (nor  to  foot)  all  throogh  yoar  being  so  sore  that 
to  carry  it  home  would  have  been  the  death  of  me  last 
evening  I 

I  cannot  write  my  feelings  in  this  large  writing,  begun 
onsaoh  asoale  for  the  Beview's  sake;  and  jost  now — there 
is  no  denying  it,  and  spite  of  all  I  have  been  incredoloos 
aboat— it  does  seem  that  the  fact  u  achieved  and  that  I  do 
lore  yoa,  plainly,  sorely,  more  than  ever,  more  than  any 
day  in  my  life  before.  It  is  your  secret,  the  why,  the 
how;  the  experience  is  mine.  What  are  you  doing  to 
me? — in  the  heart's  heart. 

Best— dearest— bless  yon — 

E.  B.  B.  to  S.  B. 

Sataid^. 
[Post-mark,  Janiury  10,  1848.] 

Kindest  and  dearest  yoa  are !— that  is  '  my  secret '  and 
tor  the  others,  I  leave  them  to  yon  1 — only  it  is  no  secret 
that  I  shoold  and  most  be  glad  to  have  the  words  yoa  sent 
with  the  book, — which  I  shoold  have  seen  at  all  events,  be 
sore,  whether  yon  had  sent  it  or  not.  Shoold  I  not,  do 
yon  think?  And  considering  what  the  present  generation 
of  critics  really  is,  the  remarks  on  yoa  may  stand,  althoogh 
it  is  the  dreariest  impotency  to  complain  of  the  want  of 
flesh  and  blood  and  of  hnman  sympathy  in  generaL  Tet 
Boffer  them  to  say  on — it  is  the  stamp  on  the  critical  knife. 
There  mast  be  something  eminently  stupid,  or  farewell 
oritiodom  I    And  if  anything  more  atterly  ontme  conH  be 
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said  than  another,  it  is  pKoifielf  that  saTing,  whioh  ISi. 
Macka;  stands  ap  to  catoh  the  revemon  of  I  Do  70a  in- 
deed sappose  that  Heraod  conld  have  done  this?  I  scane- 
1;  can  believe  it,  thongh  some  things  are  said  rightly  as 
aboat  the  '  inteUeotoality, '  and  how  70Q  stand  first  by  the 
brain,— which  is  as  tme  aa  tmth  can  be.  Then,  I  thaS 
Aove  '  Fcadine '  tn  a  day  or  two — yes,  I  shall  and  must,  and 
wiU. 

The  'Ballad  Poems  and  Fancies,'  the  article  calling 
itself  by  that  name,  seems  indeed  to  be  Mr.  Chorley's,  and 
is  one  of  his  very  best  papets,  I  think.  There  is  to  me  a 
want  of  coloor  and  thinness  aboat  his  writingB  in  genexal, 
with  a  grace  and  aavoir  faire  neTertheless,  and  always  a 
righfaMss  and  parity  of  intention.  Observe  what  he  s^s 
of  '  many-sidedness '  seeming  to  trench  on  opinios  and 
principle.  That,  he  means  for  himself  I  know,  for  he  has 
said  to  me  that  throngh  having  sach  largeness  of  sympathy 
he  has  been  choked  with  want  of  principle — yet  *  many* 
sidedness '  is  certainly  no  word  for  him.  The  effect  of 
general  sympathies  may  be  evolved  both  from  an  elastic 
faooy  and  from  breadth  of  mind,  and  it  seems  to  me  that 
he  rather  henda  to  a  phase  of  humanity  and  literstnre  than 
contains  it — than  comprehends  it  Every  part  of  a  tmth 
implies  the  whole ;  and  to  accept  tmth  all  ronnd,  does  not 
mean  the  recognition  of  oontradiotory  things:  nniveiBal 
sympathies  cannot  make  a  man  inconsistent,  but,  on  the 
contrary,  sablimely  consistent.  A  ohnroh  tower  may  stand 
between  the  monntains  and  the  sea,  looking  to  either,  and 
stand  fast:  bnt  the  willow-tree  at  the  gable-end,  blown  now 
toward  the  north  and  now  toward  the  south  while  its  nata- 
ral  leaning  is  dne  east  or  west,  is  different  altc^ether  .  . 
aa  different  as  a  willow-fa^e  fnna  a  ohnroh  tower. 

Ah,  what  nonsense  1  There  is  only  one  trath  for  me  all 
this  time,  while  I  talk  aboat  trath  and  trafh.  And  do  yoo 
know,  when  yoa  have  told  me  to  think  <A  yoa,  I  have  been 
feeling  ashamed  of  thinking  of  yoa  so  mooh,  of  tTiintrng 
of  only  yoa whioh  is  too  mnch,  perhaps.    Shall  I  tell 
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yoa?  it  seemB  to  me,  to  myBoU,  that  no  man  was  ever  be- 
fore to  any  woman  what  70a  aie  to  me — the  fnlnees  mtut 
be  in  proportion,  70a  know,  to  the  vacanoy  .  .  and  only  I 
know  what  was  behind — the  long  wildemeBS  toUhaut  the 
bloesoming  rose  .  .  and  the  capacity  for  happiness,  like 
a  black  gaping  hole,  before  this  ailrer  flooding.  Is  it 
wonderful  that  I  shonld  stand  aa  in  a  dream,  and  disbe- 
lieve—not you— hut  my  own  fate?  Was  ever  any  one  taken 
Bnddenly  from  a  lampless  dnngeon  and  placed  upon  the 
pinnacle  of  a  moontoin,  without  the  head  taming  ronnd 
and  the  heart  taming  faint,  as  mine  do?  And  yoa  love 
me  more,  yon  Bay  ? —  Shall  I  thank  yoa  or  God?  Both, 
• — indeed — and  there  is  no  possible  return  from  me  to 
either  of  yon  I  I  thank  yoa  as  the  unworthy  may  .  .  and 
as  we  all  thank  God.  How  shall  I  ever  prove  what  my 
heart  is  to  yon?  how  will  yoa  ever  see  it  aa  I  feel  it?  I 
ask  myself  in  vain. 

Have  ao  mnch  faitti  in  me,  my  only  beloved,  as  to  use 
me  simply  for  yonr  own  advantage  and  happiness,  and  to 
yonr  own  ends  without  a  thooght  of  any  others — that  is  all 
I  could  ask  you  with  any  disquiet  as  to  the  granting  of 
it— May  God  bless  you  I— 

Tour 

Ba. 

But  you  have  the  review  lunir— surely? 

The  Morning  Chronicle  attributes  the  authorship  of 
'  Modem  Poets '  (our  article)  to  Lord  John  Manners — so 
I  hear  this  morning.  I  have  not  yet  looked  at  the  paper 
myself.    The  Athenceum,  still  abominably  dumb  I — 

S.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

SatuidKy. 
[Poat-mwk,  January  10,  184C.] 

This  is  no  lettei* — love, — I  make  haste  to  tell  yott — to- 
morrow I  will  write.  For  here  has  a  friend  been  oaUii^ 
and  constuning  my  very  destined  time,  and  every  minuta 
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Beemed  the  laet  that  was  to  be;  and  an  old,  old  friend  he 
is,  beside — so — ^yoa  moat  nnderstaiid  my  defection,  vhen 
only  tiiis  scrap  raaohea  jon  to-night  I  Ah,  love, — you  are 
my  unutterable  blessing,  —I  discover  you,  more  of  yon,  day 

by  day,  — hour  by  hour,  I  do  think  t ^I  am  entirely  yours, 

— cme  gratitude,  all  my  soul  becomes  when  I  see  yon  over 
me  aa  nov — Qod  bless  my  dear,  dearest. 

My  *  Act  Fourth '  is  done— but  too  rooghly  this  timel 
I  will  tell  you — 

One  kias  more,  dearest! 

Thanks  toi  the  Beview. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B, 


[Post-mark,  Juiuaiy  IS.  1640.] 
I  have  no  words  for  yon,  my  dearest, — I  shall  never 
have. 

Toa  are  mine,  I  am  yours.  Now,  here  is  one  sign  of 
what  I  said  .  .  that  I  must  love  you  more  than  at  first  .  . 
a  little  sign,  and  to  be  looked  narrowly  for  or  it  escapee  me, 
but  then  the  increase  it  shows  can  only  be  littie,  so  very 
little  now — and  as  the  fine  French  Ohemical  Analysts  bring 
themselves  to  appreciate  matter  in  its  refined  stages  by 
n^iorUhs,  so —  I  At  first  I  only  thoi^ht  of  beii^  happy 
in  yon, — in  yonr  happiness:  now  I  most  think  of  you 
in  the  dork  hours  that  must  come — I  shall  grow  old  with 
yon,  and  die  with  you — as  far  as  I  can  look  into  the 
night  I  see  the  light  with  me.  And  surely  with  that 
provision  of  comfort  one  should  turn  with  besh  ]oy  and 
renewed  sense  of  security  to  the  sunny  middle  of  the  day, 
I  am  in  the  full  sunshine  now;  and  after,  all  seems  cared 
for, — ^is  it  too  homely  an  iUuatration  if  I  say  the  day's 
visit  is  not  crossed  by  uncertainties  as  to  the  retom  through 
the  wild  country  at  nightfall? — Kot  Keats  speaks  of 
'  Beauty,  that  must  die — and  Joy  whose  hand  is  ever  at 
his  lips,  bidding  farewell,*    And  who  spoke  dt — ^looking 
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np  into  the  eyes  and  asking  '  And  hmo  long  will  7011  love 
us  *? — There  is  a  Beant;  that  will  not  die,  a  J07  tiiat  bids 
no  farewell,  dear  dearest  eyes  that  will  love  for  evert 

And  /—am  to  love  no  longer  than  I  can.  Well,  dear — 
and  when  I  can  no  loiter — yon  will  not  blame  me?  Yon 
will  do  only  as  ever,  kindly  and  justly ;  hardly  more.  I 
do  not  pretend  to  say  I  have  chosen  to  pnt  my  fancy  to 
wash  an  nperiment,  and  consider  how  thai  is  to  happen, 
and  what  measnres  ought  to  be  taken  in  the  emei^euoy — 
becsose  in  the  '  nniTersality  of  my  sympathies '  I  certainly 
number  a  very  lively  one  with  my  own  heart  and  soul,  and 
cannot  amose  myself  by  such  a  spectacle  as  ^eir  sapposed 
extinction  or  paralysis.  There  is  no  doubt  I  should  be  an 
object  for  the  deepest  commiseration  of  you  or  any  more 
fortimate  hnman  being.  And  I  hope  that  because  such  a 
calamity  does  not  obtrude  itself  on  me  as  a  thing  to  be 
prayed  against,  it  is  no  lees  duly  implied  with  all  the  other 
visitations  from  which  no  humanity  can  be  altogether  ex- 
empt— just  as  God  bids  os  ask  for  the  continnance  of  the 
'  daily  bread ' — '  battle,  murder  and  sudden  death '  lie  be- 
hind doubtless.  I  repeat,  and  perhaps  in  so  doing  only 
give  one  more  example  of  the  instantaneous  conversion  of 
that  indignation  we  bestow  in  another's  case,  into  wonder* 
fol  lenity  when  it  becomes  our  own,  ,  .  that  I  only  con- 
template the  jxMM&i/t^  you  make  me  recognize,  with  pity, 
and  fear  .  .  no  anger  at  all;  and  imprecations  of  ven- 
geance, for  what?    Observe,  I  only  speak  of  oaaes possible; 

erf  sudden  impotency  of  mind ;  that  w  possible ^there  ctre 

other  ways  of  'changing,'  'ceasing  to  love'  &a.  which  it  is 
safest  not  to  think  of  nor  believe  in.  A  man  may  never 
leave  his  writing  desk  without  seeing  safe  in  one  comer  of 
it  the  folded  slip  which  directs  the  disposal  of  his  papers 
in  the  event  of  his  reason  suddenly  leaving  him — or  he  may 
never  go  ont  into  the  street  without  a  card  in  his  pocket  to 
signify  his  address  to  those  who  may  have  to  pick  him  np 
in  an  apoplectic  fit — but  if  he  once  begins  to  fear  he  is 
growing  a  glass  bottle,  and,  so,  liable  to  be  smashed,- — do 
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7011  see?  And  now,  love,  dear  heart  of  my  heart,  m;  own, 
only  Ba—see  no  more— see  what  I  am,  what  Ood  in  his 
oonstant  mercy  ordinarily  grants  to  those  who  hare,  aa  J^ 
reoei'ved  already  so  much ;  mnch,  past  expression  1  It  is 
bat — if  yon  will  so  please — at  worst,  forestalling  the  caie 
or  two  years,  for  my  sake ;  bat  yoa  toiU  be  as  sore  of  me 
one  day  as  I  can  be  now  of  myself — and  why  not  now  be 
sore?  See,  love — a  year  is  gone  by — we  were  in  one  rela* 
tion  when  yoa  wrote  at  the  eod  of  a  letter  '  Bo  not  say  I 
do  not  tire  you '  (by  writing) — '  lam  eure  I  do.'  A  year 
has  gone  by — Did  you  tire  me  thai?  Now,  yoa  tell  me 
what  is  told;  for  my  sake,  sweet,  let  the  few  joan  go  by; 
we  are  married,  and  my  arms  are  ronnd  you,  and  my  taoe 
toaohes  yoora,  and  I  am  asking  yon,  '  Were  you  not  to  mei 
in  tiiat  dim  beginning  of  1846,  a  joy  behind  all  joys,  a  life 
added  to  and  transforming  mine,  the  good  I  choose  from 
all  the  poBsible  gifts  of  God  on  this  earth,  for  which  I 
seemed  to  have  lived;  which  accepting,  I  thankfally  atep 
aside  and  let  the  rest  get  what  they  can;  what,  it  is  very 
likely,  they  esteem  more — for  why  should  my  ej  e  be  evil 
becanee  God's  is  good;  why  should  I  grudge  that,  giving 
them,  I  do  believe,  infinitely  lees,  he  gives  them  a  content 
in  the  inferior  good  and  belief  in  its  worth?  I  should  have 
wished  that  further  concession,  that  illnsion  as  I  believe  it, 
for  their  sakes — but  I  cannot  nndervalae  my  own  treasnre 
and  so  scant  the  only  tribute  of  mere  gratitude  which  is  in 
my  powertopay.'  Hear  this  said  now  &e/ore  the  few  years, 
and  believe  in  it  tiow,  for  then,  dearest  1 

Must  you  see  '  Pauline '  ?  A  least  then  let  me  wait  a 
few  days ;  to  correct  the  misprints  which  affect  the  sense, 
and  to  write  you  the  history  of  it ;  what  is  necessary  yoa 
should  know  before  yon  see  it.  That  article  I  snppoee  to 
be  by  Herand — about  two  thirds — and  the  rest,  or  a  little 
less,  by  that  Hr.  Powell — whose  unimaginable,  impudent 
vulgar  stupidly  yon  get  some  inkling  of  in  the  '  Story 
from  Boccaccio ' — of  which  the  words  quoted  were  Ait,  I 
am  sore — as  anre  as  that  he  knows  not  whether  Boeoaooio 
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lived  before  or  after  Shakspeare,  whether  Florence  or  Borne 
be  the  more  northern  city, — cme  word  of  Italian  in  general, 
or  letter  of  Boooacoio'a  in  p&rticalar.  When  I  took  pitj 
on  him  once  on  a  time  and  helped  his  veisea  into  a  sort  of 
gaauaai  and  sense,  I  did  sot  think  he  was  a  buya^  of  other 
men's  TaTses,  to  be  printed  as  his  own;  thus  he  bought  two 
modernisations  of  Chancer — '  Ugdino '  and  anotlW  story 
imm  Leigh  Hnnt — and  one,  '  Sir  Thopas '  from  Home, 
and  printed  them  as  his  own,  as  I  learned  only  laat  week. 
He  paid  me  extravagant  court  and,  seeing  no  harm  in  the 
mere  folly  of  the  man,  I  was  on  good  terms  with  him,  till 
ten  months  ago  he  grossly  insnlted  a  friend  of  mine  who 
had  written  an  article  for  the  Beview —  (which  is  as  good 
as  ki»,  he  being  a  la^e  proprietor  of  the  ddeotaUe  prop- 
erty, and  iaflnencing  the  voices  of  his  co-mates  in  coonoil) 
— well,  he  insnlted  my  friend,  who  had  written  that  article 
at  my  special  solidtetion,  and  did  all  he  ooold  to  avoid 
paying  the  price  of  it — ^Why? — Because  the  poor  creature 
had  actually  taken  the  article  to  the  Editor  (u  <me  hy  kU 
friend  Serjeant  Tidfourd  contnbuied  /or  jwre  fore  of  him, 
Poiodl  the  a/aresaid, — cutting,  in  consequence,  no  inglori- 
ous figure  in  the  eyes  of  Printer  and  Publisher!  Now  I 
was  away  all  this  time  in  Italy  or  he  would  never  have  ven- 
tored  on  such  a  piece  of  childish  impertinence.  And  my 
friend  being  a  true  gentleman,  and  quite  unused  to  this 
sort  of  '  practice, '  in  the  American  sense,  held  his  peace 
and  went  without  his  '  honorarium.'  But  on  my  return, 
I  enquired,  and  made  him  make  a  proper  application, 
which  Mr.  Powell  treated  with  all  the  insolence  in  the 
world — because,  as  the  event  showed,  the  having  to  write 
a  cheque  for  *  the  Author  of  the  Article ' — that  anthor's 
name  not  being  Talfourd's  .  .  there  was  certain  disgrace  I 
Since  then  (ten  months  ago)  I  have  never  seen  him — and 
he  accuses  hinudf,  observe,  of  '  sucking  my  plote  while  I 
drink  his  tea ' — one  as  mnch  as  the  other  I  And  now  why 
do  I  tell  yon  this,  all  of  it?  Ah,— now  you  shall  hear! 
Secause,  it  baa  often  bean  in  my  mind  to  ask  you  what 
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you  know  of  this  Mr.  Povell,  or  ever  knew.  For  he, 
(being  profoundly  veised  in  every  Bort  erf  nntnith,  as  eTery 
fieeh  experience  ahova  me,  and  tiie  rest  of  his  acqnaint- 
ance)  he  told  me  long  i^o,  *  he  osed  to  oorrespond  with 
yon,  and  that  he  qoarreUed  with  yon ' — which  I  snppoaed 
to  mean  that  he  began  by  sending  yon  his  books  (as  with 
one  and  everybody)  and  that,  in  return  to  yoor  note  of 
acknowledgment,  he  had  chosen  to  write  again,  and  pei^ 
haps,  f^;ain — is  it  so?  Do  not  write  one  word  in  answer 
to  me — the  name  of  such  a  miserable  nnllity,  and  hnak  of 
a  man,  ought  not  to  hare  a  place  in  yoor  letters — and  that 
way  he  would  get  near  to  me  again ;  near  indeed  thia  time! 
— So  tell  me,  in  a  word — or  do  not  tell  me. 

How  I  never  say  what  X  ait  down  to  say  [  How  saying 
the  little  makes  me  want  to  say  the  more  I  How  the  least 
of  little  things,  once  taken  np  as  a  thing  to  be  imparted  to 
yoa,  seems  to  need  explanationB  and  commentariea;  all  is 
of  importance  to  me — every  breath  yon  breathe,  every  little 
fact  (like  this)  you  are  to  know  I 

I  was  ont  last  night — to  see  the  rest  of  Frank  Talfoard*s 
theatricals ;  and  met  Dickens  and  his  set — so  my  evenings 
go  away  I  If  I  do  not  bring  the  Act  you  mnat  foi^ve  me 
— yet  I  shall,  I  think ;  the  ronghness  matters  little  in  this 
stage.  Chorley  says  very  tmly  that  a  tragedy  implies  as 
much  power  le^t  hack  as  brooght  ont — very  trae  that  is. 
I  do  not,  on  the  whole,  feel  dissatisfied — as  was  to  be  bat 
expected — with  the  effect  <rf  this  last — the  shelve  of  the 
hill,  whence  the  end  is  seen,  yon  oontinning  to  go  down 
to  it,  so  that  at  the  very  last  yon  may  pass  <^  into  a  plain 
and  so  away — not  come  to  a  stop  like  yonr  horse  against  a 
church  wall.  It  is  all  in  long  speeches — the  action,  proper, 
is  in  them — ^tbey  are  no  desoriptious,  or  amplifioatioos 
— ^but  here,  in  a  drama  of  this  kind,  all  the  eventa,  (and  i&- 
teiest),  take  place  in  the  mind»  of  the  actors  .  ,  somewhat 
like  '  Faracelsns '  in  that  respect.  Yon  know,  or  don't 
know,  that  the  general  charge  im^aiust  me,  of  late,  from  the 
few  quarters  I  thought  it  worth  while  to  listen  to,  has  be^ 
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that  of  abrupt  Bpasmodio  writiiig — ibej  irill  find  some 
fonlt  with  this,  of  coarse. 

How  70a  know  Chorley  1  That  is  precise!;  the  man, 
that  willow  blowing  now  here  now  there — precisely  1  I  wish 
he  mioded  the  Athentewn,  its  silence  or  eloquence,  no  more 
nor  lees  than  I — bat  he  goes  on  painfolly  plying  me  with 
invitation  after  invitation,  otij  to  show  me,  I  feel  confi- 
dent, that  he  has  no  part  nor  lot  in  the  matter :  I  have  tux> 
kind  little  notes  asking  me  to  go  on  Thorsday  and  Sator- 
day.  See  the  absnrd  position  of  ns  both ;  he  asks  more  of 
my  presence  than  he  can  want,  jnst  to  show  his  own  kind 
feeling,  of  which  I  do  not  doabt;  and  I  most  try  and  ac- 
cept more  hospitality  than  snits  me,  only  to  prove  my  belief 
in  that  same  1  For  myself — if  I  have  vanity  which  sach 
JoomaU  can  raise ;  would  the  praise  of  them  raise  it,  they 
who  praised  Mr.  Mackay's  own,  own  'Dead  Pan,'  quite 
his  own,  the  other  day? — By  the  way.  Miss  Onshman  in- 
formed me  the  other  evening  that  the  gentleman  had  writ- 
ten a  certain  '  Song  of  the  Bell '  .  .  '  singularly  like  Schil- 
ler's; considering  that  Mr.  M.  had  never  Boeaitl'  I  am  told 
he  writes  for  the  Athetueum,  bat  don't  know.  Woold  that 
sort  of  praise  be  flattering,  or  his  holding  the  tongae — 
which  Forster,  deep  in  the  mysteries  of  the  craft,  corrobo- 
rated my  own  notion  aboat — as  pare  willingness  to  hnrt, 
and  confessed  impotence  and  little  clever  spite,  and  en- 
forced sense  of  what  may  be  safe  at  the  last?  Yoa  shall 
see  they  will  not  notice — nnlesa  a  fresh  pablication  alters 
the  ciroamstances — nntil  some  seven  or  eight  months — as 
before ;  and  then  they  urSl  notice,  and  praise,  aad  tdl  any- 
body who  cares  to  enquire,  '80  we  noticed  the  work.'  So 
do  not  yoa  go  expecting  jnstioe  or  injustice  till  I  tell  yon. 
It  answers  me  to  be  found  writing  so,  so  anxioos  to  prove 
I  onderstand  the  laws  of  the  game,  when  that  game  is 
only  *  Thimble-rig '  and  for  -prism  of  gingerbread-nuts 
— Prize  or  no  prize,  Mr.  Bilks  does  shift  the  pea,  and  so 
did  from  the  b^inning — as  Charles  Lamb's  pleasant 
sobriquet  (Mr.  BUk,  he  would  have  it)  testifies.    Still  he 
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behaved  kindl?  to  that  poor  Franoes  Brown— let  ns  foigei 

And  Qov,  my  Andienee,  my  crown-bearer,  my  path- 
preparer — I  am  with  yon  again  and  out  of  them  all — there, 
here,  in  my  anuB,  is  my  proved  palpable  mccesa  /  ,  My  life, 
my  poetry,  gained  nothing,  oh  no  1  — bat  this  f oond  th^n, 
ai^  bleesed  them.  On  Toesday  I  shall  see  yon,  dearest — 
I  am  much  better ;  well  to-day — are  you  well — or  *  soaioely 
to  be  called  an  invalid '  ?  Oh,  when  I  heme  yon,  am  bj 
you— 

Bless  yon,  dearest — ^And  be  very  anre  yon  hare  your 
wish  about  the  length  of  the  week — still  Tuesday  must 
cornel    And  with  it  yonr  own,  happy,  grateful 

B.B. 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

TuMday  Night. 
[Poat-nurk,  Jaaiuur  14,  184S.] 

Ah  Ur.  KenyonI — how  he  vexed  me  to-day.  To  keep 
ftway  all  the  ten  days  before,  and  to  come  just  at  Uie  wrong 
time  aftra:  all  1  It  was  better  for  you,  I  suppose — I  believQ 
— to  go  with  him  down  stairs — yes,  it  certainly  was  better: 
it  waa  disagreeable  enough  to  be  very  wise!  Yet  I,  being 
addicted  to  every  sort  of  superstition  taming  to  melan- 
choly, did  hate  so  breaking  off  in  the  middle  of  that  black 
thread  .  .  (doyonremember  what  we  were  talking  of  when 
they  opened  the  door^  that  I  was  on  the  point  of  saying 
'  Stay  one  moment,'  which  I  should  have  repented  after- 
wards for  the  best  of  good  reasons.  Oh,  I  ahoidd  have 
liked  to  have  *  fastened  off '  that  black  thread,  and  taken 
one  stitch  with  a  blue  or  a  green  one  I 

Ton  do  not  remember  what  we  were  talking  of?  what 
yoa,  rather,  were  talking  of?  And  what  /  remember,  at 
least,  because  it  is  exactly  the  most  unkiud  and  hard  thing 
you  ever  said  to  me — ever  dearest,  so  I  remember  it  by 
that  signl    That  you  should  say  such  a  thing  to  me— I 
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think  what  it  was,  for  indeed  I  will  not  write  it  down  here 
~-it  woold  be  worse  than  Mr.  Powell  I  Onl;  the  foolish- 
ness of  it  (I  mean,  the  foolishness  of  it  alone)  Baves  it, 
smooths  it  to  a  degree  I — ^the  foolishness  being  the  same  m 
if  joa  asked  a  man  where  he  wonld  walk  when  he  lost  his 
head.  Why,  if  you  had  asked  St.  Denis  beforehand,  he 
wonld  have  thooght  it  a  foolish  qneetiun. 

And  yon! — yon,  who  talk  so  finely  of  never,  never 
doubting;  of  being  such  an  example  in  the  way  of  believ- 
ing and  trusting — it  appears,  after  all,  that  yon  have 
an  imagination  apprehensire  (or  comprehensive)  of  '  glass 
bottles*  like  other  sublnnary  creatures,  and  worse  than 
some  of  them.  For  mark,  that  I  never  went  any  farther 
than  to  the  stone-wall  hypothesis  of  your  fco^etting  me  I — I 
always  stopped  there — and  never  climbed  to  the  top  of  it 
over  the  broken-bottle  fortification,  to  see  which  way  you 
meant  to  walk  afterwards.  And  you,  to  ask  me  so  coolly 
— think  what  you  asked  me.  That  you  should  have  the 
heart  to  ask  such  a  question  1 

And  the  reason —  ]  and  it  oonid  seem  a  reasonable  mat^ 
ter  of  doubt  to  yon  whether  I  would  go  to  the  south  for  my 
health's  sake !— And  I  answered  quite  a  common  *  no '  I  be- 
lieve— for  yon  bewildered  me  for  the  moment — aud  I  have 
had  tears  in  my  eyee  two  or  ihr«e  times  since,  just  through 
thinking  back  of  it  all  .,  of  your  asking  me  such  ques- 
tions. Kow  did  I  not  toll  you  when  I  first  knew  yon,  that 
I  was  leaning  out  of  the  window?  True,  that  was — I  was 
tired  of  living  .  .  xmaffeotedly  tired.  All  I  cared  to  live 
for  was  to  do  better  some  of  the  work  which,  after  all,  was 
out  of  myself,  and  which  I  had  to  reach  across  to  do.  But 
I  told  you.  Then,  last  year,  for  duty's  sake  I  would  have 
coruented  to  go  to  Italy  1  but  if  you  really  fancy  that  I 
would  have  struggled  in  the  face  <d  all  that  difficulty — or 
straggled,  indeed,  anywise,  to  compass  such  an  object  as 
that — except  for  the  motive  of  your  caring  for  it  and  me — 
why  yon  know  nothing  of  me  after  all — nothing!  And 
now,  take  away  the  motive,  and  I  am  where  I  was — lean* 
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ing  oat  of  the  window  again.  To  pat  it  in  plainer  vozdB 
(as  7on  really  leqnire  information),  I  ehoald  let  tliem  do 
what  they  liked  to  me  till  I  was  dead — only  I  uxnU^'t  go 
to  Italy — if  anybody  propoeed  Italy  oat  of  oontradictioii. 
In  the  meantime  I  do  entieat  yoa  never  to  talk  of  bo^  a 
thing  to  me  any  more. 

Yoa  know,  if  yoa  weie  to  leave  me  by  yoor  ohoioe  aod 
for  yoar  happinesB,  it  woald  be  another  thing.  It  would 
be  very  lawfal  to  talk  of  that. 

And  observe  I  I  perfectly  onderBtand  that  yoa  did  not 
think  d  doubting  me — bo  to  BpeakI  Bat  yon  thoaght,  all 
the  Bame,  that  if  each  a  thing  happened,  I  should  be  ear 
pable  of  doing  so  and  so. 

Well — I  am  not  goarrelling — I  am  oneasy  about  your 
head  rather.  That  pain  in  it — ^what  can  it  mean?  I  do 
beseech  yoa  to  think  of  me  jast  bo  mnoh  as  will  lead  yoa 
to  take  r^^ular  exercise  every  day,  never  missing  a  day; 
since  to  walk  till  yoa  are  tired  on  Toesday  and  then  not 
to  walk  at  all  ontil  Friday  is  not  taking  ezerciBe,  nor  the 
thing  reQuired.  Ah,  if  yoa  knew  how  dieadfolly  uataral 
every  sort  of  evil  seems  to  my  mind,  yoa  would  not  I&ngh 
at  me  for  being  afraid.  I  do  beseech  yoa,  dearest  t  And 
then.  Sir  John  Hamner  invited  you,  besides  Mr.  Warbur* 
ton,  and  sappose  you  went  to  him  for  a  very  little  time — 
jnsi  for  the  change  of  air?  or  if  yoa  went  to  the  coast 
somewhere.  Will  yoa  consider,  and  do  what  is  righ^  for 
me?  I  do  not  propose  that  you  should  go  to  Italy,  ob- 
serve, nor  any  great  thing  at  which  yoa  might  reasonably 
hesitate.  And — did  yoo  ever  try  smoking  as  a  remedy? 
If  the  nerves  of  the  head  chiefly  ore  affected  it  might  do 
you  good,  I  have  been  thinking.  Or  without  the  smoking, 
to  breathe  where  tobacco  is  hoxtA,—that  calms  the  nervous 
system  in  a  wonderful  manner,  as  I  exi>erienced  onee 
myself  when,  recovering  from  an  illness,  I  could  not 
sleep,  and  tried  in  vain  all  sorts  of  narcotics  and  forms 
oi  hop-pillow  and  inh^ation,  yet  was  traoquilliaed  in 
one  half  hour  by  a  pinch  of  tobacco  being  bnmt   in  a 
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Bhorel  near  me.    Should  70a  mind  it  very  mooh?  the  try- 
ing I  mean? 

Wednesday. — ^For  '  Peadvne ' — when  I  had  named  it  to 
to  yoa  I  vas  on  the  point  of  sending  for  the  book  to  the 
booksellerB — then  suddenly  I  thonght  to  myself  that  I 
shonld  wait  and  hear  whether  yon  very,  very  much  woold 
dislike  my  reading  it.  See  now  I  Many  readers  have  done 
virtnonsly,  but  /,  (in  this  virtue  I  tell  yon  of)  garpaased 
them  all  I — And  now,  because  I  may,  I  *  nucst  read  it ' : — 
and  as  there  are  misprints  to  be  corrected,  will  you  do 
whM  is  necessary,  or  what  yon  think  is  necessary,  and 
bring  me  the  book  on  Monday?  So  not  send — bring  it.  I 
In  the  meanwhile  I  send  back  the  review  which  I  foi^ot 
to  give  to  you  yesterday  in  the  oonfnsion.  Perhaps  yoa 
have  not  read  it  in  yonr  house,  and  in  any  case  there  is  no 
use  in  my  keeping  it. 

Shall  I  hear  from  yoii,T  wonder  I  Oh  my  vain  thoughts, 
that  will  not  keep  yoa  wdl  I  And,  ever  since  yon  have 
known  me,  you  have  been  worse — that,  you  confess ! — and 
what  if  it  should  be  the  crossing  of  my  bad  star?  Tou  of 
tAie  '  Crown '  and  the  '  Lyre, '  to  seek  influences  from  the 
'  oluur  of  Cassiopeia  *  I  I  hope  she  will  f oi^ve  me  for 
using  her  name  sot  I  might  as  well  have  compared  her 
to  a  professorship  of  poetry  in  the  university  of  Oxford, 
aooording  to  the  latest  election.  You  know,  the  qualifica- 
tion, there,  is, — not  to  be  apoet 

How  vexatious,  yesterday  I  The  stars  (talking  of  them) 
were  out  of  spherical  tone,  through  the  damp  weather,  per- 
haps, and  that  scarlet  sun  was  a  sign  I  First  Mr.  Chorley  I 
— and  last,  dear  Mr.  Keny<m;  who  tv^  say  tiresome  things 
without  any  provocation.  Bid  you  walk  with  him  his  way, 
or  did  he  walk  with  you  yours?  or  did  you  only  walk  down 
stairs  together? 

Write  to  me  t  Bemember  that  it  is  a  month  to  Monday. 
Think  of  your  very  own,  who  bids  Qod  Uess  you  when  she 
prays  beet  for  herself  I — 

E.  B.  B. 
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Say  partionlarly  how  you  are — ^now  do  not  omit  it. 
And  will  you  have  Miss  Martiitean'a  books  when  I  oao 
lend  them  to  yon?  Just  at  this  moment  I  dare  not,  be- 
caase  they  are  leading  them  here. 

Let  Hr.  Mackay  have  hia  fnll  proprietary  in  his  '  Dead 
Fan  * — which  is  quite  a  different  conception  of  the  subject, 
and  executed  in  blank  verse  too.  I  have  no  claims  against 
him,  I  am  sore  1 

But  for  the  man  I — To  call  him  a  poet  I  A  prince  and 
potentate  of  Commonplaces,  saoh  as  he  is  I — I  have  seen 
his  name  in  the  Atherueitm  attached  to  a  lyrio  or  two  .  . 
poems,  correctly  called  fagitive, — more  than  usually  fagi- 
tive — but  I  never  heard  bef(»e  that  his  hand  was  in  the 
prose  department. 

S.  B.  to  K  B.  B. 

Wedneadfty. 
[Fost-nurk,  Jimuary  14,  18M.] 

Was  I  in  the  wrong,  dearest,  to  go  away  with  Mr.  Eeo- 
yon?  I  w^  knew  and  felt  the  price  I  was  aboat  to  pay>- 
bat  the  Qionght  did  occur  that  he  might  have  been  informed 
my  probable  time  of  departoie  was  that  of  his  own  arrival 
— and  that  he  would  not  know  how  very  soon,  alas,  I  shonld 
be  obliged  to  go — so  .  .  to  save  yon  any  least  embarrass- 
ment in  the  world,  I  got— just  that  shake  of  the  hand,  jost 
that  look — and  no  more  1  And  was  it  all  for  nothing,  all 
needless  after  all?    So  I  said  to  myself  all  the  way  home. 

When  I  am  away  from  you — a  crowd  of  things  press  on 
me  for  ntterajice — 'I  will  say  them,  not  write  them,'  I 
think: — when  I  see  yon — all  to  be  sud  seems  insignifi- 
cant, irrelevant, — '  they  can  be  written,  at  all  events  * — ^I 
think  that  too.    So,  feeling  so  much,  I  say  so  Kttle  t 

I  have  just  returned  from  Town  and  write  for  the  Poet 
— but  you  mean  to  write,  I  trust. 

That  was  not  obtained,  that  promise,  to  be  happy  witii, 
aslasttimel 
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'How  are  700? — teU  me,  dearest;  a  long  week  is  to  be 
waited  now  I 

BleBB  70a,  m7  own,  sweetest  Ba. 

I  am  wholly  joxa 

B. 
R.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[Poat-Durk,  JwaxMj  IS,  184S.] 

Dearest,  dearer  to  1117  heart  minute  by  minate,  I  had 
no  wish  to  give  70a  pain,  God  knows.  No  one  can  more 
readil7  consent  to  let  a  few  years  more  or  lesa  of  life  go 
ont  of  aoconnt, — be  lost — bat  as  I  sate  by  7on,  70U  so  ftill 
<^  the  traest  life,  for  this  world  as  for  the  next,~and  was 
strock  by  the  possibility,  all  that  might  happen  were  I 
away,  in  the  case  of  yonr  continoing  to  acquiesce — dearest, 
it  18  honible — I  coold  not  but  speak.  If  in  drawing  yon, 
all  of  yon,  closer  to  my  heart,  I  hart  yon  whom  I  wonld — 
ouHive  .  .  yes, — I  cannot  speak  here — forgive  me,  Ba. 

My  Ba,  you  are  to  consider  now  for  me.  Yoar  health, 
your  strength,  it  is  all  wonderful;  that  is  not  m7  dream, 
70a  know — bat  what  all  see.  Now,  steadily  care  for  as 
both — take  time,  take  coansel  if  70a  choose ;  bat  at  the  end 
tell  me  what  70a  will  do  for  7oar  part — thinkiTig  of  me  as 
atterl7  devoted,  seal  and  bod7,  to  70a,  living  wholly  in 
yoar  life,  seeing  good  and  ill  only  as  yoa  see, — being 
youTB  sa  your  hand  is, — or  as  yoar  Flash,  rather.  Then 
I  will,  on  my  side,  prepare.  When  I  say  '  take  coansel ' — 
I  reserve  m7  last  right,  the  man's  right  of  first  speech.  I 
stiptdate,  too,  and  require  to  say  my  own  speech  in  m7 
own  words  or  b7  letter — remember  t  But  this  living  witii* 
ont  7on  is  too  tormenting  now.  So  begin  thinking, — as 
for  Spring,  as  for  a  New  Year,  as  for  a  new  life. 

I  went  no  forther  than  the  door  with  Mr.  Kenyon.  He 
must  see  the  trath;  and — yon  heard  the  playful  words 
which  had  a  meamng  all  the  same. 

No  more  of  this ;  only,  think  of  it  for  me,  lore  I 
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One  of  these  Aaja  I  ehall  write  a  long  letter— on  the 
omitted  matters,  tinaaswered  qoeetioss,  in  your  past  letteis. 
The  present  joy  stiU  makes  me  nngratefnl  to  the  previous 
one ;  bat  I  remember.  We  are  to  liye  t(^ether  one  daj, 
lovel 

WiU  70a  let  Mr.  Foe's  book  lie  on  the  table  on  Mon- 
day, if  yon  please,  that  I  may  read  what  he  does  say,  with 
my  own  eyes?     TJiat  I  meant  to  ask,  too  1 

How  too,  too  kind  yoa  are — how  yon  eax6  for  so  little 
that  affeota  me  1  I  am  very  mach  better — I  went  oat  yee- 
teiday,  as  yon  found:  to-day  I  shall  walk,  beside  seeing 
Chorley.  And  certainly,  certainly  X  wonld  go  away  for  ft 
week,  if  so  I  might  escape  being  ill  (and  away  from  yon) 
a  fortnight;  bnt  I  am  not  ill — and  will  care,  as  you  bid  me, 
beloved!  Bo,  yoa  will  send,  and  take  all  trouble;  andall 
about  that  orazy  Beviewl  Now,  you  should  not  I — ^I  will 
consider  about  yonr  goodness.  I  hardly  know  if  I  care  to 
read  that  kind  of  book  just  now. 

Will  you,  and  must  you  have  '  Pauline '?  If  I  could 
pray  you  to  revoke  that  decision  1  For  it  is  altogether 
foolish  and  not  boylike — and  I  shall,  I  confess,  hate  Qia 
notion  of  mnning  over  it — yet  commented  it  must  be; 
more  than  mere  correction  t  I  was  unluckily  precocious — 
but  I  had  rather  you  sow  real  infantine  efforts  (verses  ai 
six  years  old,  and  drawings  still  earlier)  than  tiiis  ambigu- 
ous, feverish —  Why  not  wait?  When  yoa  speak  of  the 
'  Bookseller ' — I  smile,  in  glorious  security — havingawhole 
bale  of  sheets  at  the  house-top.  He  never  knew  my  name 
even  I — and  I  withdrew  these  after  a  very  little  time. 

And  now— here  is  a  vexation.  May  I  be  with  you  (few 
this  once)  next  Monday,  at  tioo  instead  of  three  o'clock? 
Forster's  business  with  the  new  Paper  obliges  him,  he 
says,  to  restrict  his  choice  of  days  to  Monday  next — and 
give  up  my  part  of  Monday  I  will  never  for  fi%  Forsters 
— now,  sweet,  mind  that  I  Monday  is  no  common  day,  bnt 
leads  to  a  Saturday — and  if ,  as  I  ask,  I  get  leave  to  call  at 
2— and  to  stay  till  Si — though  I  then  lose  nearly  half  an 
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people  nneasj,  dearest.  Say  how  yoa  are,  and  promiae 
me  to  do  vliat  is  right  and  try  to  be  better.  The  walking, 
the  changing  of  the  air,  the  leaving  off  Loria  .  .  do  what 
is  right,  I  eameatlj  beseech  yon.  The  other  day,  I  heard 
of  Tennyson  being  iU  again,  .  .  too  ill  to  write  a  simple 
note  to  his  friend  Mi.  Yenables,  who  told  George.  A  little 
more  than  a  year  ago,  it  would  have  been  no  worse  a  thing 
to  me  to  hear  of  yoar  being  ill  than  to  hear  of  his  being 
ill  I — How  the  world  has  changed  since  then  I    To  me,  I 

Did  I  say /^<  ever  .  .  that 'I  knew  yoa  must  be  tired?' 
And  ilwas  not  even  ao  trae  as  that  the  coming  event  threw 
its  shadow  before? 

Thursthy  mght. — I  have  begun  on  another  sheet^I 
conld  not  write  here  what  was  in  my  heart — ^yet  I  send  yon 
this  paper  besides  to  show  how  I  was  writing  to  yon  this 
morning.  In  the  midst  of  it  came  a  female  friend  of  mine 
and  broke  the  thread — the  visible  thread,  that  is. 

And  now,  even  now,  at  this  safe  eight  o'clock,  I  oonld 
not  be  safe  from  somebody,  who,  in  her  goodnature  and 
my  illfortone,  mnst  come  and  sit  by  me — and  when  my 
letter  was  come — '  why  wouldn't  I  read  it?  What  wonder- 
fol  politeness  on  my  part.'  She  wonld  not  and  coold  not 
consent  to  keep  me  from  reading  my  letter.  She  wonld 
'  stand  np  by  the  fire  rather. ' 

No,  DO,  three  times  no.  Bmmmel  got  into  the  carriage 
before  the  Begent,  ,  .  (didn't  he?)  bat  I  persisted  in  not 
reading  my  letter  in  the  presence  of  my  friend.  A  notice 
on  my  ponctilionsneBS  may  be  pet  down  to-night  in  faer 
'  private  diary.'  I  kept  the  letter  la  my  hand  and  only 
read  it  with  those  sapient  ends  of  the  fingers  which  tiie 
mesmerists  make  so  mnch  ado  aboat,  and  which  really  did 
seem  to  tonch  a  little  of  what  was  inside.  Not  aU,  how- 
ever, happily  for  me  1  Or  my  friend  woald  have  seen  in 
my  eyes  what  they  did  not  see. 

May  Qod  bless  yon  I  Did  I  ever  say  that  I  had  an 
objeotion  to  read  the  verses  at  six  years  old — or  see  Uie 
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dzawingB  either?  I  am  reasODsble,  70ti  observe!  Only, 
'Pauline,'  I  most  have  eome  day — wh^  not  without  the 
emendationa?  But  ii  70a  insist  on  them,  I  viU  agree  to 
wait  a  little — if  70a  pronuse  at  hit  to  let  me  see  the  book, 
which  I  will  not  show.  Some  da7,  then  I  70a  shall  not  be 
vexed  nor  horried  for  the  da7 — some  da7.  Am  I  not 
generoos?  And  I  waa  '  preoocions '  too,  and  nsed  to  make 
rhymee  over  m7  bread  and  milk  when  I  was  nearl;  a 
b&b7  .  .  only  really  it  was  mere  eoho-verse,  that  of  mine, 
and  had  nothing  of  mark  or  of  indication,  snch  as  I  do  not 
doubt  that  yours  had.  I  used  to  write  c^  virtoe  with  a 
large  '  Y, '  and  '  Oh  Muse '  with  a  harp,  and  things  of  that 
sort.  At  nine  years  old  I  wrote  what  I  called  '  an  epic ' — 
andat  ten,  Tariocs  tragedies,  French  and £nglish,  which 
we  nsed  to  act  in  the  narsery.  There  was  a  French  '  hex- 
ameter,' tragedy  on  the  subject  of  B^nlos — but  I  cannot 
even  smile  to  think  of  it  now,  there  are  so  many  grave 
memories — which  time  has  made  grave — hnng  aroimd  it. 
How  I  remember  sitting  in  '  my  house  under  the  side* 
board,  '  in  the  dining-room,  concocting  one  of  the  solilo- 
quies beginning 

Que  aula  JeT  autnfola  ua  gfinfnl  Ram&lD : 
Malntenaot  esclave  de  Carthage  ]e  iouSre  en  vain. 

Poor  Begnlus ! — Can't  you  conceive  how  fine  ii  must  have 
been  altogether?  And  these  were  my  'matnrer  works,' 
yon  are  to  nnderetand,  .  .  and  '  the  moon  was  bright 
at  ten  o'clock  at  night'  years  before.  As  to  the  gods 
and  goddesses,  I  believed  in  them  all  quite  serionsly, 
and  reconciled  them  to  Christianity,  which  I  believed  in 
too  after  a  fashion,  as  some  greater  philosophers  have 
done — and  went  out  one  day  with  my  pinafore  fall  of  little 
sticks  (and  a  match  from  the  housemaids'  cupboard)  to 
sacrifice  to  the  blue-eyed  Minerva  who  was  my  favourite 
goddess  on  the  whole  because  she  oared  for  Athens.  As 
soon  as  I  began  to  doubt  about  my  goddesses,  I  fell  into  a 
vagoesort  of  general  scepticism,  .  .  and  though  I  went  on 
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saying  '  the  Lord's  prayer '  at  nights  and  momings,  and 
the '  Blees  all  my  kind  friends '  afterwards,  by  the  chUdiah 
cnstom  .  .  yet  I  ended  this  litargy  with  a  snpplicataon 
which  I  found  in  '  King's  Memoirs '  and  vhioh  took  my 
fancy  and  met  my  general  views  exactly  .  .  '  O  God,  if 
there  be  a  Ood,  save  my  sonl  if  I  hare  a  sooL'  Pethape 
the  theology  of  many  thooghtfol  children  is  scarcely  more 
orthodox  than  this :  bat  indeed  it  is  wonderful  to  myself 
sometimee  how  I  came  to  escape,  on  the  whole,  as  well  a» 
I  haTe  done,  oonsidering  the  oommonplaces  of  edncaticu 
in  which  I  was  set,  with  stongth  and  opportunity  for 
Ineaking  the  bonds  all  round  into  liberty  and  license. 
Papa  used  to  say  .  .  *  Don't  read  Gibbon's  history — ^it'a 
not  a  proper  book.  Don't  read  "  Tom  Jones  " — and  none 
of  the  books  on  this  side,  mind  I '  So  I  was  very  obedient 
and  never  touched  the  books  on  /Ao^-side,  and  only  read 
instead  Tom  Paine's  'Age  of  Beas<m,'  and  Toltaiie's 
'Philosophical  Dictionary,'  and  Hume's  'Essays,'  and 
Werther,  and  Bonsseau,  and  Mary  Woolstoncraft  .  . 
books,  which  I  was  never  suspected  of  looking  towards, 
and  which  were  not '  on  thai  side '  certainly,  bat  whioh  did 
as  well. 

How  I  am  writing  [ — ^And  what  are  tiie  qaestionB  yon  did 
not  answer?  I  shall  rememberthem  by  the  answeralBnp- 
pose — but  your  letters  always  have  a  fnlness  to  me  and  I 
never  seem  to  wish  for  what  is  not  in  them. 

Bat  this  is  the  end  indeed. 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Thunday  Night 
[In  the  auna  envelope  with  the  piecedlog  letter.] 
Ever  dearest — how  yoa  can  write  tonching  things  to 
me;  and  how  my  whole  being  vibrates,  as  a  string,  to 
these  t  How  have  I  deserred  from  God  and  yon  all  that  I 
thank  yoa  for?  Too  unworthy  I  am  of  all  I  Only,  it  was 
not,  dearest  beloved,  what  yoa  feared,  that  was  '  horribl;^' 
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it  waa  what  yon  siqipoaed,  rather  I  It  was  a  mistake  of 
yonrs.    And  now  we  will  not  talk  of  it  any  more. 

fHday  moTving. — For  the  rest,  I  will  think  as  yoo  de* 
sire :  bat  I  have  Uionght  a  great  deal,  and  there  are  cer- 
taintiee  which  I  know;  and  I  hope  we  hoth  are  aware  that 
nothing  can  be  more  hopeless  than  oar  position  in  Bome 
relations  and  aspects,  thongh  yon  do  not  gness  perhats 
that  the  very  approach  to  the  sabject  ia  shot  np  by  dangers, 
and  that  -from  the  moment  of  a  sospioion  entering  one 
mind,  we  shoold  be  able  to  meet  never  again  in  this  room, 
nor  to  have  interooarse  by  letter  throagh  the  ordinary 
channel.  I  mean,  that  letters  of  yonrs,  addressed  to  me 
here,  wonld  infallibly  be  stopped  and  destroyed — if  not 
opened.  Therefore  it  is  advisable  to  harry  on  nothing — 
on  these  groonds  it  is  advisable.  What  should  I  do  if  I 
did  not  see  yon  nor  hear  from  yoa,  withont  being  able  to 
(eel  that  it  was  for  year  happiness?  What  shonld  I  do  for 
a  month  even?  And  then,  I  might  be  thrown  oat  of  the 
window  or  its  eqmvalent — I  look  back  shaddering  to  the 
dreadful  scenes  in  which  poor  Henrietta  was  involved  who 
never  offended  as  I  have  offended  .  .  years  ago  which  seem 
SB  present  as  to-day.  She  had  forbidden  the  sabject  to  be 
referred  to  nniil  that  consent  was  obtained — and  at  a  word 
she  gave  np  all — at  a  word.  In  fact  she  had  no  trne  at- 
tachment, as  I  observed  to  Arabel  at  the  time — a  child 
never  sabmitted  more  meekly  to  a  revoked  holiday.  Yet 
how  she  was  made  to  snffer.  Oh,  the  dreadful  scenes  1  and 
only  because  she  had  seemed  to  feel  a  little.  I  told  yon,  I 
think,  that  there  was  an  obliquity — an  eccentricity,  or 
something  beyond — on  one  class  of  subjects.  I  hear  how 
her  knees  were  made  to  ring  upon  the  floor,  now  I  she  was 
carried  out  of  the  room  in  strong  hysterics,  and  I,  who 
rose  np  to  follow  Ler,  though  I  was  quite  well  at  that  time 
and  suffered  only  l^  sympathy,  fell  flat  down  upon  my 
face  in  a  fainting-fit.    Aiabel  thought  I  was  dead. 

I  have  tried  to  foi^t  it  all — but  now  I  must  remember 
— and  throughout  our  intercourse  I  have  remembered.    It 
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is  neoeBsary  to  lemember  so  mnoh  as  to  avoid  saoh  evils  as 
are  inevitable,  and  for  this  reaBon  I  would  conceal  nothing 
fiom  70a.  Do  you  remember,  besides,  that  there  can  be 
no  faltering  on  my  'part,'  and  that,  if  I  shoidd  remain 
well,  which  is  not  proved  yet,  I  will  do  for  you  what  yon 
please  and  as  yon  please  to  have  it  done.  Bat  there  is 
time  for  considering  I 

Only  .  .  as  yoa  speak  of  '  coonsd,'  I  will  take  coorage 
to  tell  yon  that  my  sisters  know.  Arabel  is  in  meet  of  my 
confidences,  and  being  often  in  the  room  with  me,  taxed 
me  with  the  tmth  long  ago — she  saw  that  I  was  affected 
from  some  caose— and  I  told  her.  We  are  as  safe  with 
both  of  them  as  possible  .  .  aod  they  thoronghly  nnder^ 
stand  that  t/'^A«re  shouldbe  ehny  change  it  would  not  be  your 
fattU  .  .  I  made  them  understand  that  thoronghly.  From 
themselves  I  have  received  notliiiig  bat  the  most  smiling 
words  of  kindness  and  satisfaction  (I  thonght  I  might  tell 
yoa  so  mach),  they  have  too  mnch  tenderness  for  me  to 
fail  in  it  now.  My  brothers,  it  is  quite  necessary  not  to 
draw  into  a  dangerous  responsibility.  I  have  felt  that  from 
tii«  beginning,  and  shall  continue  to  feel  it — thbogh  I  hear 
sad  can  observe  that  they  are  full  of  suspicions  and  oon- 
jectores,  which  are  never  unkindly  expressed.  I  told  you 
OBce  that  we  held  hands  the  faster  in  this  house  for  the 
weight  over  our  heads.  But  the  absolute  knowledge  would 
be  dangerous  for  my  brothers :  with  my  sisters  it  is  differ- 
ent, and  I  could  not  continue  to  conceal  from  them  what 
they  had  under  their  eyes;  and  then,  Henrietta  is  in  a 
like  position.  It  was  not  wrong  of  me  to  let  them  know 
it?— uo? 

Yet  of  what  consequence  is  all  this  to  the  other  side  of 
the  question?  What,  if  you  should  give  pain  and  dis- 
appointment where  you  owe  such  pure  gratitade.  But 
we  need  not  talk  of  these  things  now.  Only  yon  have 
more  to  oonsider  than  7,  I  imagine,  while  the  future  | 
comes  OD.  I 

Dearest,  let  me  have  my  way  in  one  thing:  let  me  see 
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yon  OD  Taeaday  instead  of  on  Monday — on  Tnesd^  at  the 
<^  hoar.  Be  reasonable  and  consider.  Tneeday  is  al- 
most as  near  as  &e  day  before  it;  and  on  Monday,  I  shall 
be  harried  at  first,  lest  Fapa  should  be  still  in  tbe  honse, 
(no  harm,  but  an  excuse  for  neiroasness :  and  I  can't  qnote 
a  noble  Boman  as  yoa  can,  to  the  praise  of  my  conscience !) 
and  you,  will  be  hnrried  at  last,  lest  you  slioald  not  be  in 
time  for  Mr.  Forater.  On  the  other  hand,  I  will  not  let 
yoa  be  mde  to  the  DaUy  News,  .  .  no,  nor  to  the  Ex- 
aminer. Come  on  Tuesday,  then,  instead  of  Monday,  and 
let  OB  have  the  nsoal  horns  in  a  peaceable  way, — and  if  there 
is  no  obstacle, — that  is,  if  Mr.  Kenyon  or  some  equivalent 
authority  should  not  take  note  of  your  being  here  on  Tnes- 
day,  why  you  can  come  again  on  the  Saturday  afterwards 
— I  do  not  see  the  difficulty.  Are  we  agreed?  On  Taea- 
day, at  three  o'clock.  Consider,  besides,  that  the  Monday 
arrangement  would  hurry  you  in  every  manner,  and  leave 
yoa  fagged  for  the  evening — no,  I  will  not  hear  of  it.  Kot 
on  my  account,  not  on  yonra  I 

Think  of  me  on  Monday  instead,  and  write  before. 
Are  not  these  two  lawful  letters?  And  do  not  they  deserve 
an  answer? 

My  life  was  ended  when  I  knew  you,  end  if  I  survive 
myaelf  it  is  for  your  sake : — that  resomea  all  my  feelings 
and  intentions  in  respect  to  yoa.  No  '  counsel '  ooald 
make  the  difference  of  a  grain  of  dost  in  the  balance.  It 
u  ao,  and  not  otherwise.  If  yoa  changed  towards  me,  it 
would  be  better  for  yoa  I  believe — and  I  should  be  <mly 
where  I  was  before.  While  yoa  do  not  change,  I  look  to 
you^or  my  first  affections  and  my  first  dnty — and  nothing 
but  your  bidding  me,  coold  make  me  look  away. 

In  the  midst  of  this,  Mr.  Kenyon  came  and  I  felt  as  if 
I  could  not  talk  to  him.  Ko— he  does  not '  see  how  it  is.' 
He  may  have  passing  thooghte  sometimee,  but  they  do  not 
stey  long  enou^  to  produce — even  an  opinion.  He  asked 
if  yoa  had  been  here  long. 

It  may  be  wrong  and  ongratefol,  bat  I  do  wish  some- 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


406  THE  LETTEBS  OF  BOBEBT  BBOWlinHa    [Jah.  17 

times  tliat  the  vorld  vere  away — evea  the  good  Kenyon- 
aspect  of  the  world. 

And  BO,  oDce  mote — may  God  bless  yoa  I 

I  am  wholly  yoois — 

Tuesday,  remember  I    And  say  that  yoa  agree. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Saturday. 
[Post-mark,  Januaiy  17, 184C.3 

Did  my  ovn  Ba,  in  the  prosecntion  of  her  stadies,  get 
to  a  book  on  the  forb — no,  unforbidden  shelf — wherein 
Voltaire  pleases  to  say  that '  si  Diea  n'existait  pas,  il  ftui- 
drait  Tinventor'?  I  feel,  after  reading  these  letters, — as 
ordimmly  after  seeing  yon,  sweetest,  or  hearing  from  yoa, 
— that  if  marriage  did  not  ^st,  I  should  infallibly  invent  it. 
I  shoold  say,  so  words,  no  feelings  even,  do  justice  to  the 
whole  conviction  and  religion  of  my  sool — and  thongh  they 
may  be  sttfifered  to  represent  some  one  minute's  phase  of 
it,  yet,  in  tiieir  very  fulness  and  passion  tiiey  do  injustice 
to  the  unr^>re8ented,  other  minute's,  depth  and  breadth  ol 
love  .  .  which  let  my  whole  life  (I  would  say)  be  devoted 
to  telling  and  proving  and  exemplifying,  if  not  in  one,  thai 
in  another  way — let  me  have  the  plain  palpable  power  of 
this ;  the  assnied  time  for  this  .  .  something  of  the  satis- 
faction .  .  (bat  for  the  feuitastioalDess  of  the  illnstralion) 
.  .  something  like  the  earnestness  of  some  suitor  in  Chan- 
cery if  he  ooald  once  get  Lord  Lyndhnrst  into  a  room  with 
him,  and  lock  the  door  on  them  both,  and  know  that  his 
whole  story  mtat  be  listened  to  now,  and  the  '  rights  of  it,' 
— dearest,  the  love  unspoken  now  yoa  are  to  hear  '  in  all 
time  of  our  tribulation,  in  all  time  of  our  wealth  .  .  at  the 
hoar  of  death,  and ' — 

If  I  did  not  huw  this  was  so,  —nothing  wonid  have  been 
said,  or  sought  for.  Yonr  friendship,  the  perfect  pride  in 
it,  tiie  wish  for,  and  eager  co-operation  in,  your  welfare, 
all  tliat  is  different,  and,  seen  now,  nothing. 
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I  vill  oare  for  it  no  more,  dearest — I  am  wedded  to  yon 
now.  I  beUeve  no  haman  being  conld  love  7OT1  moze>- 
that  thought  oonsoles  me  for  my  own  imperfection— for 
when  thai  does  strike  me,  as  so  often  it  will,  I  tnm  round 
on  my  pursuing  self,  and  ask  '  What  if  it  were  a  claim  then, 
what  is  in  Her,  demanded  rationally,  eqoitably,  in  retnm 
for  what  were  in  yon — do  yon  like  that  way  I ' — And  I  do 
not,  Ba — yon,  even,  might  not — when  people  everyday  bay 
improreable  groond,  and  eligible  sites  for  boilding,  and 
don't  want  every  inch  filled  np,  covered  over,  done  to  their 
hands  I  Bo  take  me,  and  make  me  what  yon  con  and  will 
— and  though  never  to  be  more  yonis,  yet  more  Wee  yon,  I 
may  and  most  be — Yes,  indeed — beat,  only  love  I 

And  am  I  not  gratefnl  to  yonr  sisters — entirely  grateful 
for  that  crowning  comfort;  it  is  *  mizacnlons,'  too,  if  yon 
please — for  you  shall  know  me  l^  finger-tip  intelligence  or 
any  ut  magic  of  old  or  new  times — bat  they  do  not  see  me, 
know  me — and  most  moreover  be  jealoos  of  yoo,  chary  of 
yoa,  as  the  daughters  of  Heeperas,  of  wonderers  and  wist- 
fal  lookers  np  at  the  gold  apple — yet  instead  of  '  rapidly 
levelling  eager  eyes ' — they  are  indulgent?  Then— shall  I 
wish  capricionaly  they  were  vot  yoar  sisters,  not  so  near 
yon,  that  there  might  be  a  kind  of  grace  in  loving  them  for 
it ' — but  what  grace  can  there  be  when  .  .  yes,  I  will  tell 
yon — no,  I  wiU  not — it  is  foolish  1 — and  it  is  not  foolish  in 
me  to  love  the  table  and  chairs  and  vases  in  yonr  room. 

Let  me  finish  writing  to-morrow;  it  woold  not  become 
me  to  ntter  a  word  against  the  arrangement — and  Saturday 
promised,  too — bat  though  all  conclndes  against  the  early 
honr  on  Monday,  yet— bat  this  is  wrong — on  Tnesday  it 
shall  be,  then, — thank  yoo,  deareat  I  yoa  let  me  keep  up  the 
old  proper  form,  do  yon  not? — ^I  shall  continue  to  thank, 
and  be  gratified  Ax.  as  if  I  had  some  nntonched  fond  of 
thanks  at  my  disposal  to  cat  a  generous  figure  with  on  occa- 
sion I  And  80,  now,  for  yoar  kind  considerateness  thank 
you  .  .  ^o^/m^,  which,  Godknows,a>u£JnotBay,  if  Idled 
ten  deaths  in  one  to  do  yoa  good,  '  yoa  ore  repaid ' — 
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To-morrow  I  will  write,  and  answer  more.  I  am  pret^ 
well,  sod  win  go  oat  to-day — to-night.  My  Act  is  dozte, 
and  copied— I  will  bring  it.  Do  yon  see  the  Aihemman.7 
By  Ohorley  sorely — and  kind  and  satisfactory.  I  did  sot 
expect  any  notice  for  a  long  time — all  that  aboat  the '  mist, ' 
'  nnchanged  manner '  and  the  like  is  politia  concession  to 
the  Powers  that  Be  .  .  because  he  might  tell  me  that  and 
mooh  more  with  his  own  lips  or  nnprofessional  pen,  and 
be  thanked  into  the  bargain,  yet  he  does  not.  Bnt  I  fancy 
he  saves  me  from  a  rougher  hand — the  long  extracts  an* 
swer  every  pnrpose — 

There  ia  all  to  say  yet— to-morrow  I 
And  ever,  ever  yoor  own ;  Qod  bless  yon  I 

R. 

Admire  the  dean  paper  .  .  I  did  not  notice  that  I  have 
been  writing  in  a  desk  where  a  candle  feltl  See  the  bot- 
toms of  the  other  pages  I 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Sunday  ETenlng. 
[Poft-DMTk,  Jauuaty  19, 184C] 

Yon  may  have  seen,  I  pat  off  all  the  weighty  bosiness 
part  of  the  letter — bat  I  shaU  do  very  little  with  it  now. 
To  be  sare,  a  few  words  will  serve,  becaose  yoa  nsderstand 
me,  and  believe  in  enough  of  me.  First,  tiien,  I  am  wholly 
satisfied,  thoroughly  made  happy  in  yonr  aasorance.  I 
woald  boild  up  an  infinity  of  lives,  if  I  ooald  plan  them, 
one  on  the  other,  and  all  resting  on  yoa,  on  yoar  word — ^I 
folly  believe  in  it, — of  my  feeling,  the  giatitode,  let  there 
be  no  attempt  to  speak.  And  for  '  waiting ' ;  '  not  harry- 
ing',— I  leave  all  with  yoa  henceforth — all  yoa  say  is  most 
wise,  moat  convincing. 

On  the  saddest  part  of  all,— silence.  Yoa  nnderstand, 
and  I  can  nnderstand  throngh  yon.  Bo  yoa  know,  that  Z 
nev»  used  to  dream  onless  indisposed,  and  rarely  then — 
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(of  lata  I  dream  o(  yon,  but  quite  of  late)— and  thote  night- 
mare dteams  liave  invaiiably  been  of  one  sort.  I  stand  by 
(powerleBS  to  interpose  by  a  word  even)  and  see  the  inflic- 
tion of  tyranny  on  the  nnresisting  man  or  beast  (generally 
the  last) — and  I  wake  just  in  time  not  to  die:  let  no  one 
try  this  kind  of  experiment  on  me  or  mine  I  Thoogh  I 
have  ofaeeired  that  by  a  telioitoiui  arrangement,  the  man 
with  the  vhip  pate  it  into  use  with  an  old  horse  commonly, 
I  once  knew  a  fine  specimen  of  the  boilingly  passionate, 
desperately  respectable  on  the  Eastern  principle  that  ler- 
erenoee  a  Tna/TTnaTi — and  this  fellow,  whom  it  was  to  be 
death  to  oppose,  (some  bloodvessel  was  to  break) — he,  once 
at  a  dinner  party  at  which  I  was  present,  inanlted  his  wife 
(a  yoong  pretty  simple  belieyer  in  his  awfol  immnnitiefl 
from  the  ordinary  terms  that  keep  men  in  order) — brought 
the  tears  into  her  eyes  and  sent  her  from  the  room  .  . 
pnrdy  to  *  show  off '  in  the  eyes  of  his  goeste  .  .  (all 
males,  law-friends  £&,  he  being  a  lawyer.)  This  feat  ao- 
oomplished,  he,  too,  left  ns  with  an  affectation  of  compen* 
sating  relentment,  to  *  jjui  say  a  word  and  retom ' — and 
no  sooner  was  his  bock  to  the  door  than  the  biggest, 
stupidest  of  the  company  began  to  remark  '  what  a  fortu- 
nate thing  it  was  that  Mr.  So-and-so  had  snoh  a  submissiTe 
wife — not  one  of  the  women  who  woold  resist — that  is, 
attempt  to  resist — and  so  exasperate  oar  gentleman  into 
.  .  Heaven  only  knew  what  I '  I  said  it  vku,  in  one  sense, 
a  fortanate  thing;  because  one  of  these  women,  withoat 
necessarily  being  the  lion-tressed  Bellona,  would  richly 
give  him  his  desert,  I  thought — '  Oh,  indeed? '  Ko — ^ts 
man  was  not  to  be  opposed — wait,  you  might,  till  the  fit 
was  over,  and  then  try  what  kind  argument  would  do — and 
so  forth  to  unspeakable  nausea.  Presently  we  went  up- 
stairs— there  sate  the  wife  with  dried  eyes,  and  a  smile  at 
the  tea-table — and  by  her,  in  all  the  pride  of  conqneet,  with 
her  hand  in  his,  our  friend— disposed  to  be  very  good- 
oatured  of  course.  I  listened  arrectia  aurOnu,  and  in  a 
miiLate  he  said  he  did  not  know  somebody  I  mentioned. 
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I  told  him,  that  I  eoBily  conoeived — aach  a  person  wonld 
never  condescend  to  know  him,  &e,  and  treated  him  to 
every  conseqnence  ingennity  coold  draw  from  that  text — 
and  at  the  end  marched  out  of  the  room ;  and  the  valoToos 
man,  who  had  sate  like  a  post,  got  up,  took  a  candle,  fol- 
lowed me  to  the  door,  and  only  Baid  in  unfeigned  wonder, 
'  What  can  have  poeaeeaed  yon,  my  dear  B? ' — ^All  which  I 
aa  much  expected  beforehand,  as  that  the  above  mentioned 
man  of  the  whip  keeps  qoietintiie  presence  of  an  oidinary^ 
conraged  dog.  All  this  is  qnite  irrelevant  to  the  case — in- 
deed, I  write  to  get  rid  of  the  thooghi  altogether.  Bat  I 
do  hold  it  the  most  stringent  dnty  of  all  who  can,  to  stop 
a  condition,  a  relation  of  one  human  being  to  another  which 
God  never  allowed  to  exist  between  Him  and  oniHelvee. 
Trees  live  and  die,  if  yon  please,  and  accept  will  for  a  lav 
— ^bnt  with  ns,  all  commands  sorely  refer  to  a  previously- 
implanted  conviction  in  onrselvee  of  their  rationality  and 
jostica.  Or  why  declare  that '  the  Ixird  ia  holy,  just  and 
good '  onless  there  is  recognised  and  independent  concep- 
tion of  holiness  and  goodness,  to  which  the  subsequent 
assertion  is  referable?  '  You  know  what  holiness  is,  what 
it  is  to  be  good?  Then,  He  ia  that ' — not,  '  that  is  so — be- 
oanse  he  is  that ' ;  though,  of  course,  when  once  the  con- 
verse is  demonstrated,  this,  too,  follows,  and  may  be  orged 
for  practical  porposes.  All  Qod's  nrgency,  so  to  speak,  is 
OD  the  Juetice  of  his  judgments,  rightneaa  of  his  rule :  yet 
why?  one  might  ask — if  one  does  believe  that  the  role  is 
his ;  why  ask  further?  —Beoaose,  his  is  a  '  reasonable 
service,'  once  for  all. 

Understand  why  I  turn  my  tiionghts  in  this  direction.  If 
it  is  indeed  as  yon  fear,  and  no  endeavoor,  concession,  on 
my  part  will  avail,  under  any  cironmatances — (and  by  en- 
deavour, I  mean  all  heart  and  sonl  oonld  bring  the  flesh  to 
perform) — in  that  case,  yon  will  not  come  to  me  with  a 
shadow  past  hope  of  chasing. 

The  likelihood  ia,  I  over  frighten  myself  for  yon,  by  the 
involuntary  contrast  with  those  here — you  allude  to  them — 
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a  I  went  with  tluB  letter  dowBstairs  and  aaid  Bunplf  '  I 
'want  this  taken  to  the  direction  to-night,  and  am  snvell 
tuid  nnable  to  go,  vill  yon  take  it  now? '  my  father  wonid 
not  say  a  word,  or  rather  woold  say  a  dozen  cheerfnl  ab- 
surdities  abont  his  'wanting  a  walk/  '  jnst  haying  been 
mshing  to  go  ont'  &o.  At  night  he  sits  stndying  my 
w^orks — illostratiog  them  (I  will  bring  yon  drawings  to  make 
yoa  laogh) — and  yesterday  1  picked  np  a  orompled  bit 
of  paper  .  .  '  his  notion  of  what  a  criticism  on  this  last 
number  ooght  to  be,— none,  that  have  appeared,  e^ 
tiafying  him  I '  —  So  jadge  of  what  he  will  say  1  And 
my  mother  loves  me  jost  as  maoh  more  as  mnst  of  neces- 
sity be. 

Onoe  more,  onderstand  all  this  .  .  for  the  dock  scares 
xne  of  a  sadden — ^I  meuit  to  say  more — far  more. 

But  may  God  bless  yon  ever — my  own  dearest,  my  Ba— ^ 
I  am  wholly  your  B. 
(Tueaday) 

K  S.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Bnnday. 
[PoBt-mark,  JooQaiy  19,  1846.] 

Tonr  letter  came  jnst  after  the  hope  of  one  had  past — 
the  latest  Saturday  post  had  gone,  they  said,  and  I  was 
beginning  to  be  as  vexed  as  possible,  looking  into  tiie  long 
letterless  Sunday.  Then,  snddenly  came  the  knock — the 
postman  redivivns — ^josi  when  it  seemed  so  beyond  hoping 
for — it  was  half  past  eight,  observe,  and  there  had  been  a 
post  at  nearly  eight — suddenly  came  the  knot^,  and  your 
letter  with  it.    Was  I  not  glad,  do  yon  think? 

And  yoQ  call  the  Alhencetim, '  kind  and  satisfactory '? 
Well — I  was  angry  instead.  To  make  us  wait  so  long  for 
aa  '  article '  like  that,  was  not  over^kind  certainly,  nor 
was  it '  satisfactory '  to  class  your  peonliar  qualities  with 
other  contemporary  ones,  as  if  they  were  not  peculiar.  It 
seined  to  me  cold  and  cautions,  from  the  causes  perhaps 
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which  joa  mention,  bat  the  extracts  will  work  their  own 
way  with  everybody  who  knows  what  poetry  is,  and  for 
others,  let  the  critic  do  his  wotst  with  them.  For  what 
is  said  of  '  mist '  I  have  no  patience  because  I  who  know 
when  yoa  are  obscure  and  never  think  of  denying  it  in 
some  of  your  former  works,  do  hold  that  this  last  number 
is  as  dear  and  self-anfficing  to  a  common  nndetstanding, 
as  fu-  as  the  expression  and  medims  goes,  as  any  book  in 
the  world,  and  that  Mr.  Choriey  was  boond  in  verity  to  say 
so.  If  I  except  that  one  stanza,  yoa  know,  it  is  to  make 
the  general  observation  stronger.  And  then  '  mist '  is  on 
infamous  word  for  your  kind  of  obsooiify.  Yon  never  ors 
misty,  not  even  in  '  Bordello ' — never  vagae.  Yoor  graver 
cuts  deep  sharp  linm,  always — and  there  is  an  extra-dis- 
tinofnesB  in  your  images  and  thoo^ts,  from  the  midst  of 
wliich,  crossing  each  other  infinitely,  the  general  signifi- 
cance seems  to  escape.  So  thai  to  talk  of  a  '  mist,  *  when 
you  are  obscnrest,  is  an  impotent  thing  to  do.  Indeed  it 
makes  me  angry. 

Bat  the  suggested  virtue  of  '  self-renunciation '  only 
made  me  smile,  beoanse  it  is  simply  nonsense  .  .  non- 
sense which  proves  itself  to  be  nonsense  at  a  glance.  So 
genius  is  to  renounce  itself — that  is  the  new  critical  doc- 
trine, is  it?  Kow  is  it  not  foolish?  To  recc^nize  the 
poetical  faculty  of  a  man,  and  then  to  ioBtruct  him  in  '  self- 
renunciation  '  in  that  very  relation — or  rather,  to  hint  the 
virtue  ot  it,  and  hesitate  the  dislike  of  his  doing  other* 
wise?  What  atheists  these  critics  are  after  all — and  how 
the  old  heatiiens  understood  the  divinity  of  gifts  better, 
beyond  any  comparison.  We  may  take  shame  to  our- 
selves, looking  hack. 

Kow,  shall  I  tell  you  what  I  did  yesterday.  It  was 
so  warm,  so  warm,  the  thermometer  at  68  in  this  room, 
that  I  took  it  into  my  head  to  call  it  April  instead  of  Jan- 
uary, and  put  on  a  eloak  and  walked  down  staiis  into  the 
drawing-room — walked,  mind!  Before,  I  was  carried  by 
one  of  my  brothers, — even  to  the  last  autumn-day  whan  I 
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went  oni— I  never  Talked  a  step  for  fear  of  the  cold  in  the 
passages.  Bat  jeetsrdaj  it  vas  bo  wonderfoll;  warm,  and 
I  BO  strong  beeides— it  was  a  feat  worthy  of  the  day — and 
I  surprised  them  aH  as  much  as  if  I  had  walked  ont  of  the 
window  instead.  That  kind  dear  Stormie,  who  with  all 
his  shynees  and  awkwardness  has  the  most  loving  of  hearts 
in  him,  said  that  he  was  '  so  glad  to  see  me '  1 

Weill— Betting  aside  the  glory  of  it,  it  wonld  have  been 
as  wise  perhaps  if  I  had  abstained ;  our  damp  detestable 
climate  reaches  na  otherwise  than  by  cold,  and  I  am  not 
quite  OS  well  as  nsnal  this  morning  after  an  oncomfortable 
feverish  night — not  very  nnwell,  mind,  nor  nnwell  at  all 
in  the  least  d^ree  of  conseqnenoe — and  I  tell  yon,  only  to 
show  how  susceptible  I  really  am  still,  thongh  '  soaroely 
an  invalid,'  aay  the  complimentem. 

What  a  way  I  am  from  your  letter — that  letter — or  seem 
to  be  rather — for  one  may  think  of  one  thing  and  yet  go  on 
writing  distmstedly  of  other  things.  So  yon  are  '  giate- 
fol '  to  my  sisters  .  .  you  !  Now  I  beeeeoh  yon  not  to  talk 
snch  extravagances ;  I  mean  snoh  extravagances  as  words 
like  these  mp^ — and  thwe  are  far  worse  words  than  these, 
in  the  letter  .  .  socb  as  I  need  not  pat  my  finger  on; 
words  which  are  sense  on  my  lips,  bnt  no  sense  at  all  on 
yotuB,  and  which  make  me  disqnietedly  snre  that  yon  are 
onder  an  iUnsion.  Observe  1 — fxriofody  I  shonld  not  choose 
to  have  a  '  c2aun,'  seel  Only,  what  I  object  to,  in  '  illn- 
Bions,'  *  miracles,'  and  things  of  that  sort,  is  the  want  of 
continnity  common  to  snch.  When  Joshna  caosed  the  snn 
to  stand  still,  it  was  not  for  a  year  even  I— Ungratefal, 
lami 

And  '  pretty  well '  means  '  not  well '  I  am  afraid — or  I 
Bhonld  be  gladder  still  of  the  new  act.  Yon  will  tell  me 
on  Tnesday  what  '  pretty  well '  means,  and  if  yoor  mother 
is  better — en*  I  may  have  a  letter  ia-martov — dearest  1 
Hay  Ood  bless  yon  I 

To-moROW  too,  at  half  past  three  o'clock,  how  joyful 
I  shall  be  thai  my  '  kind  oonsideratenees  *  decided  not  to 
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receive  70a  tmtil  Toesday.    M7  very  kind  oonsidenteneM^ 
which  mode  me  eat  my  dinner  to-day  1 

Yooiown 
Ba. 
A  hnndred  letters  I  have,  by  this  last,  .  .  to  set  against 
Kapoleon's  flondred  Days — did  yoa  know  that? 

So  mach  better  I  am  to-niglit:  it  was  nothing  bat  4 
little  chill  from  the  damp — the  fog,  yon  see  1 

S.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Honday  Horalng. 
[Poat-muk,  Janiuiy  19,  1848.] 

Lore,  if  yoa  knew  bat  how  vexed  I  was,  bo  very  few 
minateB  after  my  note  left  last  night ;  how  angry  with  the 
annecessary  horslmess  into  which  some  of  the  phraaee 
m^ht  be  oonstmed — you  would  forgive  me,  indeed.  But, 
when  all  is  oonfeeaed  and  forgiven,  the  fact  remains — thai 
it  would  be  tiie  one  trial  I  bww  I  shoold  not  be  able  to 
bear ;  the  repetition  of  these '  scenes ' — intolerable — not  to 
be  written  of,  even  my  mind  r^iaea  to  form  a  dear  concep- 
tion of  tbem. 

My  own  loved  letter  is  come — and  the  news ;  of  which 
the  reassnring  postscript  lets  tbe  interrupted  joy  flow  cm 
again.  Well,  and  I  am  not  to  be  grateful  for  that;  aot 
that  yoa  ih '  eat  your  dinner '  ?  Indeed  you  wUl  be  inge- 
nious to  prevent  me  1  I  fancy  myself  meeting  yoa  on  '  tbe 
stairs ' — stairs  and  passages  generally,  and  galleries  (ah, 
thou  indeed  t)  all,  with  their  picturesque  accidents,  of  land- 
ing-places, and  spiral  heights  and  depths,  and  sudden 
tarns  and  visions  (A  half  open  doors  into  what  Quarlee 
calls  '  mollitions  chambers ' — and  above  all,  landmg-piacet 
— they  are  my  heart's  delight — I  would  come  upon  you 
nnaware  in  a  landing-place  in  my  next  dream  I  One  day 
we  may  walk  on  the  galleries  round  and  over  the  inner- 
court  of  the  Deles'  Palace  at  Venice ;  and  read,  on  taUeta 
against  the  wall,  how  such  an  one  was  banished  for  aa 
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'  eDormons  dig  (intocco)  into  the  pablio  tieaaare ' — another 
for  .  .  what  yoo  are  not  to  know  beoanse  Mb  friends  have 
got  chisels  and  chipped  away  the  record  of  it — nndemeath 
the  '  giants '  on  their  stands,  and  in  the  midst  of  the  cortUe 
the  bronze  foontaina  whence  the  girls  draw  water. 

So  you  too  wrote  French  verses? — Mine  were  of  lees 
lofty  ai^imnent — one  conplet  makes  me  laugh  now  for  the 
reason  of  its  false  quantity — I  translated  the  Ode  of  Al- 
CSQOS ;  and  the  last  oonplet  ran  thns  .  . 

EannodluB,  et  toi,  cher  Arlsto^ton  I 


Comme  I'utre  dn  Jour,  brillera  TOtra  nom  t 

The  fact  was,  I  coold  not  bear  to  bnrt  my  French  Master's 
feelings — who  inveterately  maltreated  '  ai'e  and  oi's '  and 
in  this  instance,  an'eL'  Bat  'Fanline'  is  altogether  of 
a  different  sort  of  precocity — yon  shall  see  it  when  I  can 
master  resolution  to  transcribe  the  explanatioii  which  I 
Imow  is  on  the  fly-leaf  of  a  copy  here.  Of  that  wort,  the 
AthetKBum  said  [several  words  erased]  now,  what  ont- 
rageons  folly!  I  care,  and  yon  care,  precisely  nothing 
abont  its  saying  and  doings — yet  here  I  talk  I 

Now  to  yon — Ba!  When  I  go  through  sweetness  to 
sweetness,  at  '  Ba '  I  stop  last  of  all,  and  lie  and  rest. 
That  is  the  qniutesaence  of  them  all, — they  all  take  colour 
and  flavonr  from  that.  So,  dear,  dear  Ba,  be  glad  as  yoa 
can  to  see  me  to-morrow.  God  knows  how  I  embalm 
every  snch  day, — I  do  not  believe  that  one  of  the  /ort^ 
is  confounded  with  another  in  my  memory.  So,  that  is 
gained  and  sure  for  ever.  And  of  letters,  this  makes  my 
KM"*  and,  like  Donne's  Bride, 

...  I  take, 
Uy  Jewels  from  their  boiea ;  call 
Uy  Diamoads,  FcstIb,  and  Emeralds,  aod  make 
Hyaelf  a  constellation  of  tbem  all  I 

Bless  yon,  my  own  Beloved! 

VOL.  I.— 87 
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I  am  much  better  to-day— having  been  not  so  well  yes- 
terday— whence  the  note  to  yon,  perhaps  I  I  pnt  that  to 
yoor  charity  for  constmotion.  By  the  way,  let  the  foolish 
and  needless  story  aboat  my  whilome  friend  be  of  this  nse, 
that  it  records  one  of  the  traits  in  that  same  generous  love, 
of  me,  I  once  mentioned,  I  remember — one  of  the  points 
in  his  character  which,  I  told  yoTi,  would  account,  if  yon 
heard  them,  for  my  partii^  company  with  a  good  deal  of 
warmth  of  attachment  to  myself. 

What  a  day !    Bnt  yon  do  not  so  mnch  care  for  rain,  I 
think.    My  Mother  is  no  worse,  bat  still  suffering  sadly. 
Ever  your  own,  dearest  ever— 


K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Wednesdaj. 
[Poat-mark,  Janunry  S2,  1946.] 

Ever  since  I  ceased  to  be  with  you — ever  dearest, — I 
have  been  with  yonr  '  Luria,'  if  that  is  ceasing  to  be  with 
yon — which  it  is,  I  feel  at  last.  Yet  the  new  act  is  power- 
fol  and  subtle,  and  very  affecting,  it  seems  to  me,  after  a 
grave,  suggested  pathos;  the  reasoning  is  done  on  evny 
hand  with  admirable  directness  and  adroitness,  and  poor 
Luria's  iron  baptism  under  snch  a  bright  crossing  of 
swords,  most  miserably  complete.  Still  ..  is  he  to  die 
80  ?  can  yon  mean  it?  Oh — indeed  I  foresaw  (hat — not  a 
guess  of  mine  ever  touched  such  an  end — and  I  can  scarcely 
resign  myself  to  it  as  a  necessity,  even  now  .  .  I  mean,  to 
the  act,  as  Lnria's  act,  whether  it  is  final  or  not — the  act 
of  snicide  being  so  unheroical.  But  you  are  a  dramatic 
poet  and  right  perhaps,  where,  as  a  didactio  poet,  you 
would  have  been  wrong,  .  .  and,  after  the  first  shot^,  I 
begin  to  see  that  yonr  Lnria  is  the  man  Luria  and  that  his 
'  sun '  lights  him  so  far  and  not  farther  than  so,  and  to  un- 
derstand  the  natural  reaction  of  all  that  generous  trust  and 
hopefulness,  what  naturally  it  would  be.  Also,  it  is  satis- 
factory that  Domizia,  having  pnt  her  woman's  part  off  to 
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the  last,  should  be  too  late  with  it — it  will  be  a  righteous 
retribution.  I  had  fancied  that  her  object  was  to  iBolate 
bim,  .  .  to  make  his  military  glory  and  national  recom- 
pense ring  hollowly  to  his  ears,  and  so  oommeDd  herself, 
drawing  back  the  veil. 

Pnccio's  scomfol  working  ont  of  the  low  work,  is  very 
finely  given,  I  think,  .  .  and  yea  have  '  a  canning  right 
hand,'  to  lift  up  Lnria  higher  in  the  mind  of  your  readers, 
by  the  very  means  used  to  pull  down  Ms  fortunes — yon 
show  what  a  man  he  is  by  the  very  talk  of  his  rivals  .  .  by 
his  '  nataral  godship '  over  Puccio.  Then  Husain  is  nobly 
characteristic — I  like  those  streaks  of  Moorish  fire  in  his 
speeches.  '  Why  'twas  all  fighting '  Ac.  .  .  that  passage 
perhaps  is  over-subtle  for  a  Husain— bnt  too  nobly  right 
in  the  abstract  to  be  altered,  if  it  is  so  or  not  Domizia 
talks  philosophically  besides,  and  how  eloquently; — and 
Y%ry  noble  she  is  where  she  proclaims 

The  angel  in  thee  and  rejects  the  sprites 
That  ineSectual  crowd  about  his  strength, 
And  mingle  with  his  work  and  claim  a  share ! — 

Bnt  why  not  '  spirits '  rather  than  '  sprites,'  which  has  a 
different  association  by  custom?  '  Spirits '  is  qnite  short 
enongh,  it  seems  to  me,  for  a  last  word — it  sonnds  like  a 
monosyllable  that  trembles — or  thrills,  rather.  And,  do 
yon  know,  I  agree  with  yonrself  a  little  when  yon  say  (did 
yon  not  say?)  that  some  of  the  speeches — Domizia's  for 
instance — are  too  lengthy.  I  think  I  shoold  like  them  to 
coil  up  their  strength,  here  and  there,  in  a  few  passages. 
Loria  .  .  poor  Lnria  .  .  is  great  and  pathetic  when  he 
stands  alone  at  last,  and  '  all  his  waves  have  gone  over 
him.'  Poor  Lnria! — And  now,  I  wonder  where  Mr.  Chois 
ley  will  look,  iu  this  work, — along  all  the  edges  of  the 
hills, — to  find,  or  prove,  his  favourite  'misti'  On  the 
glass  of  hia  own  opera-lorgnon,  perhaps: — shall  we  ask 
him  to  try  that? 

Bnt  first,  I  want  to  ask  you  something — I  have  had  it 
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in  my  head  a  long  time,  but  it  might  as  veil  have  been  in 
a  box — and  indeed  if  it  had  been  in  tiie  box  with  jonr  let- 
ters, I  shonid  have  remembered  to  speak  of  it  long  ago. 
So  now,  at  last,  tell  me — how  do  70a  write,  O  m7  poet? 
with  steel  pens,  or  Bramah  pens,  or  goose-gttillB  or  crow- 
qnills? — Becanse  I  have  a  penholder  which  was  given  to 
me  when  I  was  a  child,  and  which  I  have  osed  both  then 
and  since  in  the  production  of  Tmons  great  epics  and  im- 
mortal '  works,'  until  in  these  latter  years  it  has  seemed  to 
me  too  heavy,  and  I  have  taken  into  sarrice,  instead  of  it, 
another  two-inch-long  instniment  which  makes  Mr.  Ssa- 
yon  lat^h  to  look  at — and  so,  my  fancy  has  run  npon  yonr 
having  the  heavier  holder,  which  is  not  very  heavy  after 
all,  and  which  will  make  yon  think  of  me  whether  yon 
choose  it  or  not;,  besides  being  made  of  a  splinter  from  the 
ivory  gate  of  old,  and  therefore  not  nnworthy  of  a  tzne 
prophet.  Will  yon  have  it,  dearest?  Yes — becanse  yon 
can't  help  it.     When  yoa  come  .  .  on  Saturday! — 

And  for  'Paoline,'  .  .  I  am  satisfied  with  the  prom- 
ise to  see  it  some  day  .  .  when  we  axe  in  the  isle  of  the 
sirens,  or  ready  for  wandering  in  the  Doges'  galieriea.  I 
seem  to  onderatand  that  yon  wonid  reaUy  rather  wish  me 
not  to  see  it  now  .  .  and  aa  long  bbIiJo  see  it. !  So  thai 
shall  be  I — Am  I  not  good  now,  and  not  a  teaser?  If  there 
is  any  poetical  justice  in  '  the  seven  worlds,'  I  shall  have 
a  letter  to-nigbt. 

By  the  way,  you  owe  me  two  letters  by  your  confes- 
sion. A  hTmdiod  and  four  of  mine  you  have,  and  I,  only 
a  hundred  and  two  of  youis  .  .  which  is  a  '  deficit '  scarce- 
ly creditable  to  me,  (now  is  it?)  when,  according  to  the  law 
and  ordinance,  a  woman's  hnndred  and  four  letters  wonld 
take  two  hundred  and  eight  st  least,  from  the  other  side, 
to  justify  them.  Well — I  feel  inclined  to  wring  out  tiie 
legal  per  centage  to  the  uttermost  farthing;  but  fall  into  a 
fit  of  gratitude,  notwithstanding,  thinking  of  Monday,  and 
how  the  second  letter  came  beyond  hope.  Always  better, 
yon  are,  than  I  guess  you  to  be, — and  it  was  being  beat,  to 
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write,  aa  7011  did,  for  me  to  heu  twice  on  one  day  t — best 
and  dearest  I 

But  tlie  fint  letter  was  not  what  yon  feared — ^I  know 
70a  too  well  not  to  know  how  that  letter  was  written  and 
with  what  intention.  Do  you,  on  the  otiier  hand,  endeav- 
onr  to  comprehend  how  there  may  be  an  eccentricity  and 
obliquity  in  certain  relationa  and  on  certain  aubjects,  while 
the  general  character  stands  ap  worthily  of  esteem  and  re- 
gard— even  of  yonrs.  Mr.  £enyoQ  says  broadly  that  it  is 
monomania — neither  more  nor  less.  Then  the  principle 
of  passive  filial  obedience  is  held — drawn  (and  qoartered) 
from  Scriptore.  He  eeea  the  law  and  the  gospel  on  faia 
side.  Only  the  other  day,  there  was  a  setting  forth  of  the 
whole  doctrine,  I  he&r,  down  stairs — '  passive  obedience, 
and  particularly  in  respect  to  marriage..'  One  after  the 
other,  my  brothers  all  walked  ont  of  the  room,  and  there 
was  left  for  sole  auditor,  Captain  Sortees  Cook,  who  had 
(Special  reasons  for  sitting  it  ont  against  his  will, — bo  he 
sate  and  asked  '  if  children  were  to  be  considered  slaves ' 
aa  meekly  as  if  he  were  asking  for  information.  I  conld 
not  help  smiling  when  I  heard  of  it.  He  is  just  succeedmg 
in  obtaining  what  is  called  an  '  adjntancy,'  which,  with  the 
half  pay,  will  put  an  end  to  many  anxieties. 

Dearest — when,  in  the  next  dream,  yon  meet  me  in  the 
'  landing-place, '  tell  me  why  I  am  to  stand  up  to  be  reviewed 
again.  What  a  fancy,  Hiat  is  of  yours,  for  '  full-lengths' — 
and  what  bad  policy,  if  a  fancy,  to  talk  (^  it  sol  because 
yoa  would  have  had  the  glory  and  advantage,  and  privi- 
lege, of  seeing  me  on  my  feet  twenty  times  before  now,  if 
yon  had  not  impressed  on  me,  in  some  ineffable  manner, 
that  to  stand  on  my  head  wonld  scarcely  be  stranger. 
Nevertheless  yon  shall  bare  it  yonr  own  way,  as  you  have 
everything — which  makes  you  so  very,  very,  exemplarily 
sabmissive,  yon  know  I 

Mr.  Kenyon  does  not  come — puts  it  off  to  Saturday 
perhaps. 

The  DaUy  News  I  have  had  a  glance  at.    A  weak  lead- 
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iBg  article,  I  thought;  .  .  and  nothing  stronger  from  Ite- 
land: — bat  enough  advertiBements  to  promise  a  long  fatara 
Whftt  do  joQ  think?  or  have  yon  not  seen  the  paper?  No 
broad  principles  laid  down.  A  mere  newapaper-Bappozt 
of  the  '  League.' 

May  God  bless  yoa.    Say  how  yon  are — and  do  walk, 
and  '  care '  for  yourself, 

and,  so,  for  your  own 


Have  I  expressed  to  yoa  at  all  how  '  Laria '  impresses 
toe  mote  and  more?  Yoa  shall  see  the  '  remai^ '  with  the 
other  papers — the  details  of  what  strikes  me. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Thnnday  UomiDg, 
[PoBt-DUkrk,  Juia&rj  23,  1916.] 

Bat  yoa  did  not  get  the  letter  last  evening — no,  for  all 
my  good  intentions — because  somebody  came  over  in  the 
morning  and  forced  me  to  go  oat  .  .  and,  perhaps,  I  ibi«ui 
what  was  coming,  and  had  all  my  thoughts  then,  that  is, 
here  now,  with  my  own  letters  from  yoa.  I  think  so — for 
this  panishment,  I  will  tell  yoa,  came  for  some  sin  or 
other  last  night.  I  woke — late,  or  early — and,  in  one  of 
those  lucid  momenta  when  all  things  are  thoroaghly  per- 
ceived, — whether  suggested  by  some  forgotten  passage  in 
the  past  sleep  itself,  I  don't  know — bat  I  seem  to  oppre- 
Tiend,  comprehend  entirely,  for  the  first  time,  what  would 
happen  if  I  lost  yoa — the  whole  sense  of  that  closed  Boor 
of  Catarina's  came  on  me  at  once,  and  it  was  /who  said 
— not  as  quoting  or  adapting  another's  words,  but  spon- 
taaieoasly,  unavoidably,  '  In  that  door,  yoa  mU  not  eater,  1 
have '  .  .  .  And,  dearest,  the 

Unwritten  it  must  remain. 

What  is  on  the  other  leaf,  no  ill-omen,  after  all, — be- 
cause I  strengthened  myself  against  a  merely  imagioaiy 
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evil — OB  I  do  always;  and  tha — I  know  I  never  can  loee 
yon, — yon  snrely  ore  more  mine,  there  is  less  for  the  fn- 
tare  to  give  or  take  away  than  in  the  ordinary  cases,  where 
so  moch  lees  is  known,  explained,  poBseesed,  ss  with  ns. 
'Cndeistand  for  me,  my  dearest — 

And  do  yon  think,  sweet,  that  there  is  any  free  move- 
ment of  my  Bonl  which  year  pen-holder  ia  to  secure?  Well, 
try, — it  Trill  be  yonre  by  every  right  of  discovery — and  I, 
for  my  part,  will  religiously  report  to  yon  the  first  time  I 
think  of  you  '  which,  but  for  yoor  present  I  ehonld  not 
have  done ' — or  is  it  not  a  happy,  most  happy  way  of  en- 
STirii^  a  better  fiftii  act  to  Loria  than  the  foregoing?  See 
the  absardity  I  write — when  it  will  be  more  probably  the 
min  of  the  whole — for  was  it  not  observed  in  the  case  of  a 
friend  of  mine  once,  who  wrote  his  own  part  in  a  piece  for 
private  theatricals,  and  had  ends  of  his  own  to  serve  in 
it, — that  he  set  to  work  somewhat  after  this  fashion :  '  Scene 
Ist.  A  breakfast  chamber — Lord  and  Lady  A.  at  table — 
Lady  A./  No  more  coffee,  my  dear? — Lord  A./  One  more 
cup  I  {Ihnhracingher).  Lady  A./  Iwasthinldi^ofttying 
the  poniea  in  the  Park — are  yon  eng^ed?  Lord  A./  Why, 
there's  that  bore  of  a  Committee  at  the  Honse  till  2. 
(Kissing  her  hancC).'  And  so  forth,  to  the  astonishment 
of  the  aaditory,  who  did  not  exactly  see  the  '  seqaitor '  in 
either  instance.  Well,  dearest,  whatever  comes  of  it,  the 
'  aside,'  the  bye-play,  the  digresraon,  will.be  the  best,  and 
only  tme  bosiness  of  the  piece.  And  thoi^h  I  moat  smile 
at  your  notion  of  secnxing  thai  by  any  fresh  appliance, 
mechanical  orspiritnal,  yet  I  do  thank  yon,  dearest,  thank 
yon  from  my  heart  indeed — (and  I  write  with  Bramahs 
always — not  being  able  to  make  a  pen  1 ) 

If  yoa  have  gone  so  far  with  '  Loria,'  I  fancy  myself 
nearly  or  altogether  safe.  I  mnst  not  tell  yon,  bnt  I 
wished  jnst  these  feelings  to  be  in  yonr  mind  abont  Do- 
mizia,  and  the  death  of  Lnria :  the  last  act  throws  light 
back  on  all,  I  hope.  Observe  only,  that  Lnria  vxnild 
stand,  if  I  have  plied  him  effectoally  with  adverse  infln- 
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ences,  in  such  a  position  as  to  render  any  o£her  end  int- 
possible  without  the  hurt  to  Florence  which  his  religion 
is,  to  avoid  inflicting — paaeively  awaiting,  tor  instance,  the 
sentence  and  pnnisluneut  to  come  at  night,  would  as  surely 
inflict  it  as  taking  part  with  her  foes.  His  aim  is  to  pre- 
vent the  h.-u^n  she  will  do  herself  by  strikii^  him,  bo  he 
moves  aside  from  the  blow.  But  I  know  there  is  -very 
much  to  improve  and  heighten  in  this  fourth  act,  as  in  the 
others — but  the  right  aspect  of  tilings  seems  obtained  and 
the  rest  of  the  work  is  plain  and  easy. 

I  am  obliged  to  leave  off — the  rest  to-morrow — and  then 
dear,  Saturday  I  I  love  you  utterly,  my  own  best,  dearest — 

K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Tharaday  IHght 
[Post-Dutrk,  Janoary  28, 1846.] 

Yes,  I  understand  your  '  Loria ' — and  there  is  to  be 
mors  light;  and  I  open  the  window  to  the  east  and  wait 
tor  it— a  little  less  gladly  than  for  you  cm  Saturday,  dear- 
est   In  the  meanwhile  you  have  'lucid  moments,'  and 

*  strengthen '  yourself  into  the  wisdom  of  learning  to  love 
me — and,  upon  consideration,  it  does  not  seem  to  be  so 
hard  after  all  .  .  there  is  'less  for  the  future  to  take 
away '  than  you  had  supposed— so  that  is  the  way?    Ah, 

*  these  lucid  moments,  in  which  all  things  are  tborot^hly 
perceived;' — what  harm  they  do  mel — Andlamio  'under- 
stand for  you,'  you  say  I — Am  I? 

On  the  other  side,  and  to  make  the  good  omen  com- 
plete, I  remembered,  after  I  had  sealed  my  last  letter,  hav- 
ing made  a  confnsion  between  the  ivory  and  horn  gates, 
the  gates  of  false  and  tme  visions,  as  I  am  apt  to  do — and 
my  penholder  belongs  to  the  ivory  gate,  .  .  as  yon  will 
perceive  in  your  lucid  moments — poor  holder  I  Bat,  as 
you  forget  me  on  "Wednesdays,  the  post  testifying,  .  .  the 
sinecure  may  not  be  quite  so  certain  as  the  Thursday's 
letter  says.    And  I  too,  in  the  meanwhile,  grow  wiser,  .  . 
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having  learnt  scuDetliing  which  yon  cannot  do, — yOa  of  the 
*  Bells  and  Pom^ranates ' :  You  omttiot  make  a  pen.  Tea- 
terday  I  looked  ronnd  the  world  in  vain  for  it. 

Mr.  Eenyon  doea  not  come — wiU  not  perhaps  ontil  Sat- 
orday. !  Which  reminds  me — Mr.  Kenyon  told  me  about 
a  year  ago  that  he  had  been  painfully  employed  that  morn- 
ing in  parting  two — dearer  than  friends — and  he  had  done 
it  he  said,  by  proving  to  either,  that  he  or  she  was  lihely 
to  mar  the  proapects  of  the  other.  '  If  I  had  spoken  to 
each,  of  himself  or  herself, '  he  said,  '  I  nev^  could  have 
done  it,' 

Was  not  HuU  an  ingenions  cruelty?  The  remembrance 
rose  up  in  me  like  a  ghost,  and  made  me  ask  yon  once  to 
promise  what  yon  promised  .  .  (yon  recollect?)  because  I 
could  not  bear  to  be  stabbed  with  my  own  dagger  by  the 
hand  of  a  third  person  .  .  aot  When  people  have  Incid 
moments  themflelves,  yon  know,  it  is  different. 

And  ahcdl  I  indeed  have  a  letter  to-morrow?  Or,  not 
having  the  pen  holder  yet,  will  yon  .  .  . 

Goodnight    May  God  bless  yon — 

Ever  and  wholly  yonr 

Ba. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[Poat-muk,  Jannsry  28,  I8M.] 
Now,  of  all  perverse  interpretations  that  ever  were  and 
never  ought  to  have  been,  commend  me  to  this  of  Ba's — 
after  I  bade  her  generosity  *  understand  me, '  too  I — which 
meant,  '  let  her  pick  out  of  my  disjointed  sentences  a  gen- 
oral  meaning,  if  she  can, — which  I  very  well  know  their  im- 
perfect utterance  would  not  give  to  one  nnsupplied  with  the 
key  of  my  whole  heart's-mystery ' — and  Ba,  with  the  key 
in  her  hand,  to  pretend  and  poke  feathers  and  pen-holders 
into  the  key-hole,  and  complain  that  the  wards  are  wrong  I 
So— when  the  poor  scholar,  one  haa  read  c^,  uses  not  very 
dissimilar  language  and  ailment — ^who  being  threatened 
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with  the  deprivation  of  hie  Yitgil  learnt  the  M-nt-ifl  bj- 
heart  and  then  said  '  Take  what  70a  can  dov  '  1 — that  "B* 
calls  '  feeling  the  loss  would  not  be  so  hard  after  all ' ! — 7 
do  not,  at  least.  And  if  at  any  fntnre  moment  I  shoold 
again  be  visited — as  I  eamestlj  desire  may  never  be  the 
case — with  a  sadden  conacioasness  of  the  entire  inutility 
of  all  earthly  love  (since  of  my  love)  to  hold  its  object  back 
from  the  decree  of  God,  if  such  should  call  it  away ;  one 
of  those  known  facts  which,  for  practical  good,  we  treat  as 
supremely  common-place,  but  which,  like  those  of  the  un- 
certainty of  life — the  very  existence  of  God,  I  may  say — if 
they  were  720^  common-place,  and  coold  they  be  thoroughly 
apprehended  (except  in  the  chance  minntes  which  make 
one  grow  old,  not  the  mere  years) — the  bnsiness  of  the 
world  would  cease;  but  when  you  find  Chaucer's  graver 
at  his  work  of  '  graving  smale  seles '  by  the  sun's  light, 
you  know  that  the  son's  self  conld  not  have  been  created 
on  that  day — do  you  '  understand '  that,  Ba?  And  when 
I  am  with  yon,  or  here  or  writing  or  walking — and  pei^ 
fectly  happy  in  the  sunshine  of  yon,  I  very  well  know  I 
am  no  wiser  than  is  good  for  me  and  that  there  seems  do 
harm  in  feeling  it  impossible  this  shonld  change,  or  fail  to 
go  on  increasing  till  this  world  ends  and  we  are  safe,  I 
with  you,  for  ever.  But  when — if  only  once,  as  I  told  you, 
recording  it  for  its  very  strangeness,  I  do  feel — in  a  flash — 
that  words  are  words,  and  conld  not  alter  that  decree  .  . 
will  you  tell  me  how,  after  all,  that  conviction  and  the  tme 
woe  of  it  are  better  met  than  by  the  as  thorough  convic- 
tion that,  for  one  blessing,  the  extreme  woe  is  imposs^le 
now — that  you  are,  and  have  been,  mine,  and  me — one  with 
me,  never  to  be  parted — so  that  the  complete  separation 
not  being  to  be  thought  of,  such  an  incomplete  one  as  is 
yet  in  Fate's  power  may  he  the  less  likely  to  attract  her 
notice?  And,  dearest,  in  all  emergencies,  see,  I  go  to 
yon  for  help ;  for  yonr  gift  of  better  comfort  than  ia  found 
in  myself.  Or  ought  I,  if  I  could,  to  add  one  more  proof 
to  the  Greek  proverb  '  that  the  half  is  greater  than  the 
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whole' — and  only  loye  yon  for  myself  (it  is  abenrd;  bnt 
if  I  coutd  disentwine  yon  from  my  sonl  in  that  Bense),  only 
see  my  own  will,  and  good  (not  in  your  will  and  good,  as  I 
now  see  them  and  shall  ever  see)  .  .  .  ahonld  yoa  say  I 
did  love  yoa  then?  Feihaps.  And  it  wonld  have  been 
better  for  me,  I  know — I  should  not  have  vfriUen  this  or 
the  like — there  being  no  poet  in  the  Siren's  isle,  as  yoa 
will  see. 

And  the  end  of  the  whole  matter  is — what?  Not  by 
any  means  what  my  Ba  expects  or  oaght  to  expect;  that 
Z  say  with  a  floonce  "  Catch  me  blotting  down  on  paper, 
again,  the  firat  ragoe  impreaaions  in  the  weakest  words 
and  being  Bare  I  have  only  to  bid  her  '  nnderstand '  I — 
when  I  can  get  'Blair  on  Bhetoric,  and  the  additional 
chapter  on  the  proper  conduct  of  a  letter '  I  On  the  con- 
trary I  tell  yoa,  Ba,  my  own  heart's  dearest,  I  wiU  pro- 
voke yon  tenfold  worse ;  will  tell  yoa  all  that  comes  npper^ 
most,  and  what  frightens  me  or  reassares  me,  in  momenta 
Incid  or  opaque — and  when  all  the  pen-stomps  and  holders 
refuse  to  open  the  lock,  out  will  come  the  key  perforce ; 
and  once  put  that  knowledge — of  the  entire  love  and  wo 
ship  of  my  heart  and  soul— to  its  proper  use,  and  aU  will 
be  clear — tell  me  to-morrow  that  it  will  be  clear  when  I 
call  yoa  to  account  and  exact  strict  payment  for  every  word 
and  phrase  and  fall-stop  and  partial  stop,  and  no  stop  at 
all,  in  this  wicked  little  note  which  got  so  treacheronsly 
the  kisses  and  the  thankfalness — written  with  no  pen- 
holder that  is  to  belong  to  me,  I  hope — bat  witfi  the  feath- 
er, possibly,  which  Sycorax  wiped  Uie  dew  from,  as  Caliban 
remembered  when  he  was  angry!  All  bnt — (that  is,  all 
was  wrong  but — )  to  be  jnst  .  .  the  old,  dear,  so  dear  end- 
ing which  makes  my  heart  beat  now  as  at  first  .  .  and  so, 
pays  for  all !  Wherefore,  all  is  right  again,  is  it  not?  and 
yon  are  my  own  priceless  Ba,  my  very  own — and  I  will 
have  yoa,  if  yoa  like  that  atyle,  and  want  yoa,  and  must 
have  yoa  every  day  and  all  day  long — much  lees  see  yoa 
to-mOTTow  stand — 
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.  .  Now,  there  breaks  dovn  my  nev  spirit — and,  shame 
or  no,  I  most  pray  yoo,  in  tbe  old  vaj,  not  to  receive  vu 
standing — I  slionld  not  remain  master  of  myself  I  do  be- 
lieve I 

Ton  have  put  oot  of  my  Head  all  I  intended  to  write — 
and  now  I  slowly  begin  to  remember  the  matters  they  seem 
strangely  onimportaut — that  poor  impotency  of  a  News- 
paper t  No — nothing  of  that  for  the  present.  To-morrow 
my  dearest!  Ba's  first  comment — 'To-morrow?  To-day 
is  too  soon,  it  seems — ^yet  it  is  wise,  perhaps,  to  avoid  the 
satiety  &a.  &c.  &o.  &c.  &o.' 

Does  she  feel  how  I  kissed  that  comment  back  on  hei 
dear  self  as  fit  pnnishmeni? 

E.  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

[Post-mark,  Jannuy  Se,  184&] 
I  must  begin  by  invoking  my  own  stupidity  1  To  foiw 
get  after  all  the  pen-holder  1  I  had  pat  it  dose  beside  me 
too  on  the  table,  and  never  once  thonght  of  it  afterwards 
from  first  to  last — ^jost  as  I  shoold  do  if  I  had  a  common- 
place book,  the  memoranda  all  taming  to  obliviscenda  as 
by  particular  contact.  So  I  shall  send  the  holder  with 
Miss  Martineaa's  books  which  yoa  can  read  or  not  as  yoa 
like  .  they  have  beaaty  in  passages  .  .  bat,  trained  np 
against  the  wall  of  a  set  design,  want  room  for  branching 
and  blossoming,  great  as  her  skill  is.  I  like  her  '  Play- 
fellow '  stories  twice  as  well.  Do  yoa  know  them  ?  Writ- 
ten for  children,  and  in  snch  a  fine  heroic  ohild-spirit  as 
to  be  too  yonng  and  too  old  for  nobody.  Oh,  and  I  send 
yon  besides  a  most  frightful  extract  from  an  American 
m^azine  sent  to  me  yesterday  .  .  no,  the  day  before  .  . 
on  the  subject  of  mesmerism— and  yon  are  to  nnderatand, 
if  yoa  please,  that  the  Mr.  Edgar  Poe  who  stands  com- 
mitted in  it,  is  my  dedicator  .  .  whose  dedication  I  forgot, 
by  the  way,  with  the  rest — so,  while  I  am  sending,  yon 
shall  have  his  poems  with  his  mesmeric  experience  and 
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deoidd  whether  the  ontrageoua  compliment  to  E.B.B.  or 
the  experiment  on  M.  Vandeleor  [VaJdemaj:]  goes  farthest 
to  prove  him  mad.  There  is  poetry  in  the  man,  thoogh, 
nov  and  then,  seen  between  the  great  gaps  of  bathos  .  . 
'  Politian  *  will  make  yon  laugh — as  the  '  Baven '  made  me 
langh,  though  with  something  in  it  which  aoconnts  for  the 
bold  it  took  upon  people  sach  as  Mr.  N.  P.  Willis  and  his 
peers — ^it  was  sent  to  me  from  /our  different  quarters  be- 
sides the  author  himself,  before  its  pablication  in  this  form, 
and  when  it  had  only  a  newspaper  life.  Some  of  the  other 
lyrics  have  power  of  a  less  qnestionable  sort.  For  the  au- 
thor, I  do  not  know  him  at  all-r-never  heard  from  him  nor 
wrote  to  him — and  in  my  opinion,  there  is  more  faculty 
shown  in  the  account  of  that  horrible  mesmeric  experience 
(mad  or  not  mad)  than  in  his  poems.  Xow  do  read  it  from 
the  beginning  to  the  end.  That '  ffoing  out '  of  the  hectic, 
struck  me  very  much  .  .  and  the  writhing  atoay  of  the 
upper  lip.  Most  horrible  I —  Then  I  believe  so  much  of 
mesmerism,  as  to  give  room  for  the  full  acting  of  the  story 
<»i  me  .  .  without  absolutely  giving  full  credence  to  it, 
nnderstand. 

Ever  dearest,  yon  could  not  think  me  in  earnest  in  that 
letter?  It  was  becanse  I  understood  yon  so  perfectly  that 
I  felt  at  liberfy  for  the  jesting  a  little — for  had  Z  not  thought 
of  that  before,  myself,  and  was  I  not  reproved  for  speaking 
of  it,  when  I  said  that  I  was  content,  for  my  part,  even  ao  ? 
Sorely  you  remember — and  I  should  not  have  said  it  if  I 
had  not  felt  with  you,  felt  and  known,  that '  there  is,  with 
OS,  less  for  the  future  to  give  or  take  away  than  in  the 
ordinary  cases. '  So  mnch  less !  All  the  happiness  I  have 
known  has  come  to  me  through  you,  and  it  is  enough 
to  live  for  or  die  in — therefore  living  or  dying  I  would 
thank  God,  and  use  that  word  '  enough '  .  .  being  youis 
in  life  and  death.  And  always  understanding  that  if 
either  of  ns  should  go,  you  must  let  it  be  this  one  here 
who  was  nearly  gone  when  she  knew  you,  since  I  could 
not  I: 
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Ifow  see  if  it  is  possible  to  -write  on  this  subject,  onleea 
one  laughs  to  stop  the  tears.    I  was  more  wise  on  Friday. 

Let  me  tell  yon  instead  of  my  sister's  affairs,  which  are 
so  publicly  talked  of  in  this  hottse  that  there  is  no  confi- 
dence to  be  broken  in  respect  to  them — yet  my  brothers 
only  see  and  hear,  and  are  told  nothing,  to  keep  them  as 
clear  aa  possible  from  responsibility.  I  may  say  of  ^nri- 
etta  that  her  only  fault  i^,  her  virtaes  being  written  in 
water — I  know  not  of  one  other  fault.  She  has  too  mnch 
softness  to  be  able  to  say  '  no  *  in  the  right  place — and  thns, 
without  the  slightest  levity  ■  .  perfectly  blameless  in  tha,i 
respect,  .  .  she  says  half  a  yes  or  a  quarter  of  a  yes,  or  a 
yes  in  some  sort  of  form,  too  often — but  I  will  tell  yoa. 
Two  years  ago,  three  men  were  lovii^  her,  as  they  called 
it.  After  a  few  months,  and  the  proper  quantity  of  inter- 
pretations, one  of  them  consoled  himself  by  giving  nick- 
names to  his  rivals.  Perseverance  and  Despair  he  called 
them,  and  so,  went  np  to  the  boxes  to  see  out  the  rest  of 
the  play.  Despair  ran  to  a  crisis,  was  rejected  in  so  many 
words,  but  appealed  against  the  judgment  and  had  his 
claim  admitted — it  was  all  silence  and  mildness  on  each 
side  .  .  a  tacit  gainii^  of  ground, — Despair  '  was  at  least 
a  gentleman,'  said  my  brothers.  On  which  Perseverance 
came  on  with  violent  re-iterations, — insisted  that  she  loved 
him  without  knowing  it,  or  should— dhowed  poor  Despair 
into  the  open  streete,  who  being  a  gentleman  wouldn't 
elbow  again — swore  that '  if  she  married  another  he  would 
wait  till  she  became  a  widow,  trusting  to  Proridence  *  .  , 
did  wait  every  morning  till  the  head  of  the  house  was  out, 
and  sate  day  by  day,  in  spite  of  the  disinclination  of  my 
sisters  and  the  rudeness  of  all  my  brothers,  four  houra  in 
the  drawing-room  .  ,  let  himself  be  refused  once  a  we^ 
and  sate  all  the  longer  .  .  allowed  everybody  in  the  house 
(and  a  few  visitors)  to  see  and  hear  him  in  fits  of  hysteri- 
cal sobbing,  and  sate  on  unabashed,  the  end  being  that  he 
sits  now  sole  regnant,  my  poor  sister  sayii^  softly,  with  a 
few  tears  of  remorse  for  her  own  instability,  that  she  is 
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'  taken  by  storm  and  casnot  help  it. '  I  give  you  only  tlie 
rfyvmi  of  &is  military  movement — and  thoagli  I  seem  to 
smile,  -which  it  was  impossible  to  avoid  at  some  points  of 
the  evidence  as  I  heard  it  from  first  one  person  and  then 
another,  yet  I  am  woman  enough  rather  to  be  glad  that  the 
decision  is  made  m.  He  is  sincerely  attached  to  her,  I  be- 
lieve ;  aod  the  want  of  refinement  fuid  sensibility  (for  be 
□ndeistood  her  affectioDs  to  be  engaged  to  another  at  one 
time)  is  covered  in  a  meaanre  by  the  eamratness, — and 
justified  too  by  the  event — everybody  being  qnite  happy 
and  contented,  even  to  Despair,  who  has  a  new  horse  and 
takes  lefisons  in  music. 

That's  love — is  it  not?  And  that's  my  answer  (if  yoa 
look  for  it)  to  the  qnestion  yon  asked  me  yesterday. 

Yet  do  not  think  that  I  am  taming  it  all  to  game.  I 
conld  not  do  so  with  any  real  earnest  sentiment  .  .  I  never 
coold  .  .  and  now  least,  and  with  my  own  sister  whom  I 
love  so.  One  may  smile  to  oneeelf  and  yet  wish  another 
well — and  so  I  smile  to  you — and  it  is  all  safe  with  you  I 
know.  He  is  a  second  or  third  cousin  of  ours  and  has 
golden  opinions  from  all  his  friends  and  fellow-ofiScers — 
and  for  the  rest,  most  of  these  men  are  like  one  another 
.  .  I  never  could  see  the  difference  between  foller'a  earth 
and  common  clay,  among  them  all. 

What  do  yoa  think  he  has  said  since — to  her  too? — '  I 
always  persevere  about  everything.  Once  I  began  to  write 
a  farce — which  they  told  me  v&s  as  bad  as  could  be.  Well  I 
— I  persevered  I — I  finished  it. '  Perfectly  unconscious,  both 
he  and  she  were  of  there  being  anything  mal  h  propos  in 
Ihal — and  no  kind  of  harm  was  meant,— only  it  espressea 
the  F"'^-^r 

Dearest — it  had  better  be  Thursday  I  think— rour  day ! 
I  was  showing  to-day  yonr  father's  drawings, — and  my 
brothers,  and  Arabel  brides,  admired  them  very  moch  on 
the  right  grounds.  Say  how  yon  are.  Yoa  did  not  seem 
to  me  to  answer  frankly  this  time,  and  I  was  more  than 
half  nneasy  when  you  vent  away.    Take  exercise,  dear, 
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dearoBt  .  .  think  of  me  eaongh  for  it, — and  do  not  hnrxj 
'XiDxiA.'    Uay  QodblesByoQl 

Tonrovn 


S.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Sundky  Brening. 
[Post-mark,  Jaouary  26. 18U.] 

I  will  not  try  and  write  mcoh  to-night,  dearest,  for  my 
head  gives.a  little  waming — and  I  have  so  mnch  to  tliiiik 
of ! — Bpite  of  my  pen-holder  being  kept  back  from  me  after 
all  1  Now,  ooght  Z  to  have  asked  for  it?  Or  did  I  noi 
Beem  grateful  enough  at  the  promise?  This  last  woald  be 
a  cfaaracteristio  reason,  seeing  that  I  reproached  xnyaeAi 
with  feeling  too  grateful  for  the  '  special  symbol ' — the 
'  essential  meaning '  of  which  was  already  in  my  boqL 
Well  then,  I  will — I  do  pray  for  it — next  time;  and  I  will 
keep  it  for  that  one  yesterday  and  all  its  memories — and 
it  shall  bear  witness  against  me,  if,  on  the  Siren's  iale,  I 
grow  fot^etful  of  Wimpole  Street.  And  when  is  'next 
time '  to  be — Wednesday  or  Thnrsday  ?  When  I  look  baok 
on  the  strangely  steady  widening  of  my  horizon — how  no 
least  interruption  has  oconrred  to  visits  or  letters — oh, 
care  you,  sweet — care  for  us  both  1 

That  remark  of  yonr  sister's  delights  me — yoa  remem- 
ber?— that  the  anger  would  not  be  so  formidable.  I  have 
exactly  the  fear  of  encoantering  that,  which  the  sense  tA 
havii^  to  deal  with  a  ghost  wonld  induce :  there's  no  strik- 
ing at  it  witii  one's  partizan.  Well,  Qod  is  above  aJll  It 
is  not  my  fanlt  if  it  bo  happens  that  by  retnming  my  love 
yon  make  me  exquisitely  blessed;  I  believe — mote  than 
hope,  I  am  mre  I  shoidd  do  all  I  ever  now  can  do,  if  yon 
were  never  to  know  it — that  is,  my  love  for  you  was  in  the 
first  instance  its  own  reward — if  one  must  use  such  phrases 
— and  if  it  were  possible  for  that  .  .  not  anger,  which  is 
of  no  good,  but  that  OHposifwn— that  adverse  will— to  show 
that  your  good  wonld  be  attained  by  ttie — 
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Bnt  it  would  need  to  be  shown  to  me.  Yoa  have  said 
ihoB  to  me — in  the  very  lost  letter,  indeed.  Bnt  with  me, 
or  any  man,  the  instmcts  of  happiness  develop  themselTss 
too  nnmistakably  where  there  is  anything  like  a  freedom 
<^  will.  The  man  wh(»e  heart  is  set  on  being  rich  or  in- 
fluential after  the  worldly  fashion,  may  be  fonnd  far  enough 
from  the  attaimnent  of  either  riches  or  inflnence — but  he 
will  be  in  the  presumed  way  to  them — pampit^  at  the 
pmnp,  if  he  is  really  anxious  for  water,  even  though  the 
pomp  be  dry — bnt  not  sitting  still  by  the  dnsty  roadside. 

I  believe — first  of  aU,  yon— bnt  when  that  is  done,  and 
I  am  allowed  to  call  your  heart  mine,  I  cannot  think  you 
wonld  be  happy  if  parted  from  me — and  that  belid,  com- 
ing to  add  to  my  own  feeling  in  that  case.  So,  this  will 
he — I  trust  in  God. 

In  life,  in  death,  I  am  your  own,  my  ownl  TSj  head 
has  got  well  already  t  It  is  so  slight  a  thing,  that  I  make 
such  an  ado  about !  Do  not  reply  to  these  bodings — they 
are  gone — they  seem  absurd  I  All  steps  seemed  but  the 
last,  and  that  last  the  easiest  I  Yes — far  easiest  I  For  first 
yon  had  to  be  created,  only  that;  and  then,  in  my  time; 
and  then,  not  in  Timbaotoo  bnt  Wimpole  Street,  and  then 
.  .  the  strange  hedge  ronnd  the  sleeping  Palace  keeping 
the  world  off— and  then  .  .  all  was  to  begin,  all  the  diffi- 
culty cmly  begin : — and  now  .  .  see  where  is  reached  1  And 
Ikissyou,  and  bless  you,  my  dearest,  ineamest  of  theeodl 

E.  B.B.toJL  B. 

[Po«t«wrk,  JamaxyVJ,  1846.] 
You  have  bad  my  letter  and  heard  about  the  penhold- 
er. Yonr  fancy  of  '  not  seeming  gratefnl  enough,'  is  not 
wise  enough  for  you,  dearest;  when  yoa  know  that  /know 
yooi  common  fault  to  be  t^e  nndne  nu^nifying  of  every- 
tiiing  that  comes  from  me,  and  I  am  always  complaining 
of  it  outwardly  and  inwardly.  That  suddenly  I  should  set 
Vol.  1.-38 
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abont  desiring  7011  to  be  more  grateful, — evea  for  so  great 
a  booD  as  an  old  penholder, — would  be  a  more  aatonndiiig 
change  than  any  to  be  songht  or  seen  in  a  prime  miniater. 

Another  mistake  you  made  concerning  Henrietta  and 
her  opinion — end  there's  no  use  nor  comfort  in  leaving  jaa 
in  it.  Henrietta  says  that  the  '  anger  vonld  not  be  so  for- 
midable after  all ' !  Poor  dearest  Henrietta,  -who  trembles 
at  the  least  bending  of  the  brows  .  .  who  has  less  conrage 
than  I,  and  the  same  views  of  the  fotiire  1  What  she  re* 
ferred  to,  was  simply  the  infregnenoy  of  the  visits.  '  Why 
was  I  ^raid,'  she  said — 'where  was  the  danger?  who 
would  be  the  informer? ' — Well !  I  will  not  flay  any  more. 
It  is  jnst  natural  that  yon,  in  yonr  oircomatanoes  and  asso- 
ciations, flhonld  be  unable  to  see  what  I  have  Been  from  the 
beginnii^ — only  yon  will  not  hereafter  reproach  me,  in  the 
most  secret  of  your  thoughts,  for  not  having  told  yon 
plainly.  If  I  could  have  told  yon  with  greats  plainness  I 
should  blame  myself  (and  I  do  not)  because  it  is  not  an 
opinion  I  have,  but  a  perception.  I  see,  I  know.  The 
reault .  .  the  end  of  all  .  .  perhape  now  and  then  I  see 
that  too  .  .  in  the  '  lucid  moments '  which  are  not  the 
happiest  for  anybody.  Remember,  in  all  cases,  that  I 
shall  not  repent  of  any  part  of  our  past  intercouise;  and 
that,  therefore,  when  the  time  for  decision  comes,  yoa  will 
be  free  to  look  at  the  question  as  if  yoa  saw  it  then  for  the 
first  moment,  without  being  hampered  by  considerationB 
about '  all  those  yesterdays.' 

For  him  .  .  he  would  rather  see  me  dead  at  his  foot 
than  yield  the  point:  and  he  will  Bay  so,  and  mean  it,  and 
persist  in  the  meaning.  . 

Do  you  ever  wonder  at  me  .  .  that  I  should  write  such 
things,  and  have  written  others  so  different?  I  have  thought 
that  in  myBelf  very  often.  Insincerity  and  injustice  may 
seem  the  two  ends,  while  I  occupy  the  straight  betwixt  two 
— and  I  should  not  like  you  to  doubt  how  this  may  bel 
Sometimes  I  have  b^un  to  show  you  the  truth,  and  torn 
the  paper;  I  could  not.    Yet  now  a^ain  I  am  borne  on  to 
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tell  7011,  .  ,  to  save  yoa  from  some  tlionghla  wluoli  7011 
caimot  help  perhaps. 

There  has  beeQ  no  insincerity — ^oor  is  there  injnBtice. 
I  belieTS,  I  am  certain,  I  have  loved  him  better  than  the 
rest  of  his  childreo.  I  have  heard  the  fonDtain  within  the 
rock,  and  017  heart  has  straggled  in  tovards  him  throngh 
the  atones  of  the  rock  .  .  throst  off  .  .  dropping  off  .  . 
tnming  in  again  and  clii^iing !  Knowing  what  is  excellent 
in  him  well,  loving  him  as  my  only  parent  left,  and  for 
himself  dearly,  notwithstandii^  that  hardness  and  the 
miserable  '  system '  which  made  him  appear  harder  still, 
I  have  loved  him  and  been  prond  of  him  for  his  high  qoal- 
itiea,  for  his  conrage  and  fortitnde  when  he  bore  np  so 
bravely  years  ago  under  the  worldly  reverses  which  he  yet 
felt  acutely— more  than  70a  and  I  conid  feel  them— bat 
the  fortitada  was  admirable.  Then  came  the  trials  of  love 
— then,  I  was  repnlaed  too  often,  .  .  made  to  snffer  in  the 
suffering  of  those  by  m7  side  .  .  depressed  b7  petty  daily 
Badnesses  and  terrors,  from  which  it  is  poeaible  however 
for  an  elastao  affection  to  rise  again  as  past.  Yet  my 
friends  used  to  say  '  You  look  broken-spirited ' — and  it 
was  true.  In  the  midst,  came  my  illness, — and  when  I 
vras  ill  he  grew  gentler  and  let  me  draw  nearer  than  ever  I 
had  done:  and  after  that  great  stroke  .  .  you  know  ,  . 
though  that  fell  in  the  middle  of  a  storm  of  emotion  and 
sympathy  on  my  i>art,  which  drove  clearly  against  him, 
God  seemed  to  strike  our  hearts  together  by  the  shock ; 
and  I  was  grateful  to  him  for  not  saying  aloud  what  I  said 
to  myself  in  my  agony,  '  If  it  had  not  been  for  yoa '  .  .  ! 
And  comparing  my  self-reproach  to  what  I  imagined  his 
self-reproach  most  certainly  be  (for  if  /had  loved  selfish- 
ly, he  had  not  been  kind),  I  felt  as  if  I  conld  love  and  for- 
give him  for  two  .  .  (I  knowing  that  serene  generona  de- 
parted spirit,  and  seeming  left  to  represent  it)  .  .  and  I 
did  love  hJTn  better  than  all  those  left  to  fn«  to  love  in  the 
world  here.  I  proved  a  little  my  affection  for  him,  by 
coming  to  Jjondon  at  the  risk  of  my  life  rather  than  dimin- 
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ish  the  oomf  cot  of  his  home  by  keeping  a  part  of  my  £aiDiI; 
away  from  him.  And  afterwards  for  long  and  long  he 
spoke  to  me  kindly  and  gently,  and  of  me  aftectionately 
and  with  too  much  praise;  and  Gtod  knows  that  I  bad  as 
mnoh  joy  as  I  imagined  myself  capable  of  again,  in  the 
Boond  of  his  footstep  on  the  stairs,  and  of  his  voioe  when 
he  prayed  in  this  room ;  my  best  hope,  as  I  have  (old  him 
sinoe,  being,  to  die  beneath  his  ejea.  Love  is  so  much  to 
me  naturally — it  is,  to  all  women  1  and  it  was  so  much  to 
me  to  feel  anre  at  last  that  he  loved  me — ^to  forget  all  blame 
— to  pull  the  weeds  np  &om  that  last  illoaion  of  life : — and 
this,  till  the  Fisa-bosinesa,  which  threw  me  off,  far  aa  ever, 
again — farther  than  ever — when  Qeoige  said  *  he  oonld  not 
flatter  me '  and  I  dared  not  flatter  myself.  Bnt  do  you  be- 
lieve that  I  never  wrote  what  I  did  not  feel :  I  never  did. 
And  I  ask  one  kindness  more  .  .  do  not  notice  what  I 
have  written  here.  Let  it  pass.  We  can  alter  nothing  by 
ever  bo  many  words.  After  all,  he  is  the  victim.  He  iso- 
lates himself — and  now  and  then  he  feels  it  .  .  the  cold 
dead  silence  all  roond,  which  is  the  effect  of  an  incredible 
system.  If  he  were  not  stronger  than  most  men,  he  coold 
not  bear  it  as  he  does.  With  snoh  high  qnalitiea  too ! — so 
upright  and  hononraUe — yon  would  esteem  him,  yon  wonld 
like  him,  I  think.  And  so  .  .  dearest  .  .  let  that  bo  the 
last  word. 

I  dare  say  yon  have  asked  yourself  sometimes,  why  it 
was  that  I  never  managed  to  draw  yoa  into  the  hoase  here, 
so  that  yon  might  make  yoor  own  way.  Now  that  is  one 
of  the  things  impossible  to  me.  I  have  not  influence  enough 
for  that.  George  can  never  invite  a  friend  of  his  even.  Do 
you  see?  The  people  who  do  come  here,  come  by  partic- 
ular license  and  association  .  .  Capt  Sortees  Cook  being 
one  of  them.  Once  .  .  when  I  was  in  high  favoor  too  .  . 
I  asked  for  Mr.  Eenyon  to  be  invited  to  dinner — he  an  old  | 
college  friend,  and  living  close  by.  and  so  affectionate  to  me 
always — I  felt  that  he  most  be  hnrt  by  the  neglec^  and 
asked.     2i  was  in  vain.    Ifow,  yon  see — 
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Ma7  Ood  blesB  yoa  always  I    I  wrote  all  my  Bpirita 
away  in  this  letter  yesterday,  and  kept  it  to  finish  today 
.  .  being  yours  every  day,  glad  or  sad,  ever  beloTed  1 — 
YoorBa. 


Tuesday. 
[Post-mark,  Janaarr  97,  ISM.] 

Why  will  you  give  me  socli  nnnecessary  proofs  of  your 
goodness?  Why  not  leave  the  books  for  me  to  take  away, 
at  all  events?  No— yoa  must  fold  up,  and  tie  round,  and 
seal  over,  and  be  at  all  the  pains  in  the  world  with  those 
hands  I  see  now.  But  you  only  threaten ;  say  yoa  '  shall 
send ' — as  yet,  and  nothing  having  come,  I  do  pray  you, 
if  not  too  late,  to  save  me  the  shame — add  to  the  gratitude 
you  never  can  now,  I  tiiink  .  .  only  think,  for  yon  are  a 
siren,  and  I  don't  know  certainly  to  what  your  magic  may 
not  extend.  Thus,  in  not  so  important  a  matter,  I  should 
have  said,  the  day  before  yesterday,  that  no  letter  from  you 
could  make  my  heart  rise  within  me,  more  than  of  old  .  . 
unless  it  should  happen  to  be  of  twice  the  ordinary  thick* 
nesa  .  .  and  ^Aen  there's  afearatfirstlesttheover^ronnii^ 
of  my  dealt-ont  measure  should  be  just  a  note  of  Mr.  Ken- 
yen's,  for  instance  I  But  yesterday  the  very  seal  began 
with  '  Ba ' — Now,  always  seal  with  that  seal  my  letters, 
dearest  I  Do  yon  recollect  Donne's  pretty  lines  about 
seals? 

Quondam  fesauB  Amor  loqueua  Amato, 
Tot  et  lanta  loqiieua  arnica,  scrtpalt : 
Tandem  et  fessa  manns  dedlt  SlgUlum. 

And  in  his  own  Bnglish, 

When  love,  being  weary,  made  an  end 
Of  kind  eipresaiona  to  bis  friend. 
He  writ ;  nben  hand  could  write  no  mora. 
Be  gave  the  eoal— and  so  left  o'er. 
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(B7  the  iTfty,  what  a  mercj  that  be  never  notieed  tiie 
jingle  tn^weseof  ending 'expteesions' uidbegiuimig  'im- 
pressions.') 

How  your  account  of  the  actors  in  the  '  Love's  IJaboar 
Lost'  amused  me!  I  rather  like,  though,  the  notion  of 
that  steady,  bnsinees-like  pursuit  of  love  under  difiScrd- 
ties;  and  the  adbtnnff  proves  something  surely  I  Serjt. 
Talfonrd  says— is  it  not  he  who  says  it?—'  All  tears  are 
not  for  sorrow.'  I  shonld  incline  to  say,  from  my  own 
feeling,  that  no  tears  were.  They  only  express  joy  in  me, 
or  sympathy  with  joy— and  so  is  it  with  you  too,  I  should 
think. 

Understand  that  I  do  not  disbelieve  in  Mesmerism — I 
only  object  to  insufficient  evidence  being  pot  forward  as 
quite  irrefragable.  I  keep  an  open  sense  on  the  subject — 
ready  to  be  inatnicted ;  and  shoold  have  refused  such  testi- 
mony as  Miss  Martinean's  if  it  had  been  adduced  in  sup- 
port of  something  I  firmly  believed — '  non  tali  aoxilio  * — 
indeed,  ao  has  tmth  been  harmed,  and  only  bo,  from  the 
beginning.  So,  I  shall  read  what  yon  bid  me,  and  leam 
all  I  can. 

I  am  not  quite  so  well  this  week — yesterday  some 
friends  came  early  and  kept  me  at  home — for  which  I  seem 
to  suffer  a  little ;  less,  already,  than  in  the  morning — ao  I 
will  go  out  and  walk  away  the  whirring  .  .  which  is  all 
the  mighty  ailment.  As  for  '  Lnria '  I  have  not  looked  at 
it  since  I  saw  you — which  means,  saw  yon  in  the  body, 
because  last  night  I  saw  yon;  as  I  wonder  if  yon  know! 

Thursday,  and  again  I  am  with  you — and  you  will  for- 
get nothing  .  .  how  the  farewell  is  to  be  returned?  Ah, 
my  dearest,  sweetest  Ba;  how  entirely  I  love  you  I 

May  God  bless  you  ever — 
B. 

2.  p.m.  Tour  parcel  arrives  .  .  the  pen-holder;  now 
what  shall  I  say?  How  am  I  to  use  so  fine  a  thing  even 
in  writing  to  yon?    I  will  give  it  yon  again  in  onr  lale,  and 
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meaotiine  keep  it  wbere  my  other  treaBares  are — ^my  letters 
and  my  dear  ringlet. 

Thank  yon — all  I  can  tTiant. 

S.  S.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Vednaiday. 
[PoaMurk,  Juauy28,  1U6.] 

Ever  dearest— I  will  say,  as  yon  desire,  nothing  on  that 
subject — bat  this  striotly  for  myself:  yon  engaged  me  to 
consalt  my  own  goo4  in  the  keeping  or  breaking  onr  en- 
gagement; not  your  good  as  it  might  even  seem  to  me; 
mach  less  seem  to  another.  My  only  good  in  this  world 
—that  against  which  all  the  world  goes  for  nothing — is  to 
spend  my  life  with  yon,  and  be  yonrs.  Yon  know  that 
when  I  cJaun  anything,  it  is  really  yourself  in  me — yon 
give  me  a  right  and  bid  me  use  it,  and  I,  in  fact,  am  most 
obeying  yoa  when  I  appear  most  exacting  on  my  own  ac- 
count— so,  in  that  feeling,  I  daie  claim,  onca  for  all,  and 
in  all  possible  cases  (except  that  dreadful  one  of  your  be- 
coming woise  again  .  .  in  which  case  I  wait  till  life  ends 
with  both  of  us),  I  claim  your  promise's  fulfilment — aay,  at 
the  summer's  end :  it  cannot  be  for  your  good  that  this 
state  of  things  should  continue.  We  can  go  to  Italy  for  a 
year  or  two  and  be  happy  as  day  and  night  are  long.  For 
me,  I  adore  you.  This  is  all  unnecessary,  I  feel  as  I  write : 
but  you  will  think  of  the  main  fact  as  ordained,  granted  by 
Qod,  will  you  not,  dearest? — so,  not  to  be  put  in  doubt 
ever  again — ^theo,  we  can  go  quietly  tTiinVing  of  after  mat- 
ters. Tin  to-morrow,  and  ever  after,  God  bless  my  heart's 
oTra,  own  Bs.  All  my  soul  follows  you,  lore — encircles 
yoQ — and  I  live  in  being  yours. 
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K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Frid  V  UomlDg. 
[Poit-mark.  JaDuarj  81,  1846.] 

Let  it  be  this  my,  ever  dearest  If  in  the  time  of  fine 
weather,  I  am  not  ill,  .  .  then  .  .  not  now  .  .  ;oa  shall 
decide,  and  your  decision  shall  be  duty  and  desire  to  me, 
both — I  will  make  no  difficalties.  Bemember,  in  the  mean- 
while, that  I  have  decided  to  let  it  be  as  ;on  shall  choose 
.  .  shaU  choose.  That  I  love  ;oa  enough  to  give  jou  op 
'  for  jonr  good,'  is  proof  (to  mjself  at  least)  that  I  love 
yon  enongh  for  any  other  end : — bnt  yon  thought  too  much 
of  me  in  the  last  Utter.  Do  not  mistake  me.  I  beliera  and 
trost  in  all  your  words — only  yon  are  generous  nnavares, 
as  other  men  are  selfish. 

More,  I  meant  to  say  of  this ;  hot  yon  moved  me  as 
usnal  yesterday  into  the  snnshine,  and  then  I  n-m  daKsIed 
and  cannot  see  clearly.  Still  I  see  that  yon  love  me  and 
that  I  am  bound  to  yon ! — and  '  what  more  need  I  see, '  yon 
may  ask;  while  I  cannot  help  looking  oat  to  the  fatore,  to 
the  bloe  ridges  of  the  hills,  to  the  chances  of  yonr  being 
happy  with  me.  Well  I  I  am  yours  as  you  see  .  .  and 
not  yours  to  teaze  yon.  Ton  shall  decide  everything  when 
the  time  oomes  for  doing  anything  .  .  and  from  this  to 
then,  I  do  not,  dearest,  expect  yon  to  nse  '  the  liberty  of 
leaping  ont  of  the  window, '  nnless  yon  are  sore  of  the  hoose 
being  on  fire  I  Nobody  shall  posh  yon  ont  of  the  window — 
least  of  all,  I. 

For  Italy  .  .  yon  are  right.  We  should  be  nearer  the 
son,  as  yon  say,  and  further  from  the  world,  as  I  think— 
ont  of  hearing  of  the  great  storm  of  gossiping,  when  '  sci- 
rocco  is  loose. '  Even  if  yon  liked  to  live  altogether  abroad, 
coming  to  England  at  intervals,  it  wonld  be  no  sacrifice  for 
me — and  whether  in  Italy  or  England,  we  shoold  have 
sufficient  or  more  than  sufficient  means  of  living,  without 
modifying  by  a  line  that  '  good  free  life '  of  yoors  which 
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yon  reasonably  praise — which,  if  it  had  been  necessary  to 
modify,  toe  must  have  parted,  .  .  becaose  I  could  not  have 
borne  to  see  yoadoit;  though,  that  you  once  offered  it 
for  my  sake,  I  never  shall  forget. 

Mr.  KenyoQ  stayed  half  an  hoar,  and  asked,  after  yon 
vent,  if  yon  had  been  here  long.  I  reproached  him  with 
what  they  had  been  doing  at  his  elab  (the  Athenteam)  in 
blackballing  Donglas  Jerrold,  for  want  of  something  better 
to  say — and  he  had  not  heard  of  it.  There  were  more 
Uack  than  white  balls,  and  Dickens  was  so  enraged  at  the 
lepnlse  of  hia  friend  that  he  gave  in  his  own  resignation 
like  a  priyy  coimoillor. 

But  the  really  bad  news  is  of  poor  Tennyson — I  foi^ot 
to  teU  you — I  forget  everything.  He  is  sdrionsly  ill  with 
an  internal  complaint  and  confined  to  his  bed,  as  George 
heard  from  a  common  friend.  Which  does  not  prevent  his 
writing  a  new  poem — he  has  finished  the  second  book  of 
it — and  it  is  in  blank  verse  and  a  fairy  tale,  and  called  the 
'  University,'  the  oniveTaity-membeTB  being  all  females.  If 
Geoi^  has  not  diluted  the  scheme  of  it  with  some  law  from 
the  loner  Temple,  I  don't  know  what  to  think — it  makes 
me  open  my  eyea.  Now  isn't  the  world  too  old  and  fond 
of  steam,  for  blank  veise  poems,  in  ever  so  many  books,  to 
be  written  on  the  fairies?  I  hope  they  may  core  him,  for 
the  best  deed  they  can  do.  He  is  not  precisely  in  danger, 
nnderstand — ^bat  the  complaint  may  run  into  dai^er — so 
the  account  went. 

And  yon?  how  are  you?  Mind  to  tell  me.  Hay  God 
bless  you.  Is  Monday  or  Tuesday  to  be  our  day?  If  it 
were  not  for  Mr.  Kenyon  I  should  take  courage  and  say 
Monday — but  Tnesday  and  Saturday  would  do  as  well — 
would  they  not? 

Tour  own 
Ba. 

Shalll  have  a  letter? 
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B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Satotdsj. 
[Post-mark,  Jumuy  81,  ISM.] 

II  is  a  relief  to  me  this  time  to  obey  your  wiali,  and 
reserve  farther  remark  oa  that  subject  till  by  and  bye. 
And,  whereas  some  people,  I  nappose,  have  to  lash  them- 
selves up  to  the  due  point  of  passion,  and  chocMe  the  happy 
minntes  to  be  as  lovicg  in  as  they  possibly  can  .  .  (that 
is,  in  expresmon;  the  jnst  oorreepondenay  of  word  to  fact 
and  feeling ;  for  it — the  love— may  be  very  truly  there,  at  the 
bottom,  when  it  is  got  at,  and  spoken  out) — quite  otherwise, 
I  do  really  have  to  guai'd  my  tongne  and  set  a  watch  on  my 
pen  .  .  that  so  I  may  say  as  little  as  can  weU  be  likely  to 
be  excepted  to  by  your  generosity.  Dearest,  hve  means 
love,  certainly,  and  adoration  carries  its  sense  with  it — and 
8o,  yon  may  have  received  my  feeling  in  that  shape — but 
when  I  b^in  to  hint  at  the  merest  putting  into  practice 
one  or  the  other  profession,  you  'fly  out' — instead  of 
keepii^  your  throne.  So  let  this  letter  lie  awhUe,  till  my 
heart  is  mote  osed  to  it,  and  after  some  days  or  weeks  I 
will  find  as  cold  and  quiet  a  moment  as  I  can,  and  by  stand- 
ing as  far  off  yon  as  I  shall  be  able,  see  more — '  si  mirwa 
propi  stes,  te  capiet  magis.'  Meanwhile,  silent  or  speak- 
ing, I  am  yours  to  dispose  of  as  that  (^Zcwe— not  that  hand. 

I  most  think  that  Mr.  Kenyon  sees,  and  knows,  and 
,  .  in  hia  goodness  .  .  hardly  disapproves— he  knows  I 
could  not  avoid — escape  you — for  he  knows,  in  a  manner, 
what  yoa  are  .  .  like  your  American;  and,  early  in  our 
intercoDTse,  he  asked  me  (did  I  tell  yoa?)  '  what  I  thought 
of  his  young  relative ' — and  I  considered  half  a  second  to 
this  effect — '  if  be  asked  me  what  I  thought  of  the  Queen- 
diamond  they  showed  me  in  the  crown  of  the  Czar — and  I 
answered  truly — he  would  not  return;  "then  of  coorBe  yon 
mean  to  try  and  get  it  to  keep." '  Bo  I  c2ul  (ell  the  truth 
in  a  very  few  words.      WeU,  it  is  no  matter. 
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I  am  sorry  to  hear  of  poor  TennjeoD's  cooditioii.  The 
projected  book — title,  scheme,  all  of  it,— that  is  astoond- 
ing; — and  fairies?  If  'Thorp^  and  bamee,  sheep-pena 
and  dairies — this  maketh  that  there  ben  no  fairies ' — loco- 
motiveB  and  the  broad  or  narrow  gauge  most  keep  the  very 
({hosts  of  them  away.  Bet  how  the  fashion  of  this  world 
passes;  the  forms  its  beanty  and  tmth  take;  iftre  have  the 
making  of  sach !  I  went  last  night,  out  of  pnre  shame  at 
a  broken  promise,  to  hear  Miss  Coshman  and  her  sister  in 
'Bomeo  and  Juliet.'  The  whole  play  goes  .  .  horribly; 
'  speak '  bids  the  Foet,  and  so  M.  Walladmir  [Valdemar] 
moves  his  tongae  and  dispenses  with  his  jaws.  Whatever 
is  slightly  touched  in,  indicated,  to  give  relief  to  aome- 
thing  actnally  insisted  apon  and  drawn  boldly  .  ,  here,  yon 
have  it  gone  over  with  an  unremitting  bnmt-stick,  till  it 
stares  black  forever  t  Bomeo  goes  whining  aboat  Yerona 
by  broad  daylight.  Yet  when  a  schoolfellow  of  mine,  I 
remember,  b^an  translating  in  class  Virgil  after  this  mode, 
'Sicfatnr — so  said  .tineas ;  lachrymans — a-crymg'  .  .  onr 
pedagogue  tamed  on  him  furiously — 'D'ye  think  ^neas 
made  snoh  a  noise — as  you  shaU,  presently  ? '  How  easy  to 
conceive  a  boyish  half-melancholy,  smiling  at  itself. 

Then  Tuesday,  and  not  Monday  .  .  and  Saturday  will 
be  the  nearer  ^terward.  I  am  singularly  well  to-day — 
head  quite  quiet — and  yesterday  your  penholder  began  its 
infloenoe  and  I  wrote  about  half  my  last  act.  Writing  is 
nothing,  nor  praise,  nor  blame,  nor  living,  nor  dying,  bat 
yon  are  all  my  true  life ;  May  God  bless  you  ever — 

B. 

E.  S.  B.  io  B.  B. 

Friday  Evening. 
[PoBt-mark,  VAavaxj  9,  1840.] 

Something,  you  said  yesterday,  made  me  happy — '  that 
your  liking  for  me  did  not  come  and  go ' — do  you  remem- 
ber? Because  there  was  a  letter,  written  at  a  crisis  long 
since,  in  whidi  you  showed  yourself  awfully,  as  a  burning 
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Dunrntsin,  and  talked  of  '  making  the  moet  of  jonr  fire- 
ejee,'  and  of  having  at  intervals  '  deep  black  pita  of  edd 
water ' ! — and  the  lava  of  that  letter  has  kept  nmrnog  dowa 
into  my  thoi^hts  of  ;oa  too  mach,  nutil  qiiite  of  late — 
while  even  yeeterday  I  was  not  too  well  instructed  to  be 
'happy,'  yoa  seel  Do  not  reproach  met  I.  woold  not 
have  '  heard  your  enemy  sa;  so ' — it  was  yonr  own  word  I 
And  the  other  long  word  idiosyiwrasy  seemed  long  enonj^ 
to  cover  it;  and  it  might  have  been  a  matter  of  lemper»- 
ment,  I  fancied,  that  a  man  of  genios,  in  the  mystvy  of 
his  nature,  shonld  find  his  feelings  sometimes  like  dnmb 
notes  in  a  piano  .  .  shonid  care  for  people  at  half  past 
eleven  on  Taesday,  and  on  Wednesday  at  noon  prefer  a 
black  beetle.  How  yoa  frightened  me  with  yonr  '  fire- 
eyes '!  'making  the  most  of  them'  tool  and  the  'black 
pits,'  which  gaped  .  .  wTtere  did  {hey  gape?  who  could 
tell?  Oh — bat  lately  I  have  not  been  crossed  so,  of  course, 
with  those  fabnlooB  terrors — lately  that  horror  of  the  bom- 
ing  mooutain  has  grown  more  like  a  snperstition  than  a 
rationalfear!— andif  I  wasglad  .  .  happy  .  .  yesterday, 
it  was  btit  as  a  tolerably  sensible  nervons  man  might  be 
glad  of  a  clearer  moonlight,  showing  him  that  what  he  had 
half  shuddered  at  for  a  sheeted  ghonle,  was  only  a  white 
horse  on  the  moor.  Snch  a  great  white  horse ! — call  it  the 
'mammoth  horse' — the  *real  mammoth,'  this  time  I 

Dearest,  did  I  write  yon  a  cold  letter  the  last  time? 
Almost  it  seems  so  to  me  I  the  reason  being  that  my  feel- 
ings were  near  to  overflow,  and  that  I  had  to  hold  the  cup 
straight  to  prevent  the  possible  dropping  on  yocr  pnrple 
nndemeath.     Your  letter,  the  letter  I  answered,  was  in  my 

heart  .  .  ta  in  my  heart and  all  the  yeses  in  the  world 

wonld  not  be  too  many  for  snch  a  letter,  as  I  felt  and  fed. 
Also,  perhaps,  I  gave  yon,  at  last,  a  merely  formal  di»- 
tinction — and  it  comes  to  the  same  thing  practically  with- 
out any  doubt  I  bnt  I  shrank,  with  a  sort  of  instinct,  from 
appearing  (to  myself,  mind)  to  take  a  security  from  yoor 
words  now  (said  too  on  an  obviooa  impolse)  for  what 
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ehonld,  would,  must,  depend  on  yaux  deliberate  wiehed 
hereafter.  Yon  anderetand— yoa  will  not  accnae  me  of 
over-cantioasue&s  and  the  like.  On  the  contrary,  yon  are 
all  things  to  me,  .  .  instead  of  all  and  better  than  alll 
You  have  fallen  like  a  great  Imninons  blot  on  the  whole 
leaf  of  the  world  .  .  of  life  and  time  .  .  and  I  can  see 
nothing  beyond  yon,  nor  wish  to  Bee  it.  .&s  to  all  that 
was  evil  and  sadness  to  me,  I  do  not  feel  it  any  longer — it 
may  be  raining  still,  bnt  I  am  in  the  shelter  and  can  scarce- 
ly tell.  If  yoa  could  be  too  dear  to  me  yon  wonld  be  now — 
but  you  could  not — ^I  do  not  believe  in  those  snpposed  ex- 
cesses of  pare  affections — God  cannot  be  too  great. 

Therefore  it  is  a  conditional  engagement  still — all  the 
oonditions  being  in  yonr  hands,  except  the  necessary  one, 
<rf  my  health.  And  shall  I  tell  yon  what  is  *  not  to  be  put 
in  doubt  ever '  ? — your  goodness,  that  is  .  .  and  every  tie 
that  binds  me  to  yon.  *  Ordained,  granted  by  Qod '  it  is, 
that  I  should  owe  the  only  happiness  in  my  life  to  yon, 
and  be  contented  and  gratefnl  (if  it  were  necessary)  to  stop 
jrith  it  at  this  present  point.  Still  I  do  not — there  seems 
no  necessity  yet. 

May  God  bless  you,  ever  dearest : — 

Tour  ownBa. 

K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Saturday. 
[Li  the  some  envelopfl  with  tho  preceding  letter.] 

W^  I  have  your  letter — and  I  send  you  the  ptwtscript 
to  my  last  one,  written  yesterday  you  observe  ,  .  and 
being  simply  a  postscript  in  some  ports  of  it,  a>  far  it  is 
not  for  an  answer.  Only  I  deny  the  '  flyiog  out ' — per- 
haps yoQ  may  do  it  a  little  more  .  .  la  your  momenta  of 
starry  oentrifugal  motion. 

So  yon  think  that  dear  Mr.  Eenyon's  opinion  of  his 
'  young  relative ' — (neither  yonng  nor  his  relative — not 
very  mneh  of  either!)  is  to  the  effect  tiiat  you  oonldn't 
possibly  '  escape '  her—?     It  looks  like  the  sign  of  the 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


446  THE  LETTEE8  OF  ROBEET  BBOWKDTG     [!!».  « 

Bed  DragoD,  put  eo  .  .  and  yom  bnrmng  mountain  is  not 
too  awful  for  the  Bcenery. 

Serionslj  .  .  giavely  .  .  if  it  makes  me  three  times 
happy  that  yoa  should  love  me,  yet  I  grov  mieasy  and 
even  saddened  when  yoa  say  intato&ted  things  such  as  this 
aoA  this  .  .  noless  after  all  yoD  mean  a  philosophieal  sar- 
casm on  the  worth  of  Czar  diamonds.  No — do  not  say  each 
things!  If  yoa  do,  I  shall  eod  by  being  jealous  of  some 
ideal  Czarina  who  must  stand  between  yoa  and  me  .  .  I 
shall  think  that  it  is  not  /whom  yoa  look  at  .  .  and  paw 
{Xiuse.    '  Flying  out,'  that  would  bel 

And  for  Mr.  Kenyon,  X  only  know  that  I  have  grown 
the  most  ungrateful  of  humiui  beings  lately,  and  find  my- 
self almost  glad  when  he  does  not'come,  oertainly  uncom- 
fortable when  ha  does — yes,  reaUy  I  would  rather  not  see 
him  at  all,  and  when  you  are  not  here.  The  sense  of  which 
and  the  sorrow  for  which,  turn  me  to  a  hypocrite,  and  make 
me  ask  why  he  does  not  oome  &,a.  .  .  questionB  which 
never  came  to  my  lips  before  .  .  till  I  am  more  and  more 
ashamed  and  Borry.  Will  it  end,  I  wonder,  by  my  ceasing 
to  care  for  any  one  in  the  world,  except,  except  .  .  ?  or  is 
it  not  rather  that  I  feel  trodden  down  by  either  his  too 
great  penetration  or  too  great  unconscionsness,  both  being 
overwhelming  things  from  him  to  me.  From  a  similar 
cause  I  hate  writii^  letters  to  any  of  my  old  friends — I 
feel  as  if  it  were  the  merest  swindling  to  attempt  to  give 
the  least  account  of  myself  to  anybody,  and  when  their  let- 
*  >ra  come  and  I  know  that  nothing  very  fatal  has  happened 
to  them,  scarcely  I  can  read  to  an  end  afterwards  through 
the  besetting  care  of  having  to  answer  it  all.  Then  I  am 
ignoble  enough  to  revenge  myself  on  people  for  their  stu- 
pidities .  .  which  never  in  my  life  I  did  before  nor  felt  the 
temptation  to  do  .  .  and  when  they  have  a  distaste  for  your 
poetry  through  want  <^  understanding,  I  have  a  distaste  for 
them  ,  .  cannot  help  it — and  yon  need  not  say  it  is  wrong, 
because  I  know  the  whole  iniqoity  of  it,  persisting  never^ 
thelesa.    As  for  dear  Mr.  Kenyon — with  whom  we  b^an. 
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and  vho  thinks  of  joa  as  appredatiiigly  and  admirmgl;  as 
one  man  can  think  of  another, — do  not  imagiQe  that,  if  he 
shotM  see  anything,  he  can  '  approve '  of  either  yonr  wis- 
dom or  mj  generosity,  .  .  he,  with  hia  huge  orgaiiB  of 
caution,  and  his  habit  of  looking  right  and  left,  and  roand 
the  comer  a  little  way.  Because,  yon  know,  .  .  iflahoold 
be  ill  Ae/bre  .  .  why  there,  is  a  coDclasion  I — bat  if  afler- 
tcard  ,  .  what?  Yon,  who  talk  wildly  of  my  generosity, 
whereas  I  only  and  most  impotently  tried  to  be  generoos, 
mnst  see  how  both  sappositions  hare  their  possibility. 
KeTertheless  yon  are  the  master  to  ran  the  latter  risk. 
Yon  have  overcome  .  .  to  yonr  loss  perhaps — nnless  the 
judgment  ia  revised.  Aa  to  taking  the  half  of  my  prison 
.  .  I  conld  not  even  smile  at  that  if  it  seemed  probable  .  . 
I  shonld  zecoU  from  yonr  affection  even  under  a  shape  so 
fatal  to  yon  .  .  dearest  I  No !  There  is  a  better  proba- 
biUly.  before  ns  I  hope  and  believe — in  spite  of  the  posn- 
biiity  which  it  is  impossible  to  deny.  And  now  we  leave 
mis  sabject  for  the  present. 

Sunday. — Yon  are  'singnlarly  well.'  Yon  are  veiy 
seldom  qnite  well,  I  am  afraid — ^yet '  Lnria '  seema  to  have 
done  no  harm  this  time,  as  yon  are  singularly  well  the  day 
a/ler  so  much  writing.  Yet  do  not  harry  that  last  act  .  . 
I  won't  have  it  for  a  long  while  yet. 

Here  I  have  been  reading  Carlyle  upon  Cromwell  and 
he  is  very  fine,  very  mach  himself,  it  seema  to  me,  every- 
whra«.  Did  Mr.  Kenyon  make  yon  nnderstond  that  I  had 
said  there  was  nothii^  in  him  bat  manner  .  .  I  thoaght 
he  said  so — and  I  am  confident  that  he  never  heard  snch  an 
opinion  from  me,  for  good  or  for  evil,  ever  at  all.  I  may 
have  observed  upon  those  vulgar  attacks  on  account  of  the 
so-called  mannengm,  the  obvious  fact,  that  an  individual- 
ity, carried  into  the  mediam,  the  expression,  is  a  feature 
in  all  men  of  geoius,  aa  Boffon  teaches  .  .  '  Le  style,  o'est 
rkmtane.'  But  if  the  wAofe  man  were  style,  if  all  Carlyle- 
iam  were  manner — why  there  would  be  no  man,  no  Carlyle 
worth  talkii^  of.    I  wonder  that  Mr.  Kenyon  should  mis- 
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represent  me  so.  Eaphnisms  there  ma^  be  to  the  end  at 
the  world — affected  parlances — ^just  as  a  fop  at  heart  may 
go  without  shoestrings  to  mimic  the  distractioiiB  of  some 
great  wandering  sonl — although  that  is  a  bad  comparison, 
seeing  that  what  is  called  Carljle's  mannerism,  is  not  his 
dress,  bat  his  physiognomy or  more  than  that  even. 

Bat  I  do  not  forgive  him  for  talking  here  against  the 
'  ideals  of  poets '  .  .  opposing  their  ideal  by  a  mis-called 
reality,  which  is  another  sort,  a  baser  sort,  of  ideal  after 
all.  He  sees  things  in  broad  blazing  lights— bat  he  does 
not  analyse  them  like  a  philosopher — do  yoa  think  so? 
Then  hia  praise  for  dmnb  heroic  action  as  opposed  to 
speech  and  singing,  what  is  thai — when  all  earnest  thonghl^ 
passion,  belief,  and  their  utterances,  are  as  mach  acdona 
sorely  as  the  cutting  off  of  fifty  heads  by  one  right  hand. 
As  if  Shakespeare's  actions  were  not  greater  than  Crom- 
well's I — 

Bat  I  shall  write  no  mrae.  Once  more,  may  Ood  bless 
yon. 

Wholly  and  only 

ToarBa. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Tuesday  Ibmiliif. 
[Post-muk,  FebnuuT  4. 18M.] 

Yon  ought  hardly, — ooght  yon,  my  Ba? — to  refer  to 
{kai  letter  or  any  expression  in  it ;  I  had — and  have,  I  trost 
— yoar  forgiveness  for  what  I  wrote,  meaning  to  be  geoei^ 
oos  or  at  least  jost,  God  knows.  That,  and  the  other  like 
exaf^erations  were  there  to  serve  the  pnrpose  of  what  yon 
'  properly  caU  a  crisis.  I  did  believe, — taking  an  expres- 
sion, in  the  note  that  occasioned  mine,  in  connedaon  with 
an  excnse  which  came  in  the  postscript  for  not  seeing  nte 
on  the  day  previoosly  appointed,  I  did  folly  believe  that 
yon  were  abont  to  deny  me  admittance  again  unless  I  blot- 
ted ont — not  merely  softened  down — the  past  avowal.  AQ 
was  wrong,  foolish,  bat  from  a  good  notion,  I  dare  to  say. 
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And  tiieo,  tliat  partioalAr  exaggeration  yon  bring  moBt 
painfully  to  my  mind — that  does  not,  after  all,  disagree 
with  what  I  said  and  yon  repeat — does  it,  if  yon  will 
think?  J  said  my  other  '  Wdnga '  (as  yoa  rightly  sot  it 
down)  used  to  '  come  and  go, '  and  that  my  love  for  yoa 
did  not,  and  that  ia  tme;  the  first  clause  as  the  last  of  the 
sentence,  for  my  sympathiee  are  very  wide  and  general, — 
always  have  been — and  the  natoral  proUem  has  been  the 
giving  unity  to  their  object,  concentrating  them  instead 
of  dispersing.  I  seem  to  hare  foretold,  /oreknoum  yon 
in  otiier  likings  of  mine — now  here  .  .  when  the  liking 
*  came '  ,  ,  and  now  elsewhere  .  .  when  as  sorely  the 
TiViTig  'went':  and  if  they  had  stayed  before  the  time 
wonld  that  hare  been  a  comfort  to  refer  to?  On  the  con- 
trary, I  am  as  little  likely  to  be  led  by  delusions  as  can 
be, — for  Borneo  thttika  he  loves  Bosaline,  and  is  excused 
on  all  hands — whoieas  I  saw  the  plain  truth  withont  one 
mistake,  and  *  looked  to  like,  if  lookii^  liking  moved — and 
no  more  deep  did  I  endart  mine  eye  * — about  which,  first 
I  was  very  sonj,  and  after  rather  proud — all  which  I  seem 
to  have  told  yon  before. — And  now,  when  my  whole  heart 
and  Bonl  find  yon,  and  fall  on  yon,  and  fix  forever,  I  am  to 
be  dreadfnlly  afraid  the  joy  cannot  last,  seeii^  that 

— It  is  so  baseless  a  fear  that  no  iUostration  will  serve  I 
Ib  it  gone  now,  dearest,  ever-dearest? 

And  as  yon  amuse  me  sometimes,  as  now,  by  seeming 
Borprised  at  some  chance  expression  of  a  truth  which  is 
grown  a  veriest  commonplace  to  me — like  Charles  Lamb's 
'  letter  to  an  elderly  man  whose  edncation  had  been  neg- 
lected ' — when  he  finds  himself  involuntarily  communicat- 
ing tratha  above  the  capacity  and  aoqnirements  of  his 
friend,  and  stops  himself  after  this  fashion — '  If  yon  look 
roond  the  world,  my  dear  Sir — for  it  (a  round  I '  — so  I 
will  make  yon  laugh  at  me,  if  yon  will,  for  my  inordinate 
delight  at  hearing  the  snccess  of  your  experiment  with  the 
opinin.  I  never  dared,  nor  shall  dare  inquire  into  yonr 
nse  of  that — for,  knowing  yon  ntterly  as  I  do,  I  know  yon 
TOL.  L— 2» 
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ooly  bend  to  the  most  absolute  necessity  in  taking  more  or 
less  of  it — so  that  increase  of  the  quantity  must  mean  sim- 
ply increased  weakness,  iUness — and  dimination,  dimin- 
ished illness.  And  nov  there  is  diminntioni  Dear,  dear 
Ba — yon  speak  of  my  silly  head  and  its  ailments  ,  .  veil, 
and  what  brings  on  the  irritation?  A  wet  day  or  two 
spent  at  home;  and  what  ends  it  all  dtrecUy? — jnst  an 
hour's  walk!  Sowithjn«:  now, — fancy  me  shut  in  a  room 
for  seven  years  .  .  it  is — no,  don't  see,  even  in  fancy, 
what  is  left  of  me  then!  Bnt  you,  at  the  end;  this  is  aU 
the  harm :  I  wonder  .  .  I  confirm  my  soul  in  its  belief  in 
perpetaal  miracnlonsness  .  .  I  bless  Ood  with  my  whole 
heart  that  it  is  thns  with  yon!  And  so,  I  will  not  even 
ventore  to  say — so  superflnons  it  were,  though  with  lay 
most  earnest,  most  loving  breath  (I  who  ch  love  you  moxe 
at  every  breath  I  draw ;  indeed,  yes  dearest,) —  I  wiU  not 
bid  yon— that  is,  pray  yon— to  persevere  I  Ton  have  all 
my  life  bonnd  to  yotira — save  me  from  my  '  seven  years ' — 
and  God  reward  yon  I 

Tour  own  B. 

K  S.  B.  to  B.  B. 

[Post-mark,  Fobnwiy  8,  1846.] 
Bni  I  did  not— dear,  dearest — no  indeed,  I  did  not 
mean  any  harm  about  the  letter.  I  wanted  to  show  yon 
how  you  had  given  me  pleasure — and  so, — did  I  give  yon 
pain?  was  that  my  ingenuity?  Forgive  my  nnhappineas 
in  it,  and  let  it  be  as  if  it  had  not  been.  Only  I  will 
just  aay  that  what  made  me  talk  abont  'the  thorn  in 
the  flesh '  from  that  letter  so  loi^,  was  a  sort  of  convic- 
tion of  your  having  pat  into  it  aa  mnch  of  the  troth,  yovr 
truth,  as  admitted  of  the  ultimate  purpose  of  it,  and  not 
the  least,  slightest  doubt  of  the  key  you  gave  me  to  the 
purpose  in  question.  And  so  forgive  me.  'Why  did  you 
set  about  explaining,  as  if  I  were  doubting  you?  TVheu 
yon  said  once  that  it '  did  not  come  and  go,'— was  it  not 
enough?  enough  to  make  me  feel  happy  as  I  told  yon? 
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Did  I  require  70a  to  vrite  a  letter  like  this?  Nov  think 
tor  a  moment,  and  knov  once  for  all,  how  from  the  be- 
ginning to  theae  latter  daya  and  through  all  possible 
degrees  of  crisis,  yoa  have  been  to  my  apprehension  and 
gratitude,  the  best,  most  consistent,  most  noble  .  .  .  the 
words  falter  that  would  speak  of  it  all.  In  nothing  and  at 
no  moment  have  yoo — I  wUl  not  say — failed  to  me,  but 
spoken  or  acted  unworthily  of  yourself  at  the  highest. 
What  have  you  ever  been  to  me  except  too  generous?  Ah 
— if  I  had  been  only  half  as  generous,  it  is  true  that  I 
nerer  could  have  seen  yon  again  after  that  first  meeting — 
it  was  the  straight  path  perhaps.  But  I  had  not  courage 
— Z  shrank  from  the  thooght  of  it — and  then  .  .  besides 
.  .  I  could  not  believe  that  your  mistake  was  likely  to 
laat, — I  concluded  that  I  migkt  keep  my  friend. 

Why  should  any  remembrance  be  painful  to  you?  I  do 
not  understand.  Unless  indeed  /  should  grow  painful  to 
yoa  .  .  I  myself  t — seeing  that  every  remembered  separate 
thing  has  brought  me  nearer  to  yon,  and  made  me  yours 
with  a  deeper  trust  and  lore. 

And  for  that  letter  .  .  do  you  fancy  that  in  nu/  mem- 
ory the  sting  is  not  gone  from  it? — and  that  I  do  not  carry 
the  thought  of  it,  as  the  Boman  maidens,  you  speak  of, 
their  cool  harmless  snakes,  at  my  heart  sjways?  So  let 
the  poor  letter  be  forgiven,  for  the  sake  of  the  dear  letter 
that  was  bnmt,  forgiven  by  you— until  you  grow  8i«ry  with 
me  instead — jnat  tUl  then. 

And  that  joa  shonld  care  so  mnch  about  the  opium] 
Then  /must  core,  and  get  to  do  with  leas — at  least.  On 
the  otiier  side  of  yonr  goodness  and  indulgence  (a  very 
Utile  way  on  tiie  other  side)  it  m^ht  strike  yon  as  strange 
that  I  who  have  had  no  pain — no  acnte  suffering  to  keep 
down  from  its  angles — shonld  need  opium  in  any  shape. 
Bat  I  have  had  restlessness  till  it  made  me  almost  mad :  at 
ooe  time  I  loat  the  power  of  sleeping  quite— and  even  in 
the  day,  the  continual  aching  sense  of  weakness  has  been 
intolerable — beeidee  palpitation — aa  if  one's  life,  instead 
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of  giving  movement  to  the  body,  were  imprisoned  nndi- 
minisiied  within  it,  and  beating  and  flatterii^  impotentl^ 
to  get  oat,  at  all  the  doors  and  windows.  So  the  medic^ 
people  gave  me  opium — a  preparation  of  it,  called  mor- 
phine, and  ether — and  ever  since  I  have  been  calling  it  mj 
amreeta  draught,  my  elixir, — becanse  the  iranqoilliziiig 
power  has  been  wondeifol.  Snch  a  nervons  system  I  have 
— so  irritable  naturally,  and  so  shattered  by  various  canses, 
that  the  need  has  continned  in  a  d^ree  until  now,  and  it 
woold  be  dangerooB  to  leave  off  the  j-JtlmiTig  remedy,  Mr. 
Jago  says,  except  very  slowly  and  gradually.  Bnt  slowly 
and  gr&dnally  something  may  be  done — and  yon  are  to 
understand  that  I  never  increased  upon  the  prescribed 
quantity  .  .  prescribed  in  the  first  instance — no!  Kow 
think  of  my  writii^  all  this  to  yon  I — ■ 

And  after  all  the  lotus-eaters  are  blessed  beyond  tiie 
opinm-eaters ;  and  the  best  of  lotoses  are  such  thoughts  as 
I  know. 

Dear  Miss  Mitfoid  cornea  to-morrow,  and  I  am  not  glad 
enough.  Shall  I  have  a  letter  to  make  me  glad?  She  will 
talk,  talk,  talk  .  .  and  I  shall  be  hoping  all  day  that  not 
a  word  may  be  talked  of  .  .  yoa : — a  forlorn  hope  indeed  1 
There's  a  hope  for  a  day  like  Thursday  which  is  just  io 
the  middle  between  a  Tuesday  and  a  Saturday  1 

Tout  head  ...  is  it  .  .  how  ia  it?  tell  me.  And  cod- 
aider  again  if  it  could  be  possible  that  I  could  ever  desire 
to  reproach  you  .  ,  in  what  I  said  about  the  letter. 

May  God  bless  yon,  best  and  dearest.  If  you  are  the 
compensation  blessed  is  the  evil  that  fell  upon  me :  and  tJiat, 
I  can  say  before  Gk>d. 

TourBa. 
S.  B.  io  K  B.  B. 

Friday. 
[Post-mark,  February  6,  1848.] 

If  I  Baid  you  '  gave  me  pain '  in  anything,  it  was  in  the 
only  way  ever  possible  for  you,  my  dearest — by  giving 
yourself,  in  me,  pain — ^being  unjust  to  yonr  own  right  and 
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power  as  I  feel  them  at  my  heart:  and  in  that  VBj,  I  see 
yon  will  go  on  to  the  end,  I  getting  called — in  this  very 
letter — '  generooe  *  &e.  Well,  let  me  fancy  yoa  Bee  voTy, 
very  deep  into  fatare  chances  aod  how  I  shonld  behave  on 
oGcaaion.  I  shall  hardly  imitate  yoa,  I  whose  sense  of  the 
present  and  its  claims  of  gratitode  already  is  beyond  ex- 
pression. 

AH  the  kind  exfdaining  about  the  opinm  makes  me 
happier.  '  Slowly  and  gradually '  what  may  not  be  done? 
Then  see  the  bright  weather  while  I  write — lilacs,  haw- 
thorn, plum-trees  all  in  bnd;  eldeis  in  leaf,  rose-biishes 
with  great  red  shoota;  thrashes,  whitethroate,  hedge  Bi>ar- 
rows  in  fall  song — ^there  can,  let  ns  hope,  be  nothing  worse 
in  store  than  a  sharp  wind,  a  jnek  of  it  perhaps — and  then 
comes  what  shall  oome — 

And  Miss  Mitford  yesterday — and  has  she  fresh  fears 
for  yoa  of  my  evil  infln^ice  and  Origenio  power  of  '  ray- 
ing oat  darkness '  like  a  swart  star?  Why,  the  common 
sense  of  the  world  teaches  that  there  is  sothiag  people  at 
fanlt  in  any  focnlty  of  expression  are  so  intolerant  of  as 
the  like  infirmity  in  others — whether  they  are  nnconscions 
of,  or  indalgent  to  their  own  obscority  and  fettered  organ, 
the  hindrance  from  the  fettering  of  Uieir  neighboor's  is 
redoubled.  A  man  may  think  he  is  not  deaf,  or,  at  least, 
that  yon  need  not  be  so  maeh  annoyed  by  his  deafness  as 
yoa  profess — bnt  he  will  be  quite  aware,  to  say  the  least  of 
it,  when  another  man  can't  hear  Mm;  he  will  certainly 
not  enooarage  him  to  stop  his  ears.  And  so  with  the  con- 
verse ;  a  writer  who  fails  to  make  himself  nnderstood,  as 
presumably  in  my  case,  may  either  believe  in  his  heart 
that  it  is  not  so  .  .  that  only  as  much  attention  and  pte- 
Tiona  instractedness  as  the  case  calls  for,  would  quite  avail 
to  imderstand  him ;  or  he  may  open  his  eyes  to  the  fact 
and  be  trying  hard  to  overcome  it :  bnt  on  which  supposi- 
tion is  he  led  to  confirm  another  in  his  nnintell^bility  ? 
By  the  proverbial  tenderness  of  the  eye  with  the  mote 
for  the  eye  with  the  beam?    If  that  bmm  were  jnst  such 
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another  mote — then  one  might  aympathize  and  feel  no  aoch 
inconTenienoe — bat,  beoaose  I  have  'written  a  'Sordello,' 
do  I  turn  to  joBt  its  double,  Sordello  the  Beoond,  in  your 
books,  and  bo  perforce  see  nothing  wrong?  '  Ko ' — it  is 
supposed — '  bnt  something  as  obscare  in  its  way.'  Then 
down  goes  the  bond  of  union  at  once,  and  I  stand  no  nearer 
to  view  yooT  work  than  the  veriest  proprietor  of  one 
thooght  and  the  two  words  that  express  it  without  obsctuv 
ity  at  all — '  bricks  and  mortar. '  Of  coarse  an  artist's 
whole  problem  most  be,  as  Carljle  wrote  to  me,  '  the  ex- 
pressing with  articulate  clearness  the  thooght  in  him  ' — I 
am  almost  inclined  to  say  that  clear  expreeeum  shoold  be 
lus  only  work  and  care — for  be  is  bora,  ordained,  sadi  as 
be  is — and  not  bora  learned  in  patting  what  was  born  in 
him  into  words — what  ever  can  be  clearly  spoken,  ought  to 
be.  But  'bricks  and  mortar'  is  very  easily  said — and 
some  of  the  thoughts  in  '  Sordello '  not  so  readily  even  if 
Miss  Mitford  were  to  try  her  band  on  tittem. 

I  look  forward  to  a  real  life's  work  for  as  both.  / 
shall  do  all, — under  your  eyes  and  with  jour  hand  in 
mine, — all  I  was  intended  to  do :  may  but  j/ou  as  surely  go 
perfecting — by  continuing — the  work  b^fun  so  wonderfally 
— '  a  rose-tree  that  beareth  seven-times  seven ' — 

I  am  forced  to  dine  in  town  to-day  with  an  old  friend— 
'  to-morrow '  always  begins  half  the  day  before,  like  a  Jew- 
ish sabbath.  Did  your  sister  tell  you  that  I  met  her  on 
the  stairs  last  time?  She  did  not  tell  you  that  I  had  almost 
passed  by  her — the  eyes  being  still  elsewhere  and  occupied. 
Now  let  me  write  out  that — no — I  will  send  the  old  ballad 
I  told  you  of,  for  the  strange  coincidence — and  it  is  very 
ohanning  beside,  is  it  not?  Now  goodbye,  my  sweetest, 
dearest — and  tell  me  good  news  of  yoniself  to-morrow,  and 
be  but  half  a  quarter  as  glad  to  see  me  as  I  shall  be  blessed 
in  seeing  you.    God  blees  yon  ever. 

Your  ovra 

B. 
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S.  B.  io  E.  B.  B. 

Sftturdaj  Homing. 
[Port-mark,  Febnuuy  1,  18M.] 

Dearest,  to  my  aorrov  I  miiBt,  I  fear,  give  ap  the  de- 
light of  seeing  yoo  thia  moming.  I  went  oat  anireU  yes- 
terday, and  a  long  noisy  dinner  with  speech-making,  with 
a  long  tiresome  walk  at  the  end  of  it — these  have  given  me 
Bnch  a  bewildering  headache  tiiat  I  really  see  some  reason 
in  what  they  say  here  aboat  keeping  the  house.  Will  yon 
forgive  me — and  let  me  forget  it  all  on  Monday?  On  Mon- 
day— unless  I  am  told  otherwise  by  the  early  post — And 
Ood  bless  yoa  ever 

Yonrown — 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Saturdftj. 
[Post-nuu'k,  Febnuiy  7,  18M.] 

I  felt  it  most  be  so  ,  ,  that  something  must  be  the 
matter,  ,  .  and  I  had  been  so  really  nnhappy  lor  half  an 
boor,  that  yonr  letter  which  comes  now  at  four,  seems  a 
little  better,  with  all  its  bad  news,  than  my  fancies  took 
upon  themselves  to  be,  vrithont  instraction.  Kow  vjos  it 
right  to  go  oat  yesterday  when  yon  were  anwell,  and  to  a 
great  dinner? — but  I  shall  not  reproach  yon,  dearest,  dear- 
est— I  have  DO  heart  for  it  at  this  moment.  As  to  Monday, 
of  coarse  it  is  as  yoa  like  .  .  if  yoa  are  well  enoogh  on 
Monday  .  .  if  it  should  be  thought  wise  of  yoa  to  come  to 
London  through  the  noise  .  .  if  .  .  yoa  understand  all  the 
i/a  .  .  and  among  them  the  greatest  if  of  all,  .  .  for  if  yon 
do  love  me  .  .  care  for  me  even,  yoa  will  not  do  yourself 
harm  or  run  any  risk  of  harm  by  going  out  anywhere  too  soon. 
On  Monday,  in  case  you  are  considered  toeU  enough,  and 
otherwise  Tuesday,  Wednesday — I  leave  it  to  yon.  Still 
I  uiJU  ask  one  thing,  whether  yoa  oome  on  Monday  or  not. 
Let  me  have  a  single  line  by  the  nearest  post  to  say  how  yoa 
are.    Perhaps  for  to-night  it  is  not  possible — oh  no,  it  is 
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nearly  five  now  I  bat  a  vord  written  on  Sunday  would  be 
with  me  early  on  Monday  morning,  and  I  know  yoa  will 
let  me  have  it,  to  save  some  of  the  anxions  thoaghts  .  .  to 
break  them  in  their  coarse  with  some  sort  of  certainty ! 
May  Qod  bleas  yon  dearest  of  all! — I  thought  of  yon  on 
Thnisday,  bat  did  not  apeak  of  yon,  not  even  when  Miss 
Mitford  called  Hood  the  greatest  poet  of  the  age  .  .  alie 
had  been  depreciating  Carlyle,  ao  I  let  yoa  lie  and  wait  on 
the  same  level,  .  .  that  shelf  of  the  rock  which  is  above 
tide  mark!  I  was  glad  even,  that  she  did  not  speak  of 
you ;  and,  under  cover  of  her  speech  of  others,  I  had  my 
thonghta  of  yoa  deeply  and  safely.  When  she  had  gone 
at  half  past  six,  moreover,  I  grew  over^hopefol,  and  made 
up  my  fancy  to  have  a  letter  at  eight  I  The  branch  she 
had  palled  down,  sprang  upward  skyward  .  .  to  that  high 
possibility  of  a  letter !  Which  did  not  come  that  day  .  . 
no! — and  I  revenged  myself  by  writing  a  letter  to  you, 
which  was  burnt  afterwards  because  I  would  not  torment 
yoa  for  letters.  Last  night,  came  a  real  one — dearest  I  So 
ve  could  not  keep  our  sabbath  to-day  I  It  is  a  fast  day  iiH 
stead,  .  .  on  my  part.  How  should  I  feel  (I  have  been 
thinking  to  myself),  if  I  did  not  see  you  on  Saturday,  and 
could  not  hope  to  see  yon  on  Monday,  nor  on  Tuesday, 
nor  on  Wednesday,  nor  Thursday  nor  Friday,  nor  Satur- 
day again — if  all  the  sabbaths  were  gone  out  of  the  world 
for  me !  May  God  bless  you  I — it  has  grown  to  be  enough 
prayer — as  you  are  enough  (and  aU,  besides)  for 
Tour  own 

Ba. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[Poflt-mark,  February  7,  I8M.] 
The  dock  strikes — three;  and  I  am  here,  not  with  yoa 
— and  my  '  fractions '  headache  at  the  very  worst  got  sud- 
denly better  just  now,  and  is  leaving  me  every  minute — as 
if  to  make  me  aware,  with  an  undivided  attention,  that  at 
tills  present  yon  are  waiting  for  me,  and  soon  will  be  won« 
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ctering — snd  it  vonld  be  so  easy  now  to  dress  myseli  and 
walk  or  ran  or  nde — do  aaytMng  that  led  to  yoti  ,  .  but 
b7  no  haste  in  the  world  could  I  teach  yon,  I  am  forced  to 
see,  before  a  quarter  to  five — by  vhioh  time  I  think  my 
letter  most  arrive.  Dear,  dearest  Ba,  did  yon  but  know 
how  vexed  I  am — with  myself,  with — this  is  absurd,  of 
conrse.  The  cause  of  it  all  was  my  going  oat  last  night — 
yet  that,  neither,  was  to  be  helped,  the  party  having  been 
twice  pat  off  before — once  solely  on  my  acooont.  And  the 
Btm  shines,  and  yon  woold  shine — 

Monday  is  to  make  all  the  amends  in  its  power,  is  it 
not?    Still,  still  I  have  lost  my  day. 

Bless  yon,  my  ever-dearest. 

TonrE. 

S.  B.  to  E.  B.  3. 

Sundaj  Morning. 
[Post-mark,  February  9,  1840.] 

My  dearest — there  are  no  words, — nor  will  be  to-mor- 
row, nor  even  in  the  Island — I  know  that  I  Bat  I  do  love 
yon. 

My  arms  have  been  roond  yoa  for  many  minates  since 
the  last  word — 

I  am  quite  well  now — my  other  note  will  have  told  yon 
when  the  change  began — I  think  I  took  too  violent  a 
shower  bath,  with  a  notion  of  gettii^  better  in  as  little 
time  aa  possible, — and  the  stimnlos  tamed  mere  feverish- 
nees  to  headache.  However,  it  was  no  sooner  gone,  in  a 
d^ree,  than  a  worse  plagne  came.  I  sate  thinking  of  yoa 
— ^bnt  I  knew  my  note  wonld  arrive  at  abont  foor  o'clock  or 
a  little  later — and  I  thooght  the  visit  for  the  qnarter  of  an 
hoar  wonld  aa  effeotnally  prevent  to-morrow's  meeting  as 
if  the  whole  two  hoars  blessing  had  been  laid  to  heart — 
to-morrow  I  shall  see  yon,  Ba — my  sweetest.  Bat  there 
are  cold  winds  blowing  to-day — how  do  yoa  bear  them,  my 
Ba?  '  Oare '  yon,  pray,  pray,  care  for  all  J  care  aboat-^ 
and  be  well,  if  God  shall  please,  and  bless  me  aa  no  man 
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ever  was  bleeaed!  Now  I  kiss  yon,  and  will  begin  a  nev 
thinhing  of  you — and  end,  and  begin,  goiog  roond  &nd 
round  in  my  circle  of  discovery, — My  lotos-blossom  I  be- 
cause they  loved  the  lotos,  were  lotos-lovers, — iwras  v' 
i/Kitris',  as  Euripides  writes  in  the  TpaidStt 

Tour  own  B. 

P.S.  See  those  lines  in  the  AtheruBum  on  Pnloi  witb 
Hunt's  translation — all  wrong — 'che  von  si  eenie,'  being — 
'  that  one  does  not  hecar  him '  i.e.  the  ordinarily  noisy  fel- 
low— and  the  rest,  male,  peesime  I  Sio  verte,  meo  pericolo, 
mi  ocelle! 

Whera'B  Luigl  Puld,  that  one  don't  the  nwn  seat 
He  Just  now  yonder  in  tlie  copse  has  'goM  it '  (n'«ndA) 
Because  serosa  his  mind  there  came  a  fancy ; 
He'll  wish  to  fandfy,  perhaps,  asounetl 

Kow  Ba  thinks  nothing  can  be  worse  than  that?  Then 
read  ihie  which  I  reaUy  told  Hunt  and  got  his  praise  for. 
Poor  dear  wonderful  persecated  Pietro  d'Abano  wrote  this 
quatrain  on  the  people's  plagning  him  aboat  his  mathe- 
matical studies  and  wanting  to  bum  him — he  helped  to 
build  Fadna  Cathedral,  wrote  a  Treatise  on  Magic  still  ex- 
tant, and  passes  for  a  conjuror  in  his  country  to  this  day 
— when  there  is  a  storm  the  mothers  tell  the  children  that 
he  is  in  the  air;  his  pact  with  the  evil  one  obliged  him  to 
drink  no  mWt;  no  natural  human  food  1  You  know  Tieok's 
novel  about  him?  Well,  this  quatrain  is  said,  I  believe 
truly,  to  have  been  discovered  in  a  well  near  Padua  some 
fifty  years  ago. 

Stndlando  le  mie  cifre,  col  compaaso 
Bilevo,  che  presto  sar6  sotterra— 
FerchS  del  mio  saper  st  fa  gran  chlasso, 
£  gl'lgnotantt  m'hanno  mosso  gnerra. 

Affecting,  is  it  not,  in  its  simple,  child  like  plaining? 
Now  so,  if  I  remember,  I  turned  it — ^word  for  word — 
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Btadring  m7  dphen,  with  the  compua 
I  reckon— who  toon  shall  be  below  ground, 
Bec&use  of  m^  lore  they  make  great '  rampos, ' 
And  agahiat  me  war  makes  each  dull  rogue  round. 

Say  that  yon  forgive  me  fo-morrovl 

[The  following  is  in  E.  B.  B.'b  handwritiiig.] 

With  my  compMS  I  take  up  m^  ciphers,  poor  scholar; 
Who  mjself  shall  be  taken  down  soon  under  the  ground  •  . 
Since  the  world  at  1117  learning  roars  out  Id  Its  choler, 
And  the  blockheads  have  fought  me  all  ronsd. 

S.  B.  B.  toB.  B. 

Tuesday. 
[Post-mark,  Februaij  10,  1846.] 

'Sner  dearest,  I  have  been  possessed  by  your  '  LoriA ' 
jost  as  yoQ  woald  have  me,  and  I  shoold  like  yoa  to  mideT- 
stand,  not  simply  how  fine  a  conoeptiou  the  vhole  vork 
Beems  to  me,  so  developed,  bat  how  it  has  moved  and 
affected  me,  without  the  ordinary  means  and  dialect  (A 
pathos,  by  that  calm  attitude  of  moral  grandeur  which  it 
haa— it  is  very  fine.  For  the  execution,  that  too  is 
worthily  done — although  I  agree  with  yoo,  that  a  little 
qnickening  and  drawing  in  closer  here  and  there,  especially 
toward  the  close  where  there  is  no  time  to  lose,  the  reader 
feels,  would  make  the  effect  stronger — but  you  will  look 
to  it  yourself — and  such  a  concepticm  rtaut  come  in  thunder 
and  lightning,  as  a  chief  god  would — muxt  make  its  own 
way  .  .  and  will  not  let  its  poet  go  ontil  he  speaks  it  oat 
to  the  ultimate  syllable.  Donuzia  disappoints  me  rather. 
Ton  might  throw  a  flash  more  of  light  on  her  face — mi^t 
yon  not?  Bnt  what  am  I  talking?  I  think  it  a  magnifi- 
cent work — a  noble  exposition  of  the  ingratitude  of  men 
against  their  '  heroes, '  and  (what  is  peculiar)  an  humane 
exposition  .  .  not  misanthropical,  after  the  usual  fashion 
c&  such  things :  for  the  return,  the  remorse,  saves  it — and 
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the  '  Too  late '  of  the  tepeutance  and  compensatioii  covetB 
with  its  solemn  toll  the  fate  of  perBecntois  and  victiiiL 
We  feel  that  Hnsam  himself  coold  only  say  afterward  .  . 
'  That  is  done.'  And  now — anrely  you  think  well  of  the 
work  a8  a  whole?  Too  cannot  donbt,  I  fancy,  of  the  grait- 
deor  of  it — and  of  the  aubHUy  too,  for  it  is  subtle — too 
Bobtle  perhaps  for  stage  purposes,  thoogh  as  clear,  .  .  as 
to  expression  .  .  as  to  medlnm  ,  ,  as  '  bricks  and  mortar ' 
.  .  shall  I  say  ? 

'A  people  Is  but  the  stUmpt  of  nuuiy 
To  liae  to  the  completer  life  of  one. ' 

There  is  one  of  the  £ne  thoughts.  And  how  fine  he  is, 
yonr  Lnria,  when  he  looks  back  to  his  East,  throngh  the 
half-pardon  and  half-disdain  of  Domizia.  Ah — Domizia! 
woold  it  hurt  her  to  make  her  more  a  woman  .  .  a  little 
.  .  I  wonder  I 

So  I  shall  begin  from  the  begimiing,  from  the  first  act, 
and  read  through  .  .  since  I  have  read  the  fifth  twice  over. 
And  remembeor,  please,  that  I  am  to  read,  besides,  the 
'  Sool's  Tragedy,'  and  that  I  shall  dun  you  for  it  presently. 
Becanse  you  told  me  it  was  finished,  otherwise  I  would  not 
speak  a  word,  feeling  that  you  want  rest,  and  that  1,  who 
am  anxious  about  yon,  would  be  ciosslDg  my  own  purposes 
by  driving  yoa  into  work.  It  is  the  overwork,  the  over^ 
wear  of  mind  and  heart  (for  the  feelings  come  aa  much  into 
nse  as  the  thoughts  in  these  productions),  that  makes  you 
so  pale,  dearest,  that  distracts  your  bead,  and  does  all  the 
harm  on  Saturdays  and  so  many  other  days  besides. 

To-day — how  are  you?  It  was  right  and  jxat  for  me  to 
write  this  time,  after  the  two  dear  notes  .  .  the  one  on 
Saturday  night  which  made  me  praise  you  to  myself  and 
think  yoa  kinder  than  kindest,  and  the  other  on  Monday 
morning  which  took  me  unaware — such  a  note,  that  was  t 
Oh  it  was  right  and  just  that  I  should  not  tease  yoa  to 
send  me  another  after  those  two  others, — yet  I  was  Yery 
near  doing  it — yet  I  shoold  like  infinitely  to  hear  to-dt^ 
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how  yon  are — ^imreasoiiable ! — Well  I  joa  will  write  now — 
yon  will  answer  what  I  am  writing,  and  meutioii  yoimelf 
partioalarly  and  sincerely — Bemembet!  Above  all,  you 
will  care  for  yonr  head.  I  have  been  thinking  since  yes- 
terday that,  coming  ont  of  the  cold,  yoa  might  not  have 
refnsed  as  nsnal  to  take  something  .  .  hot  wine  and  waist, 
or  coffee?  Will  yon  have  coffee  with  me  on  Saturday? 
*  Shmining  the  salt, '  will  yon  have  the  sogar?  And  do  tdl 
xne,  for  I  have  been  thinking,  are  yon  careful  as  to  diet — 
and  will  each  sablnnary  things  as  coffee  and  tea  and  coooa 
affect  yonr  hsad— /or  or  against?  Then  yon  do  not  tonch 
wine— and  perhaps  yoa  onght.  Sntely  Bom^hing  may  be 
fonnd  or  done  to  do  yon  good.  If  it  had  not  been  for  me, 
yoa  would  be  travelling  in  Italy  by  tiiis  time  and  quite  weU 
perhaps. 

This  morning  I  had  a  letter  from  Mies  Martinean  and 
really  read  it  to  the  end  without  thiTiking  it  too  long,  which 
is  extraordinary  for  me  jtut  now,  and  scarcely  ordinary  in 
the  letter,  and  indeed  it  is  a  del^tul  letter,  as  letters  go, 
which  are  not  yours !  You  shall  take  it  with  you  on  Satur- 
day to  read,  and  yon  shall  see  that  it  is  worth  reading,  and 
interesting  for  Wordsworth's  sake  and  her  own.  Mr.  Ken- 
yon  has  it  now,  because  he  presses  on  to  have  her  letters, 
and  I  should  not  like  to  tell  him  that  you  had  it  first  from 
me.    Also  Saturday  will  be  time  enough. 

Oh — poor  Mr.  Home!  shall  I  tell  you  some  of  his 
offences?  That  he  desires  to  be  called  at  four  in  the 
morning,  and  does  not  get  up  till  eight.  That  he  pours 
libations  on  his  bare  head  out  of  the  water-glasses  at  great 
dinners.  That  being  in  the  midst  of  sportsmen — rural  aris- 
tocrats— lords  of  soil — and  all  talking  learnedly  of  point- 
ers* noses  and  spaniels*  ears ;  he  has  exclaimed  aloud  in  a 
mockii^  paraphrase — '  If  I  were  to  hold  up  a  horse  by  the 
tail. '  The  wit  is  certainly  doubtful  I — That  being  asked  to 
dinner  on  Tuesday,  he  will  go  on  Wednesday  instead. — 
That  he  throws  himself  at  full  length  with  a  gesture  ap- 
proaching to  a  '  summerset '  on  satin  sofas.      That  he 
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giggles.  That  he  only  thinks  he  can  talk.  That  his  igno- 
raoce  on  all  subjects  is  astoanding.  That  he  never  read  tlw 
old  ballads,  nor  saw  Percy's  collection.  That  he  aaked 
who  wrote '  Drink  to  me  only  with  thine  eyes.  *  That  after 
making  himself  ridiculous  in  attempting  to  speak  at  a 
pablic  meeting,  he  said  to  a  compassionate  friend  '  I  got 
very  well  oab  of  thaV  That,  in  writing  his  work  on  Na> 
poleon,  he  employed  a  man  to  study  the  subject  for  him. 
That  he  cares  for  nobody's  poetry  or  fame  except  his  own, 
and  considers  Tennyson  chiefly  illastrions  as  being  Ids 
contemporary.  That,  as  to  politics,  he  doesn'tcare '  which 
side.'  That  ha  is  always  talking  of  *  my  shares,'  '  my  in- 
come,' as  if  he  were  a  Eilmansegg.  Lastly  (and  under^ 
stand,  this  is  mi/  *  lastly '  and  not  Miss  Mitford's,  who  ia 
far  from  being  out  of  breath  so  soon)  that  he  has  a  mania 
for  heiresses — that  he  has  gone  oat  at  half  past  fire  and 
'  proposed '  to  Miss  M  or  K  with  fifty  thousand  pounds, 
and  being  rejected  (as  the  lady  thought  fit  to  report  her- 
self) came  back  to  tea  and  the  same  evening  '  fell  in  lore  * 
with  Miss  O  or  P  .  .  with  forty  thousand — went  away  ica 
a  few  months,  and  upon  his  next  Tisit,  did  as  mnch  to  a 
Miss  Q  or  W,  on  the  promise  of  four  blood  horses — has  a 
prospect  now  of  a  Miss  B  or  S — with  hounds,  i>erhapB. 

Too,  too  bad — isn't  it?  I  wonld  repeat  none  of  it  ex- 
cept to  you — and  as  to  the  worst  part,  the  last,  why  some 
may  be  coincidence,  and  some,  exaggeration,  for  I  have 
not  the  least  doubt  that  every  now  and  then  a  fine  poetical 
compliment  was  turned  into  a  serious  thing  by  the  listener, 
and  tiien  the  poor  poet  had  critics  as  well  as  listeners  all 
round  him.  Also,  he  rather '  wears  his  heart  on  his  sleeve, ' 
there  is  no  denying — and  in  other  respects  he  is  not  mncb 
better,  perhaps,  than  other  men.  But  for  the  base  traffic 
of  the  affair — I  do  not  believe  a  word.  He  is  too  generoos 
— has  too  much  real  sensibility.  I  fought  his  battle,  poor 
Orion.  '  And  so, '  she  said,  '  you  believe  it  possible  for  a 
disinterested  man  to  become  really  attached  to  two  women, 
hdreeses,  on  the  same  day?'    I  doubted  the  fact.    And 
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then  slie  shoved  me  a  note,  an  autograph  note  from  the 
poet,  confessing  the  M  or  N  part  of  the  hosiness — while 
Miss  O  or  P  confessed  herself,  said  Miss  Hitford.  Bat  I 
persisted  in  doubting,  notwithstanding  the  lady's  confes* 
aious,  or  convictions,  as  they  might  be.  And  jnst  think 
of  Mr.  Home  not  having  tact  enough  to  keep  out  of  t^ese 
moltitodinoas  scrai>ee,  for  those  few  days  which  on  three 
separate  occasions  he  paid  Miss  Mitford  in  a  neighbonr- 
hood  where  all  were  strangera  to  him,— and  never  outstay- 
ing his  week  I  He  most  have  been  fodiah,  read  it  all  how 
we  may. 

And  so  am  /,  to  write  this  '  personal  talk '  to  yon  when 
yon  will  not  care  for  it — yet  yea  asked  me,  and  it  may 
make  yon  smile,  though  Wordsworth's  teakettle  oatsings 
itaU. 

When  your  Monday  letter  came,  I  was  reading  the  criti- 
cism on  Hunt  and  his  Italian  poets,  in  the  Examiner, 
How  I  liked  to  be  pulled  by  the  sleeve  to  your  transla- 
tions!— How  I  liked  everything! — Fnlci,  Pietro  .  .  and 
you,  bestl 

Yet  here's  a  naivete  which  I  found  in  your  letterl  I 
will  write  it  out  that  you  may  read  it — 

'  However '  (the  headache) '  was  no  sooner  gone  in  a  de- 
gree, than  a  worse  plague  came — laate  thinkisig  o/you.' 

Very  satisfactory  that  is,  and  very  clear. 

May  Qod  blees  you  dearest,  dearest  I  Be  careful  of 
yourself.  The  cold  makes  me  languid,  as  heat  is  apt  to 
make  everybody ;  but  I  am  not  onwdl,  and  keep  up  the  fire 
and  the  thoughts  of  you. 

Your  worst  .  .  worst  plague 

Your  own 

Ba. 

I  shall  hear?  yes  I  And  admire  my  obedience  in  hav- 
ing written  '  a  long  letter '  to  the  letter  I 
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B.B.toE.B.B. 

Wedneidar  MorniDg. 
[Poet-mark,  Febroar^  11,  1846.] 

My  sweeteet  '  plague.'  did  I  really  write  that  sentence 
BO,  withoat  gloes  or  commeDt  in  close  vicinity?  I  can 
hardly  think  it — hot  yon  knoT  well,  well,  where  the  real 
platpie  lay, — that  I  thought  of  yon  as  thinking,  in  year 
infinite  goodness,  of  untoward  chanoee  which  had  kept  me 
from  yon — and  if  I  did  not  dwell  more  particularly  on  that 
tTiinTring  of  youra,  which  became  as  I  say,  in  the  knowledge 
of  it,  a  plague  when  brought  before  me  with  the  thoaght  of 
yon,— if  I  passed  this  slightly  over  it  was  for  pure  unaf- 
fected shame  that  I  should  take  up  the  care  and  stop  the 
'  reverie  serene '  of — ah,  the  rhyme  lets  me  say — '  sweetest 
eyes  were  ever  seen ' — were  ever  seen  I  And  yourself  ocfa- 
fesa,  in  the  Saturday's  note,  to  having  been  '  unhappy  for 
half  an  hour  till '  &o.  ko. — and  do  not  I  feel  thai  here,  and 
am  not  I  plagued  by  it? 

Well,  having  begun  at  the  end  of  your  letter,  dearest,  I 
will  go  back  gently  (that  is  bac^ards)  and  tell  yon  I '  sate 
fhinlring '  too,  and  with  no  greater  comfort,  on  the  cold 
yesterday.  The  pond  before  the  window  was  frozen  ('  so 
as  to  bear  sparrows'  somebody  said)  and  I  knew  yon 
would  feel  it — 'but  you  are  not  unwell' — really?  thank 
Qod — and  the  month  wears  on.  Beside  I  have  got  a  reas- 
surance— you  asked  me  once  if  I  ware  superstitions,  I  re- 
member (as  what  do  I  forget  that  yon  say?).  However 
that  may  be,  yesterday  morning  as  I  turned  to  look  for  a 
book,  an  old  fancy  seized  me  to  try  the  '  sortes '  and  dip 
into  the  first  page  of  the  first  I  chanced  upon,  for  my  for- 
tune ;  I  said  '  what  will  be  the  event  of  my  love  for  Her ' — 
in  so  many  words — and  my  book  turned  out  to  be — '  Co- 
mtti's  Italian  Oranunar  I ' — a  propitious  source  of  infonna^ 
tion  .  .  &e  best  to  be  hoped,  what  could  it  prove  but  some 
'  assurance  that  you  were  in  the  Dative  Oaae,  or  I,  not  in 
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the  ablative  absolute?  I  do  protest  that,  with  the  knov- 
ledge  of  BO  man^  horrible  pitfalls,  or  rather  Bprisg  gouB 
with  wires  on  every  bosh  .  .  aach  dreadful  possibilities 
of  BtombliDg  oa  '  conditional  moods, '  '  imperfect  tenses ' 

*  singular  nombers,' — I  should  have  been  too  glad  to  pat 
np  with  the  safe  spot  for  the  sole  of  my  foot  though  no 
laj^er  than  afforded  by  such  a  word  as  '  Conjunction,' 
'  posBeseive  pronoun — , '  secure  so  far  from  poor  Tippet's 
catastrophe.  Well,  I  ventured,  and  what  did  I  find?  Thia 
— which  I  copy  from  the  book  now — '  I/tve  hve  in  the  other 
world  as  toe  do  in  this,  I  ehaU  love  thee  to  etemHy — from 

*  Promiscnona  Exercises,'  to  be  translated  into  Italian,  at 
the  end. 

And  now  I  reach  Home  and  his  characteristics — of 
whitih  I  can  tell  you  with  confidence  that  they  are  grossly 
misiepreaented  where  not  altogether  false — whether  it  pro- 
ceed from  inability  to  see  what  one  may  see,  or  disinclina- 
tion, I  cannot  say.  I  know  very  little  of  Home,  bat  my 
one  visit  to  him  a  few  weeks  ago  would  show  the  nnoan- 
didnees  of  those  charges :  for  instance,  he  talked  a  good 
deal  about  horses,  meaning  to  ride  in  Ireland,  and  de- 
scribed very  cleverly  an  old  hunter  he  had  hired  once, — 
how  it  galloped  and  could  not  walk ;  also  he  propounded  a 
theory  of  the  true  method  of  behaving  in  the  saddle  when 
a  horse  rears,  which  I  besought  him  only  to  practise  in 
fancy  on  the  sofa,  where  he  lay  telling  it.  So  much  for 
professing  his  ignorance  in  that  matter !  On  a  sofa  he  does 
throw  himself — but  when  thrown  there,  he  can  talk,  with 
Miss  Mitford's  leave,  admirably, — I  never  heard  better 
stories  than  Home's — some  Spanish-American  incidents  of 
travel  waat  printing — or  have  been  printed,  for  aught  I 
know.  That  he  cares  for  nobody's  poetry  is  false,  he 
praises  more  nnregardingly  of  his  own  rebreat,  more  impro- 
vidingly  for  his  own  fortune, — (do  I  speak  clearly?) — less 
like  a  man  who  himself  has  written  somewhat  in  the  '  line ' 
of  the  other  man  he  is  praising — which '  somewhat '  has  to 
be  guarded  in  its  interests,  &c.,  le^  like  the  poor  profee- 
VOL.  I.— 80 
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sioDal  praise  of  the  *  craft '  than  any  other  I  ever  met — i&- 
stauce  after  instance  starting  into  my  mind  ao  I  vrite.  To 
his  income  I  never  heard  him  allude — unless  one  should 
80  interpret  a  remark  to  me  this  last  time  we  met,  that  he 
had  been  on  some  occasion  put  to  inconvenience  hy  some- 
body's vithholding  t«D  or  twelve  pounds  dae  to  him  for 
an  article,  and  promised  in  the  confidence  of  getting  them 
to  a  tradesman,  which  does  not  look  like  '  boasting  of  his 
income ' !  As  for  the  heiresses — ^I  don't  believe  one  word 
of  it,  of  the  succession  and  transition  and  trafficking.  Al- 
together, what  miserable  '  set-offs  to  the  achievement  of  an 
'  Orion, '  a  '  Marlowe, '  a  '  Delora ' !  Miss  Martineaa  un- 
derstands him  better. 

Now  I  come  to  myself  and  my  health.  I  am  quite  well 
now — at  all  events,  much  better,  just  a  little  taming  in  the 
head — since  yon  appeal  to  my  sincerity.  For  the  coffee 
— thank  yon,  indeed  thank  you,  but  nothing  after  the 
'  osnomel '  and  before  half  past  six.  /  know  all  about  that 
song  and  its  Greek  original  if  Honie  does  not — and  can 
tell  you — ,  how  troly.  .   ! 

The  tblnt  tbst  from  the  soul  doth  rise 

Duth  aak  a  drink  divine — 
But  might  I  of  Jots'b  nectar  sup 

I  would  not  change  for  tbtne  1    2fo,  na.nol 

And  by  the  bye,  I  have  misled  you  as  my  wont  Is,  on  the 
subject  of  wine,  '  tiiat  I  do  not  touch  it ' — not  habitoally, 
nor  so  as  to  feel  the  loss  of  it,  that  on  a  principle;  bat 
every  now  and  then  of  coarse. 

And  now,  '  Lnria,'  so  long  as  the  parts  cohere  and  the 
whole  is  discernible,  all  will  be  well  yet.  I  shall  not  look 
at  it,  nor  think  of  it,  for  a  week  or  two,  and  then  see  what 
I  hare  forgotten.  Domizia  is  all  wrong ;  I  told  yon  I  knew 
that  her  special  colour  had  faded, — it  was  but  a  bright 
line,  and  the  more  distinctly  deep  that  it  was  so  narrow. 
One  of  my  half  dozen  words  on  my  scrap  of  paper  '  pro 
memoria '  was,  nnder  the  '  Act  V. '  'she  loves ' — ^to  which  I 
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ooold  not  bring  it,  yon  see  1  Yet  the  play  reqnirea  it  atill, 
— Bomething  may  yet  be  effected,  tboagh  .  .  I  meant  that 
she  slionld  propose  to  go  to  Pisa  with  him,  and  b^in  a 
new  life.  Bat  there  is  no  hurry — I  Bnppose  it  is  no  use 
publishing  much  before  Easter — I  will  try  and  remember 
what  my  whole  character  did  mean — It  was,  in  two  words, 
understood  at  the  time  by  '  panther' s-beanty ' — on  which 
hint  I  onght  to  have  spoken  1  Bat  the  work  grew  cold,  and 
yon  came  between,  and  the  son  pnt  ont  the  fire  on  the 
hearth  nee  vuUpanthera  domaril 

For  the  '  Sonl's  Tn^edy ' — that  will  surprise  yoa,  I 
think.  There  is  no  trace  of  yoa  ihen, — yon  have  not  pnt 
oat  the  black  face  of  it — it  is  all  sneering  and  disiUusion-^ 
and  shall  not  be  printed  bnt  baxned  if  yon  say  the  word — 
now  wait  and  see  and  then  say  I  I  will  bring  the  first  of 
the  two  parts  nest  Satnrday. 

And  now,  dearest,  I  am  with  yoa — and  the  other  mat- 
ters are  forgotten  already.  Qod  bleas  yon,  I  am  ever  yonr 
own  B.  Ton  will  write  to  me  I  tmst?  And  tell  me  how 
to  bear  the  cold. 

E.B.B.toS.B. 

[Poat-mark.  Pebnury  19, 1849.] 

Ah,  the  '  sortes '  t  Is  it  a  donble  oracle — '  swan  and 
shadow ' — do  you  think?  or  do  my  eyes  see  donble,  daz- 
zled  by  the  light  of  it?  *  I  shall  love  thee  to  eternity ' — I 
ahaU. 

And  as  for  the  wine,  I  did  not  indeed  mismiderstand 
yon  'as  my  wont  is,'  becanse  I  nnderetood  simply  that 
'  habitoally  *  yon  abstained  from  wine,  and  I  meant  exactly 
that  perhaps  it  wonld  be  better  for  your  health  to  take  it 
habitually.  It  might,  yoa  know — not  that  I  pretend  to  ad- 
vise. Only  when  yon  look  so  much  too  pale  sometimes,  it 
comes  into  one's  thoughts  that  yon  onght  not  to  live  on 
cresses  and  cold  water.  Strong  coffee,  which  is  the  near- 
est to  a  stimulant  that  I  dare  to  take,  as  far  as  ordinary 
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diet  goes,  vill  almost  always  deliver  me  from  the  worst  of 
headaches,  bat  there  is  no  likeness,  no  comparisOD.  And 
yom- '  quite  well '  means  that  dreadful  '  taining  *  still  .  , 
still  I  Now  do  not  think  any  more  of  the  Domizias,  nor 
'  try  to  remember,'  which  is  tiie  most  wearing  way  of  think- 
ing. The  more  I  read  and  read  your  '  Luria,'  the  grander 
it  looks,  and  it  will  make  its  own  road  with  all  trnderstand- 
ing  men,  yon  need  not  doabt,  and  still  less  need  yon  try  to 
make  me  oneasy  aboat  the  harm  I  have  done  in  '  coming 
between,'  and  all  the  rest  of  it.  I  wish  never  to  do  yoa 
greater  harm  than  jnst  that,  and  then  with  a  white  cod- 
soience  '  I  shall  love  thee  to  eternity  t '  .  .  dearest  1  Toa 
have  made  a  golden  work  ont  of  yoar  *  golden-hearted 
Loria ' — as  once  yoa  called  him  to  me,  and  I  hold  it  in  the 
highest  admiration — ekouid,  if  yoa  were  precisely  nothing 
to  me.  And  still,  tiie  fiftii  act  rises  I  That  is  certain. 
Nevertheless  I  seem  to  agree  with  yoa  that  yonr  hand  haa 
vacillated  in  your  Domizia.  We  do  not  know  her  with  as 
fall  a  light  on  her  face,  as  the  other  persons — we  do  not 
see  iite  panther, — no,  certainly  we  do  not — bat  yoa  will  da 
a  very  litUe  for  her  which  will  be  everything,  after  a  time 
.  .  and  I  assure  yon  that  if  yoa  were  to  ask  for  the  man- 
uscript before,  you  should  not  have  a  page  of  it — now,  you 
are  only  to  rest.  What  a  work  to  rest  upon  1  Do  consider 
what  a  triumph  it  is  1  The  more  I  read,  the  more  I  think 
of  it,  the  greater  it  grows — and  as  to  'faded  lines,'  yoa 
never  cat  a  pomegranate  that  was  redder  in  the  deep  <^  it. 
Also,  no  one  can  say  'This  is  not  clearly  written.'  The 
people  who  are  at '  words  of  one  syllable '  may  be  puzzled 
by  yoa  and  Wordsworth  togeUier  this  time  ..  as  far  as 
the  expression  goes.  8abtle  thooghts  yoa  always  most 
have,  in  and  oat  of  '  Bordello ' — and  the  objectors  woald 
find  even  Plato  (though  his  medium  is  as  Incid  as  the  water 
that  ran  beside  the  beautiful  plane-tree  t)  a  little  di£5calt 
perhaps. 

To-day  Mr.  Kenyon  came,  and  do  yoa  know,  be  haa 
made  a  beatific  ooofasion  between  last  Saturday  and  next 
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Satordaj',  and  said  to  me  he  had  told  Miss  Thomeon  to 
mind  to  come  on  Friday  if  she  wished  to  see  me  ,.'  re- 
membering '  (he  added)  '  that  Mr.  Browning  took  Satur- 
day II'  So  I  let  him  mistake  the  one  week  for  the  other — 
'Mr.  Browning  took  Sotniday,'  it  was  tme,  both  ways. 
Well — and  then  he  went  on  to  tell  me  that  he  had  heard 
from  Mrs.  Jameson  who  was  at  Brighton  and  nnwell,  and 
had  written  to  say  this  and  that  to  him,  and  to  enquire 
besides — now,  what  do  yon  think,  she  enqmied  besides? 
'  how  you  and  .  .  Browning  were '  said  Mr.  Kenyon — ^I 
write  his  words.  He  is  coming,  perhaps  to-morrow,  or 
perhaps  Sunday — Saturday  is  to  have  a  twofold  safety. 
That  is,  if  yon  are  not  ill  again.  Dearest,  you  will  not 
think  of  coming  if  you  are  ill  .  .  unwell  even.  I  shall  not 
be  frightened  next  time,  as  I  told  you — I  shall  have  the 
precedent.  Before,  I  had  to  think  1  'It  has  never  hap- 
pened 80— there  must  be  a  caase — and  if  it  is  a  very,  very, 
bad  cause,  why  no  one  will  teU  me  .  .  it  will  not  seem  my 
concern ' — that  was  my  thought  on  Saturday.  But  another 
time  .  .  only,  if  it  is  possible  to  keep  well,  do  keep  well, 
beloved,  and  think  of  me  instead  of  Domizia,  and  let  there 
be  no  other  time  for  your  auffeiing  .  .  my  waiting  is  noth- 
ing. I  shall  remember  for  the  future  that  you  may  have 
tiie  headache — and  do  you  remember  it  too  I 

For  Mr.  Home  I  take  your  testimony  gladly  and  believ- 
ingly.  She  biota  with  her  eyes  sometimes.  She  hates  .  . 
and  loves,  in  extreme  degrees.  We  have,  once  or  twice  or 
thrice,  been  on  the  border  of  mutual  displeasure,  on  this 
very  subject,  for  I  grew  really  vexed  to  observe  the  trust 
on  one  side  and  the  dyapathy  on  the  other — using  the  mild- 
est of  words.  Yon  see,  he  found  himself,  down  in  Berk- 
shire, in  quite  a  strange  element  of  society, — he,  an  artist 
in  his  good  and  his  evil, — and  the  people  there,  *  county 
families,'  smoothly  plumed  in  their  conventions,  anddass- 
ing  the  ringlets  and  the  aboriginal  way  of  using  water- 
glasses  among  offences  against  the  Moral  Law.  Then, 
meaning  to  be  agreeable,  or  fascinating  perhaps,  made  it 
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twenty  times  worse.  Writmg  in  ^bonis  aboat  the  graoee, 
disconrsing  meditated  impromptns  at  pionics,  playing  on 
the  gnitw  in  fancy  dresses, — all  these  things  which  seemed 
to  poor  Orion  as  natural  as  his  own  stars  I  dare  say,  and 
just  the  things  saited  to  the  genus  poet,  and  to  himself 
specifically, — were  nnderstood  by  the  natives  and  their 
'  mral  deities '  to  signify,  that  he  intended  to  marry  one 
half  the  conn^,  and  to  run  away  with  the  other.  But 
Miss  Mitfoid  shonld  have  known  better — she  shoold.  And 
she  toot^  have  known  better,  if  she  had  liked  him — for  the 
liking  could  have  been  onmade  by  no  saoh  offences.  She 
is  too  fervent  a  friend — she  can  be.  Generons  too,  she  can 
be  without  an  effort;  and  I  have  had  much  affection  from 
her — and  accuse  myself  for  seeming  to  have  less — but — 
Hay  Gk)d  bleas  yon!— I  end  in  haate  after  this  long 

Tom- 


Kot  nnvell — 7  am  not  I  I  forgot  it,  vhioh  proves  how 
lam  not. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

TAAaj  Hornltig. 
[Poet-mark,  Febroary  18,  IBM.] 

Two  nights  ago  I  read  the  '  Sonl's  Tragedy '  once  more, 
and  thongh  there  were  not  a  few  points  which  still  stmck 
me  as  sncceasfol  in  design  and  execntion,  yet  on  the  whole 
I  came  to  a  decided  opinion,  that  it  will  be  better  to  post- 
pone the  publication  of  it  for  the  present.  It  is  not  a  good 
ending,  an  anspiuions  wind-np  of  this  series;  subject- 
matter  and  style  are  alike  nnpopnlar  even  for  the  literary 
grex  that  stands  aloof  from  the  parer  pleba,  and  uses  that 
privilege  to  display  and  parade  an  ignorance  which  the 
other  is  altogether  tmconscious  of— so  that,  if  '  Luria '  is 
clearish,  the  '  Tragedy '  wonld  be  an  unnecessary  troubling 
the  waters.    "Whereas,  if  I  printed  it  first  in  order,  my 
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zeaders,  according  to  cnstom,  would  make  the  (compaia- 
tively)  little  the;  did  not  see  into,  a  fall  ezcnse  for  shnttiiig 
fiieir  eyes  at  the  rest,  and  we  may  as  wbII  part  f rienda,  so 
xia  not  to  meet  enemies.  Bat,  at  bottom,  I  believe  the 
proper  objection  is  to  the  immediate,  jfrst  effect  of  the 
whole— its  moral  effect— which  is  depwidrait  on  the  coa- 
fa^ry  sapposition  of  its  being  reaUy  nnderstood,  in  the 
znaio  drift  of  it  Yet  I  don't  know ;  for  I  wrote  it  with  the 
intention  of  prodacing  the  best  of  all  effects — perhaps  the 
truth  is,  that  I  am  tired,  rather,  and  desiroiu  of  gettiog 
done,  and  '  Loria '  will  answer  my  porpose  so  far.  Will 
not  the  best  way  be  to  reserve  this  anlncky  play  and  in 
the  event  of  a  second  edition — as  Moxon  seems  to  think 
snch  an  apparition  possible — might  not  this  be  qoietly  in- 
serted?— in  its  place,  too,  for  it  was  written  two  or  three 
years  ago.  I  have  lost,  of  late,  interest  in  dramatic  writ- 
ing, as  yon  know,  and,  perhaps,  occasion.  And,  dearest,  I 
mean  to  take  yoor  advice  and  be  qaiet  awhile  and  let  my 
mind  get  need  to  its  new  medium  of  sight ;  seeing  all  things, 
as  it  does,  throagh  yoa :  and  then,  let  all  I  have  done  be  the 
prelude  and  the  real  work  begin.  I  felt  it  wonld  be  so  be- 
fore, and  told  yon  at  the  very  beginning — do  yon  remem- 
ber? And  yoa  spoke  of  lo  '  in  the  proem.'  How  much 
mote  shoald  f oUow  now  1 

And  if  notiiing  follows,  I  have  you, 
I  shall  see  yoa  to-moirow  and  be  happy.  To-day— is 
it  the  veather  or  what? — something  depresses  me  a  little — 
to-morrow  brings  the  remedy  for  it  all.  I  don't  know  why 
I  mention  each  a  matter;  except  that  I  tell  yon  everything 
withont  a  notion  of  after-«onaeqaence;  and  becanse  yonr 
dearest,  dearest  presence  seems  under  any  circumstances 
as  if  created  jost  to  help  me  there  ;  if  my  spirits  rise  they 
fly  io  yoa ;  if  they  fall,  they  hold  by  yon  and  cease  falling 
— as  now.  Bless  yon,  Ba — jb.j  own  best  blessing  that  you 
are !    Bat  a  few  hoars  and  I  am  witii  yoa,  beloved  I 

Tour  own 


Digitized  bvGoogle 


472  THE  LETTEB8  OF  BOBEBT  BB0WND7G  [Fm  is 


E.  B.  B.  to  B.  S. 

Satmdaj  Erenlng. 
[PoBt-mark,  PebniMy  1«,  1846.] 

Ever  deareet,  thoogh  yon  wanted  to  make  me  saj-  one 
thing  displeasing  to  yon  to-day,  I  had  not  the  coorage  to 
say  two  instead  .  .  which  I  might  have  done  indeed  and 
indeed  1  For  I  am  capable  of  thinking  both  thoaghls  of 
'  next  year,*  as  yoa  sn^ested  them: — ^because  while  yon 
ate  widi  me  I  see  only  you,  and  yoa  being  yoo,  I  cannot 
doubt  a  power  of  yours  nor  measure  the  deep  loving  nature 
which  I  feel  to  be  bo  deep— so  that  there  may  be  ever  so 
many  '  mores, '  and  no '  more  *  wonder  of  mine !  —  bat  after- 
wards, when  the  door  is  shut  and  there  is  no  '  more '  light 
nor  si>eaking  nntil  Thorsday,  why  then,  that  I  do  not  see 
you  bat  me, — tJten  comes  the  reaction, — the  natural  length- 
ening of  the  shadows  at  snnset, — and  then,  the  '  less,  less, 
lees '  grows  to  seem  as  natural  to  my  fate,  as  the  '  more  * 
seemed  to  your  nature— I  being  I! 

Sunday. — Wdl! — you  are  to  try  to  forgive  it  all  t  And 
the  truth,  over  and  under  all,  is,  that  I  scarcely  ever  do 
think  of  the  futare,  scarcely  ever  farther  than  to  your  next 
visit,  and  almost  never  beyond,  except  for  yoar  sake  and 
in  reference  to  that  view  of  the  question  which  I  have  vexed 
you  with  so  often,  in  fearing  for  yoor  happiness.  Once  it 
was  a  habit  of  mind  with  me  to  live  altogether  in  what  I 
called  the  future — but  the  tops  of  the  trees  that  looked 
towards  Troy  were  broken  off  in  the  great  winds,  and  fall- 
ing down  into  the  river  beneath,  where  now  after  all  this 
time  they  grow  green  again,  I  let  them  float  along  the  cur- 
rent gently  and  pleasantly.  Can  it  be  better  I  wonder! 
And  if  it  becomes  worse,  can  I  help  it?  Also  the  future 
never  seemed  to  belong  to  me  so  little — never  I  It  might 
appear  vonderfnl  to  most  persons,  it  is  startling  even  to 
myself  sometimes,  to  observe  how  free  from  anxiety  I  am 
— from  the  sort  of  anxiety  which  might  be  well  connected 
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Tribh  m7  own  positioD  hare,  and  wLich  is  personal  to  my- 
Belf.  That  is  all  thiom  behind — into  the  bashes — long 
ago  it  was,  and  I  think  I  told  yon  of  it  before.  Agitation 
comes  from  indecision — and  /  was  decided  from  the  fiist 
Iioor  when  I  admitted  the  possibility  of  your  loving  me 
really.  Now, — as  the  Etiphoista  used  to  say, — ^I  am  '  more 
thine  than  my  own '  .  .  it  is  a  literal  bnth — and  my  fatnre 
belongs  to  yon ;  if  it  was  mine,  it  was  mine  to  give,  and  if 
it  was  mine  to  give,  it  was  given,  and  if  it  was  given  .  . 
beloved  .... 

So  you  see  1 

Then  I  will  confess  to  yon  that  all  my  life  long  I  have 
had  a  rather  strange  sympathy  and  dyspathy — the  sym~ 
pathy  having  concerned  the  genns  jilt  (aa  vulgarly  called) 
male  and  female — and  the  dyspathy — the  whole  class  of 
heroically  virtaons  persons  who  make  aaorifices  of  what 
they  call  '  love '  to  what  they  call '  daty. '  There  are  ex- 
ceptional cases  of  coarse,  bat,  for  the  most  part,  I  listen 
incrednlonsly  or  else  with  a  little  contempt  to  those  latter 
proofs  of  strength — or  weakness,  as  it  may  be : — people  are 
not  osnally  praised  for  giving  ap  their  religion,  for  unsay- 
ing their  oaths,  for  desecrating  tiieir '  holy  things ' — while 
believing  them  still  to  be  religious  and  sacramental !  On 
the  other  side  I  have  always  and  shall  always  nndeistand 
how  it  IB  possible  for  the  most  earnest  and  faithful  of  men 
and  even  of  women  perhaps,  to  err  in  the  convictions  of  the 
heart  as  well  as  of  the  mind,  to  profess  an  affection  which 
is  an  iUusion,  and  to  recant  and  retreat  loyally  at  the 
eleventh  hour,  on  becoming  aware  of  the  truth  which  is  in 
them.  8nch  men  are  the  truest  of  men,  and  the  most  conr- 
ageoos  for  the  truth's  sake,  and  instead  of  blaming  them  I 
hold  them  in  honour,  tor  me,  and  always  did  and  shall. 

And  while  I  write,  yoo  are '  very  ill ' — very  ill  I — how  it 
looks,  written  down  so  f  When  yoa  were  gone  yesterday 
and  my  thoughts  had  tossed  about  restlessly  for  ever  so 
long,  I  was  wise  enough  to  ask  Wilson  how  the  thought 
yoa  were  looking,  .  .  and  she  '  did  not  know '  .  .  she 
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'  had  not  obeerred '  .  .  '  only  certainly  Mr.  Browmng  ran 
upstairB  instead  of  walking  as  he  did  the  time  before.' 

Now  ptomise  me  dearest,  dearest — not  to  trifle  with 
year  health.  Not  to  neglect  yourself  .  .  not  to  tire  yoor- 
eelf  .  .  and  besides  to  take  the  advice  of  your  medical 
friend  as  to  diet  and  general  treatment: — because  there 
most  be  o  wrong  and  a  right  in  everything,  and  the  right 
is  very  important  under  your  circiunstanceB  .  .  if  you  have 
a  tendency  to  iUnesa.  It  may  be  right  for  yon  to  have  wino 
for  instance.  Did  yon  ever  try  the  patting  yoor  feet  into 
hot  water  at  night,  to  prevent  the  recurrence  of  the  morn- 
ing headache— for  the  affection  of  the  head  oomea  on  early 
in  the  morning,  does  it  not?  just  as  if  the  sleeping  did 
yon  harm.  Now  I  have  heard  of  such  a  remedy  doing 
good — and  could  it  increase  the  evil? — mustard  mixed  vrith 
the  water,  remember.  Everythii^  approaching  to  congea- 
inan,  is  full  of  fear — I  tremble  to  think  of  it — and  I  bring 
no  remedy  by  this  tea2dng  neither !  Bat  yoa  wUl  not  be 
'  wicked '  nor  '  unkind,'  nor  provoke  the  evil  consciously — 
yon  will  keep  quiet  and  forswear  the  going  out  at  nigLto, 
the  excitement  and  noise  of  parties,  and  the  worse  ezoite- 
ment  of  composition — yon  promise.  If  yon  knew  how  I 
keep  thinVing  of  you,  and  at  intervals  grow  so  frightened! 
Think  yaa^  that  yoa  are  three  times  as  mach  to  me  as  I  can 
be  to  yoa  at  best  aad  greatest, — ^because  yoa  are  more  than 
three  times  the  larger  planet — and  becaose  too,  you  have 
known  other  sources  of  light  and  happiness  .  .  .  bat  I 
need  not  say  this — and  I  shall  hear  on  Monday,  and  may 
trost  to  yoa  every  day  .  .  may  I  not?  Tet  I  would  trust 
my  soul  to  you  sooner  tbao  your  ovm  health. 

May  God  bless  you,  dear,  dearest  If  the  first  part  of 
the  '  Soul's  Tragedy '  should  be  vmtten  out,  I  can  read 
that  perhaps,  without  drawing  yon  in  to  think  of  the 
second.  Still  it  may  be  safer  to  keep  off  altogether  for  the 
present— and  let  it  be  as  you  incline.  I  do  not  speak  of 
'  Luria. '  Tour  own 

Ba. 
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If  It  were  not  for  Mr.  Keoyou,  I  Bhonld  Bay,  alinost, 
'Wednesday,  isBtead  of  ThorBday — 1  vsnt  to  see  yoa  so 
much,  aod  to  see  for  myself  about  the  looks  and  spirits, 
only  it  vonld  not  do  if  lie  found  yon  here  on  Wednesday. 
Jjet  him  come  to-motrow  or  on  Tnesday,  and  Wednesday 
will  be  safe — Bhall  we  consider?  what  do  yoa  think? 

R.B.ioE.  B.  B. 

SniuUr  Aflemooa. 
[PoaMnark,  Februwr  16,  IS40.] 

Here  is  the  letter  again,  dearest :  I  suppose  it  gives  me 
the  same  pleasure,  in  reading,  as  yon — and  Mr.  K.  as  me, 
smd  anybody  else  as  him ;  if  all  the  correspondence  which 
was  claimed  again  and  bomt  on  some  principle  or  other 
some  years  ago  be  at  all  of  the  nature  of  this  samite,  the 
measure  seems  questionable.  Bum  anybody's  reoZ  letters, 
well  and  good :  they  move  and  live — Ifae  thoughts,  feelii^, 
and  expressions  even,— in  a  self-imposed  circle  limiting 
the  experience  of  two  persons  only — there  is  the  standard, 
and  to  that  the  appeal — ^how  should  a  third  person  know? 
Eia  presence  breaks  the  line,  so  to  speak,  and  lets  in  a 
whole  tract  of  country  on  the  originally  inclosed  spot — so 
that  its  trees,  which  were  from  side  to  side  there,  seem  left 
alone  and  wondering  at  their  sudden  unimportance  in  the 
broad  land ;  while  its  '  ferns  each  as  I  never  saw  before ' 
and  which  have  been  petted  proportionably,  look  extrava- 
gant enough  amid  the  new  spread  of  good  honest  grey 
grass  that  is  now  the  earth's  general  wear.  So  that  the 
significance  is  lost  at  once,  and  whole  value  of  such  letters 
— the  cypher  changed,  the  vowel-points  removed:  but  how 
can  that  affect  clever  writing  like  this?  What  do  yon,  to 
whom  it  is  addressed.  Bee  in  it  more  than  the  world  that 
wants  to  see  it  and  shan't  have  it?  One  understands  shut- 
ting an  unprivileged  eye  to  the  ineffable  mysteries  of  those 
'  upper-rooms, '  now  that  the  broom  and  dust  pan,  stock- 
ing-mending and  gingerbread-making  are  invested  with 
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such  onforeseen  reverence  ,  .  bnt  the  caniage^weep  and 
qnarry,  together  with  Jane  and  our  baskets,  and  a  pleaa- 
ant  shadow  of  'Wordsworth's  Soudaj  hat  preceding  his 
own  rapid  strides  in  the  direction  of  Miss  Fenwick's  house 
— surely,  '  men's  eyes  were  made  to  see,  so  let  them  gaze ' 
at  all  this  I  And  so  I,  gazing  with  a  cleu  conscience,  am 
very  glad  to  hear  so  mnch  good  of  a  very  good  person  and 
so  well  told.  She  plainly  sees  the  proper  nse  and  adyan- 
tage  of  a  conntry-lif e ;  and  tliat  knowledge  gets  to  seem 
a  high  point  of  attainment  doubtless  by  the  side  of  the 
Wordsworth  she  speaks  of — for  mine  he  shall  not  be  as  long 
as  I  am  able !  Was  ever  snoh  a  '  gr^at '  poet  before?  Pot 
one  trait  with  the  other— the  theory  of  mral  innocence — 
alternation  of  '  vnlgar  trifles '  with  dissertating  with  style 
of '  the  ntmoBt  grandeor  that  even  you  can  conceive '  (speak 
for  yonrself,  Miss  M. !) — and  that  amiable  transition  from 
two  o'clock's  grief  at  the  death  of  one's  brother  to  three 
o'clock's  happiness  in  the  '  extoaordinary  mesmerio  dis- 
conrae'  of  one's  friend.  All  tiiis,  and  the  rest  of  tiie 
serene  and  happy  inspired  daily  life  which  a  piece  of  '  nn- 
pnnctnality '  can  min,  and  to  which  the  guardian  *  angel ' 
brings  as  crowning  qoalification  the  knack  of  poking  tiie 
fire  adroitly — of  this — what  can  one  say  bnt  that — ^no,  best 
hold  one's  tongue  and  read  the  '  Lyrical  Ballads '  with 
finger  in  ear.  Did  not  Shelley  say  long  ago  '  He  had  no 
more  imagination  than  a  pint-pot ' — thongh  in  those  days 
he  nsed  to  walk  abont  France  and  Flanders  like  a  man? 
Now,  he  is  '  most  comfortable  in  his  worldly  affairs '  and 
jnst  this  comes  of  itt  He  lives  the  best  twenty  years  of 
hia  life  after  the  way  of  his  own  heart — and  when  one 
presses  in  to  see  the  result  of  the  rare  experiment  .  .  what 
the  one  alchemist  whom  fortone  has  allowed  to  get  all  his 
coveted  materials  and  set  to  work  at  last  in  earnest  with 
fire  and  melting-pot — ^what  he  prodnces  after  all  the  talk  (A 
him  and  the  like  of  him ;  why,  yon  get  ptdvie  ef  cinia — a 
man  at  the  mercy  of  the  tongs  and  shovel ! 

Well  1    Let  OS  despair  at  nothing,  bat,  wishing  soooess 
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to  the  newer  aspirant,  expect  better  things  itom  Miss  AL 
-when  the  '  knoll, '  and  '  {aradise,  *  and  their  EacdHties,  oper- 
ate properl;;  and  that  she  will  make  a  truer  estimate  of 
the  importance  and  responsibilities  of  '  anthoiBhip '  than 
she  does  at  piesent,  if  I  nnderstand  ri^^tly  the  sense  in 
vbioh  she  describee  her  own  life  aa  it  means  to  be ;  for  in 
one  sense  it  is  all  good  and  well,  and  quite  natural  that  she 
sfaoold  like  '  that  sort  of  strenoons  handwork '  better  than 
Iwok-makiug;  like  the  play  better  than  the  labour,  aa  we 
are  apt  to  do.  If  she  realises  a  very  ordinary  schoine  of 
literary  life,  planned  under  the  eye  of  God  not '  the  public,  * 
and  prosecuted  under  the  constant  sense  of  the  night's  oom- 
21^  which  mds  it  good  or  bad — then,  she  will  be  sore  to 
'  like  *  the  leet  and  sport — teaching  her  maids  and  sewing 
her  glovea  and  making  delicate  Tisitors  comfortable — so 
mnoh  more  rational  a  resooroe  is  the  worst  of  them  than 
gin-and-water,  for  instance.  Bnt  if ,  as  I  rather  suspect, 
these  latter  are  to  figure  as  a  virtnal  haHf  duty  of  the  whole 
Man — aa  of  eqnal  importance  (on  the  ground  of  the  inno- 
cence and  utility  of  such  occupations)  with  the  book-mak- 
ing aforesaid— always  supposing  0\at  to  be  of  the  right 
kind — (hea  I  respect  Miss  M.  just  as  I  should  an  Arch- 
Inahop  Canterbury  whose  business  was  the  teaching  A.B.C. 
at  an  infant-school — he  who  might  set  on  the  Tens  to  in- 
stroot  the  Hundreds  how  to  oouTinoe  the  Thousands  of  the 
propriety  of  doii^  that  and  many  other  things.  Of  course 
one  will  respect  him  only  the  mote  if  when  thai  matter  ia 
off  his  mind  he  relaxes  at  such  a  school  instead  of  over  a 
chess-board ;  as  it  will  increase  onr  love  for  Miss  M.  to 
find  that  making  '  my  good  Jane  (from  Tyne-month) ' — 
*  happier  and — I  hope — wiser '  is  an  amusement,  or  more, 
after  the  day's  progress  towards  the  '  novel  for  next  year  * 
which  is  to  inspire  thousands,  beyond  computation,  with 
the  ardour  of  making  innumerable  other  Janes  and  delicate 
Telatives  happier  and  wiser — ^who  knows  but  as  many  as 
Bums  did,  and  does,  so  make  happier  and  wiser?  Only, 
ftta  qvamy  and  after-solace  was  that '  marble  bowl  often  re- 
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plenished  with  whiskey '  on  which  Dr.  Cony  disoonrses 
monmfally.  '  Oh,  be  wiser  Thon  I ' — and  remember  it  w&a 
only  afier  Lord  Bacon  bad  written  to  an  eod  Im  Book — 
given  na  for  ever  the  Art  of  Inveiidng — whether  steam- 
engine  or  improred  dost-pau — that  he  took  on  Tiiinitqlf  to 
do  a  little  exemplary  '  hand  work ' ;  got  oat  on  that  ocdd 
St.  Alban's  road  to  stiifF  a  fowl  with  snow  and  so  keep  it 
fresh,  and  got  into  his  bed  and  died  of  the  cold  in  hia 
haads  ('  strennons  hand,  work ' — )  before  the  snow  had  time 
to  melt.  He  did  not  begin  in  his  youth  by  saying — '  I 
have  a  horror  of  merely  writing  '  Novnm  Oi^cannms '  and 
shall  give  half  my  energies  to  the  staffing  fowls '  t 

All  this  it  is  my  amusement,  of  an  indifferent  kind,  to 
pat  down  solely  on  the  pleasant  assurance  contained  in 
tiiat  postscript,  of  the  one  way  of  never  qoarrelling  with 
Miss  M. — 'by  joinii^  in  her  plan  and  practice  of  plain 
speaking' — conld  she  bnt  'get  people  to  do  it!'  Well, 
she  gets  me  for  a  b^inner :  the  fanny  thing  woold  be  to 
know  what  Chorley's  desperate  ntterance  amoonted  to  I 
Did  yon  ever  hear  of  the  plain  speaking  of  some  of  the  o(hi- 
tinental  lottery-projectors?  An  estate  on  the  Bhine,  lor 
instance,  is  to  be  disposed  ef,  and  the  holder  of  the  lackj 
ticket  will  find  himself  suddenly  owner  of  a  mediseral  castle 
with  an  unlimited  number  of  dependencies — vineyards, 
woods,  pastores,  and  so  forth — all  only  waiting  the  new 
master's  arrival — while  inside,  all  is  swept  and  garnished 
(not  to  say,  varnished) — the  tables  are  spread,  the  wines 
on  the  board,  all  is  ready  for  the  reception  hvi  .  .  here 
'  plain  speakii^ '  becomes  necessary — it  prevents  qoarrels, 
and,  conld  the  projector  get  people  to  practise  it  as  he 
does  all  would  be  well ;  so  he,  at  least,  will  speak  plainly 
— yoa  hear  what  is  provided  bat,  he  cannot,  dares  not 
withhold  what  is  not — there  is  then,  to  Bpeak  plainly, — no 
night  cap !  Yoa  wiU  have  to  bring  year  own  night  cap. 
The  projector  famishes  somewhat,  as  yoa  hear,  bat  not  aU 
— and  now — the  worst  ia  heard, — will  yoa  qaarrel  with 
him?    Will  my  own  dear,  dearest  Ba  please  and  help  me 
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liere,  and  fonoy  Ohorley's  conoeesiona,  and  tribntes,  and 
recognitions,  and  then,  at  tlie  very  end,  the  '  plain  words, ' 
to  counterbalance  all,  that  have  been  to  overlook  and  par- 
don? 

Oh,  my  own  Ba,  hear  my  plain  speech — and  how  this 
is  not  an  attempt  to  frighten  yoa  ont  of  yoor  dear  wish  to 
'  hair  from  me ' — no,  indeed — bat  a  whim,  a  caprice, — and 
now  it  is  ontl  over,  done  with  I  And  now  I  am  with  yoa 
^;ain — it  is  to  yoa  I  shall  write  next.  Blees  yon,  ever — 
my  beloved.  I  am  mach  better,  indeed — and  mean  to  be 
well.  And  yoo  t  Bnt  I  will  write — this  goes  for  nothing 
— or  only  this,  that  I  am  your  very  own — 

B.  B.  to  K  B.  B. 

HoncUy. 
[PoBt-nurk,  Febnuiy  16,  1846.] 

My  long  letter  is  with  you,  dearest,  to  show  how  serious 
my  iliness  was  '  while  yoa  wrote ' :  nnlees  yon  find  that 
letter  too  foolish,  as  I  do  on  twice  thinking — or  at  all 
events  a  most  snperflnons  bestowment  of  handwork  while 
the  heart  was  elsewhere,  and  with  you — never  more  sol 
Dear,  dear  Ba,  yonr  adorable  goodness  sinks  into  me  till  it 
nearly  pains, — bo  exqaisite  and  strange  is  the  pleasure :  so 
yoa  oare  for  me,  and  think  of  me,  and  write  to  me ! — I  shall 
never  die  for  you,  and  if  it  could  be  so,  what  wonld  death 
prove?  But  I  can  live  on,  year  own  as  now, — ^utterly  your 
own. 

Dear  Ba,  do  yon  suppose  we  differ  on  bo  plain  a  point 
as  that  of  the  superior  wisdom,  and  generosity,  too,  of  an- 
nouncing snch  a  change  Ac.  at  the  eleventh  hour?  There 
can  be  no  doubt  of  it, — and  now,  what  of  it  to  me? 

Bnt  I  am  not  going  to  write  tonlay — only  this — that  I 
am  better,  having  not  been  quite  bo  well  last  night — so  I 
shut  up  books  (that  is,  of  my  own)  and  mean  to  think 
about  nothing  but  yon,  and  yon,  and  still  yon,  for  a  whole 
week — BO  all  will  come  right,  I  hope  I    May  I  take  Wed- 
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ueeday?  And  do  yoa  say  that, — ^hint  at  the  possibility  of 
that,  because  yoa  have  been  reached  by  my  own  remazBe 
at  feeling  that  if  I  had  kept  my  appointment  Jaat  Satard^ 
(but  one) — Thursday  wonld  have  been  my  day  thiB  past 
veek,  and  this  very  Monday  had  been  gained?  Shall  I 
not  lose  a  day  for  ever  onlesB  I  get  Wednesday  and  Sst- 
orday? — yet  .  .  care  .  .  dearest  —  let  nothing  horrible 
happen. 

If  I  do  not  hear  to  the  contrary  to-morrow — or  on  Wed- 
oesday  early — 

Bnt  write  and  bless  me,  dearest,  most  dear  Ba.  God 
bless  yoQ  ever — 

JS.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Monday  Homing. 
[PoBt-mark,  Febrouy  17, 1846.] 

Mickant  comme  guaire  I  yoa  are,  and  not  deserving  to 
be  let  see  the  famona  letter — is  there  any  grammar  in  UuU 
oonoatenatioD,  can  yoa  tell  me,  now  Chat  yoa  are  in  an  arch- 
critical  hamoor?  And  remember  (taming  back  to  the  sab- 
ject)  that  personally  she  and  I  are  strangers  and  that  there- 
fore what  she  writes  for  me  is  naturally  scene-painting  to 
be  looked  at  from  a  distance,  done  with  a  masterly  band 
and  most  amiable  intention,  but  quite  a  different  thing  of 
course  from  the  intimate  revelations  of  heart  and  mind 
which  make  a  living  thing  of  a  letter.  If  she  had  sent  suob 
to  me,  I  should  not  have  sent  it  to  Mr.  Kenyon,  bnt  than, 
she  wonld  not  have  sent  it  to  me  in  any  case.  What  she 
haa  sent  me  might  be  a  chapter  in  a  book  and  has  the  life 
proper  to  itself,  and  I  shall  not  let  yoo  try  it  by  another 
standard,  even  if  yon  wished,  but  you  don't— for  I  am  not 
so  &ete  as  not  to  undeistand  how  the  jest  crosses  the  serioos 
all  the  way  yoa  write.  Well — and  Mr.  Eenyon  wants  the 
letter  the  second  time,  not  for  himself,  bat  for  Mr.  Crabb 
Bobinson  who  promises  to  let  me  have  a  new  sonnet  of 
Wordsworth's  in  exchange  for  the  loan,  and  whom  I  can- 
not refuse  because  he  is  an  intimate  friend  of  Miss  Uazti- 
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neau'B  and  onoe  allowed  me  to  read  a  whole  packet  of  letters 
from  her  to  him.  She  does  not  object  (as  I  have  read 
under  her  hand)  to  her  letters  being  shown  abont  in  H8., 
notwithstanding  the  anathema  against  all  printers  of  the 
same  (whiob  completes  the  extraTaganoe  of  the  unreason, 
I  think)  and  people  are  more  anxions  to  see  them  from 
their  presumed  nearness  to  annihilation.  I,  for  my  part, 
value  letters  (to  talk  literature)  as  the  most  vital  part  of 
biography,  and  for  any  rational  hnman  being  to  put  his 
foot  on  the  traditions  of  his  kind  in  this  particular  class, 
does  seem  to  me  as  wonderfal  as  possible.  "Who  woold 
put  away  one  of  those  multitudinous  volumes,  even,  which 
stereotype  Voltaire's  wrinkles  of  wit — even  Voltaire?  I 
can  read  book  after  book  of  such  reading — or  could !  And 
if  her  principle  were  carried  out,  there  would  be  an  end  I 
Death  would  be  deader  from  henceforth.  Also  it  is  a  wrong 
selfish  principle  and  nnworthy  of  her  whole  life  and  pro- 
fession, because  we  should  all  be  ready  to  say  that  if  the 
secrets  of  our  daily  lives  and  inner  sonla  may  instruct 
other  surviving  sonla,  let  them  be  open  to  men  hereafter, 
even  as  they  are  to  Qod  now.  Dnst  to  dust,  and  soul- 
secrets  to  humanity — there  are  natnral  heirs  to  all  these 
things.  Not  that  I  do  not  Intimately  understand  the 
shrinking  back  from  the  idea  of  publicity  on  any  terms — 
not  that  I  would  not  myself  destroy  papers  of  mine  which 
were  sacred  to  me  for  personal  reasons — but  then  I  nev^ 
would  call  Uiis  natural  weakness,  virtne — ^nor  would  I,  as 
a  teacher  of  the  public,  announce  it  and  attempt  to  justify 
it  as  an  example  to  other  minds  and  acts,  I  hope. 

How  hard  you  are  on  the  mending  of  stooMngs  and  the 
rest  of  itt  Why  not  agree  with  me  and  like  that  sort  of 
homeliness  and  simplicity  in  combination  with  such  large 
faculty  as  we  must  admit  iken?  Lord  Bacon  did  a  great 
deal  of  tri£ing  besides  the  stuffii^  of  the  fowl  yon  mention 
— which  I  did  not  remember:  and  in  fact,  all  the  great 
work  done  in  the  world,  is  done  just  by  the  people  who 
know  how  to  trifle — do  you  not  think  so?  When  a  man 
Vol.  I.— 81 
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makes  a  prinoiple  of  '  Qdrer  loBing  a  moment,'  he  is  a  lost 
mao.  Great  men  are  eager  to  find  an  honr,  and  not  to 
avoid  losii^  a  moment.  '  What  are  yon  doing '  said  somo- 
body  once  (as  I  heard  the  tradition)  to  the  beantifol  lAdj 
Oxford  as  she  sate  in  her  open  carriage  on  the  iaoe^;roand 
— 'Only  a  little  algebra,'  said  she.  People  who  do  a 
little  algebra  on  the  race-groond  are  not  likely  to  do  mnch 
of  anything  with  ever  so  nkany  hoars  for  meditatioD. 
Why,  yon  mast  agree  with  me  in  all  this,  so  I  shall  not  be 
sententioos  any  longer.  Mending  stockiogs  is  not  exactly 
the  sort  of  pastime  I  should  choose — who  do  things  quite 
as  tri£ing  without  the  utility — and  even  your  Seignearie 
peradventare  ....  I  stop  there  for  fear  of  growing  im- 
pertinent. The  argianentuan  ad  hominem  is  apt  to  bring 
down  the  argumenium  ad  bactdum,  it  is  as  well  to  remran- 
heir  in  time. 

For  Wordsworth  .  .  yoa  are  right  in  a  measure  and 
by  a  standard — bat  I  have  heard  sach  really  desecrating 
things  of  him,  of  his  selfishness,  his  love  of  money,  his 
worldly  cunmng  (rather  than  prndenoe)  that  I  felt  a  relief 
and  gladness  in  the  new  chronicle ; — and  yon  can  noder^ 
stand  how  that  was.  Miss  Mitford's  doctrine  is  that  every- 
thing put  into  the  poetry,  ia  taken  oat  of  the  man  and  lost 
utterly  by  him.  Her  general  doctrine  about  poets,  quite 
amounts  to  that — I  do  not  say  it  too  strongly.  And  know- 
ing that  such  opinions  are  held  by  minds  not  feeble,  it  is 
very  painful  (as  it  would  be  indeed  in  any  case)  to  see  them 
apparently  justified  by  royal  poets  like  Wordsworth.  Ah, 
bat  I  know  an  answer — I  see  one  in  my  mind  I 

So  again  for  the  letters.  Kow  ought  I  not  to  know 
about  letters,  I  who  have  had  so  many  .  .  from  chief 
minds  too,  as  society  goes  in  England  and  America?  And 
your  letters  began  by  being  first  to  my  intellect,  before 
they  were  first  to  my  heart.  All  the  letters  in  the  world 
are  not  like  yours  .  .  and  I  woold  trust  them  f(»r  that  ver- 
dict with  any  jury  in  Europe,  if  they  were  not  bo  far  too 
dear  I    Mr.  Kenyon  wanted  to  make  me  show  him  your 
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letters — I  did  show  liim  the  fint,  and  reBieted  gallantly 
afterwards,  which  made  him  say  what  vexed  me  at  the 
moment,  .  .  '  oh — you  let  me  see  only  women's  letters, ' — 
till  I  obserred  that  it  was  a  breach  of  confidence,  escept  in 
some  caaee,  .  .  and  that  I  should  complain  very  much,  if 
anyone,  man  or  woman,  acted  so  by  myself.  But  nobody 
in  the  world  writes  like  yon — not  so  viidUy — and  I  have  a 
right,  if  yon  please,  to  praise  my  letbos,  besides  the  reason 
of  it  which  is  as  good. 

Ah — yon  made  me  langh  abont  Ur.  Chorley's  free 
speaking — and,  without  the  peiBonal  knowledge,  I  can 
comprehend  how  it  could  be  nothing  very  ferocious  .  . 
some  '  pardonnez  moi,  tods  etes  nn  ange.'  The  amusing 
part  is  that  by  the  same  post  which  brought  me  the  Amble- 
side document,  I  heard  from  Mias  Mitford  '  that  it  was  an 
admirable  thing  of  Chorley  to  have  persisted  in  not  allow- 
ing Harriet  Martineaa  to  qnairel  with  him '  .  .  so  that 
there  are  laurels  on  both  sides,  it  appears. 

And  I  am  delighted  to  hear  from  yon  to-day  jost  to, 
though  I  reproach  yon  in  turn  just  ao  .  .  beoaose  yon  were 
not '  depressed '  in  writing  all  this  and  this  and  this  which 
has  made  me  laugh — yon  were  not,  dearest — and  yon  call 
yourself  better,  '  mnch  better,'  which  means  a  very  little 
perhaps,  but  is  a  golden  word,  let  me  take  it  as  I  may. 
May  God  bless  yon.  Wednesday  seems  too  near  (now  that 
this  is  Monday  and  you  are  better)  to  be  our  day  ,  .  per- 
haps it  does,  — and  Thursday  t*  close  beside  it  at  the  worst. 
Dearest  I  am  your  own 

Ba. 

K  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

MondAT  Erenliiff. 
[In  tlio  nine  BDvelope  with  the  preoedhtg  letter.] 

Kow  forgive  me,  dearest  of  all,  bnt  I  must  tease  yoa 
jnst  a  little,  and  entreat  you,  if  only  for  the  love  of  me,  to 
have  medical  advice  and  follow  it  without  further  dday.  I 
like  to  have  recourse  to  these  medical  people  quite  as  little 
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08  yoa  can — ^bnt  I  am  perscaded  that  it  is  asoeeaary — that 
it  is  at  least  wiae,  for  yon  to  do  bo  nov,  and,  jon  see,  yoo 
vere  '  not  quite  so  well '  again  laat  night  I  So  will  yon,  for 
me?  Woold  /  not,  if  you  wished  it?  And  on  Wednesday, 
yes,  OS  Wedneeday,  come — that  is,  if  coming  on  Wednes- 
day should  really  be  not  bad  for  yoa,  for  yon  mvst  do 
what  is  right  and  kind,  and  I  donbt  whether  the  omnibns- 
drivii^  and  the  noises  of  every  sort  betwixt  ns,  shoold  not 
keep  yoa  away  for  a  little  while — I  trust  yoa  to  do  what  is 
best  for  both  of  as. 

And  it  is  not  best  .  ,  it  is  not  good  eren,  to  talk  aboat 
'  dying  for  me '  .  .  oh,  I  do  beseech  yoa  neTer  to  ose  such 
words.  Yon  make  me  feel  as  if  I  were  choking.  Also  it 
is  nonsense — becaose  nobody  pats  oat  a  candle  for  the 
light's  sake. 

Write  one  line  to  me  to-morrow — literally  so  little — jnst 
to  say  how  yoa  are.  I  know  by  the  writing  here,  what  t». 
Let  me  have  the  one  line  by  the  eight  o'clock  poet  to-mor- 
row, Taesday. 

For  the  rest  it  may  be  my  '  goodness '  or  my  badnees, 
bat  the  world  seems  to  have  sank  away  beneath  my  feet 
and  to  have  left  only  yon  to  look  to  and  hold  by.  A™  I 
not  to  fed,  then,  any  trembling  of  the  hand?  the  least 
trembling? 

May  Gkid  bless  both  of  as — which  is  a  doaUe  blessing 
for  me  notwithstanding  my  badness. 

/  iruit  you  cutout  Wednesday — and  if  it  shoold  be  wise 
and  kind  not  to  come  quite  so  soon,  we  will  take  it  ont  <rf 
other  days  and  lose  not  one  of  them.  And  as  for  anything 
'  horrible '  being  likely  to  happen,  do  not  think  of  that 
either, — there  can  be  nothing  horrible  while  yoa  are  not 
ill.  So  be  well — try  to  be  well — ase  the  means  and,  well 
or  iU,  let  me  have  the  one  line  to-morrow  .  .  Taesday.  I 
send  yoa  the  foolish  letter  I  wrote  to-day  in  answer  to  yonr 
too  long  one — too  long,  was  it  not,  as  yoa  felt?  And  I, 
the  writer  of  the  foolish  one,  am  twice-foolish,  and  posh 
poor  '  Laria '  oat  of  sight,  and  refose  to  finish  my  notes  on 


C,q,t,=cdbvG00g[C 


l-Sie]  AND  ELIZABETH  BABBEIT  485 

liim  till  the  harm  he  has  done  shall  have  passed  away.  In 
zny  badness  I  bring  false  accusation,  perhaps,  against  poor 
Xioria. 

So  till  Wednesday — or  as  yon  shall  fix  otherwise. 
Toot 

Ba. 
B.  S.  to  U.  B.  B. 

6^  Tnaiday  Eveiilng, 
Hy  dearest,  your  note  reaches  me  only  now,  with  an 
excuse  from  the  postman.  The  answer  yon  expect,  yoa 
shall  have  the  only  way  possible.  I  most  make  ap  a 
parcel  so  as  to  be  able  to  knock  and  give  it.  I  shall  be 
^th  yon  to-morrow,  Ood  willing — ^being  qnite  well. 

Bless  you  ever — 

R.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Tbnnd^  Horning. 
[Poat-nurk,  Febrnuy  19,  IMS.] 

Uy  sweetest,  best,  dearest  Ba  I  (Ja  love  yon  lees,  mnoh 
less  already,  and  adore  yoa  more,  more  by  bo  mnoh  more 
as  I  Bee  of  yon,  think  of  yon — I  am  yours  just  as  much  as 
those  flowers ;  and  yon  may  pluck  those  flowers  to  pieces 
or  put  them  in  yonr  breast ;  it  is  not  because  yoa  so  bless 

me  now  that  you  may  sot  if  yoa  please  one  day ^you 

will  stop  me  here ;  but  it  is  the  truth  and  I  live  in  it. 

I  am  quite  well;  indeed,  this  morning,  noticeably  well, 
they  tell  me,  and  well  I  mean  to  keep  if  I  can. 

When  I  got  home  last  evening  I  fonnd  thiB  note — and  I 
have  acceptal,  that  I  might  say  I  conld  also  keep  an  en- 
gagemen^  if  bo  minded,  at  Harley  Street — ^thereby  inain- 
nating  that  other  reasons  may  bring  me  into  the  neighbouiv 
hood  than  the  reason — but  I  shall  either  not  go  there,  or 
only  for  an  hour  at  most.  I  also  found  a  note  headed 
'  Strictly  private  and  confldentiat  * — so  here  it  goes  from 
my  mouth  to  my  heart — pleasantly  proposing  that  I  should 
start  in  a  few  days  for  St.  Petersburg,  as  secretary  to 
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Bomebody  going  tliere  on  a  '  misBioQ  of  hnxaanity ' — gnme 
tantet 

Did  yon  hear  of  my  meeting  someoue  at  the  door  vhcmi 
I  take  to  have  been  one  of  your  brothers? 

One  thing  vexed  me  in  yoor  letter — I  will  tell  yon,  the 
praise  of  my  letters.  Now,  one  merit  they  have — in  lan- 
gnage  mystical — that  of  having  no  merit.  If  I  canght  my- 
Belf  trying  to  write  finely,  graphically  &o.  &o.,  nay,  if  I 
found  myself  conacioos  of  having  in  my  own  opinion,  so 
written,  all  would  be  over !  yes,  over  I  I  should  be  respect- 
ing  yon  inordinately,  paying  a  proper  tribate  to  yoor 
genins,  snmmoning  the  necessary  colleotedness, — aplenty 
of  all  that  I  Bat  the  feeling  with  which  I  write  to  yon,  not 
knowing  that  it  is  writing, — with  you,  face  and  month  and 
hair  and  eyea  opposite  me,  touching  me,  knowing  that  all  i» 
as  I  say,  and  helping  out  the  imperfect  phrases  from  yonr 
own  intnition — that  wonld  be  gone — and  what  in  its  place? 
'  Let  ns  eat  and  drink  for  to-morrow  we  write  to  AmUe- 
Bide.'  No,  no,  love,  nor  can  it  ever  be  so,  nor  shoold  it 
ever  be  so  if — even  if,  preserving  all  that  intimate  relation, 
with  the  carelesaness,  atiU,  somehow,  was  obtained  with  no 
effort  in  the  world,  graphic  writing  and  philosophic  and 
what  yon  please — for  I  wHl  be — would  be,  better  than  my 
works  and  words  with  an  infinite  stock  beyond  what  I  put 
into  convenient  circnlation  whether  in  fine  speeches  fit  to 
remember,  or  fine  passages  to  qnot«.  For  the  rest,  I  had 
meant  to  tell  you  before  now,  that  you  often  put  me  '  in 
a  maze '  when  you  paxtionlarize  letters  of  mine — '  such  an 
one  was  kind '  &o.  I  know,  sometimes  I  seem  to  give  the 
matter  np  in  despair,  I  take  ont  paper  and  tall  thinking  on 
yon,  and  bless  you  with  my  whole  heart  and  then  begin: 
'  What  a  fine  day  this  is? '  I  distinctly  remember  having 
done  that  repeatedly — but  the  converse  ia  not  tme  by  any 
means,  that  (when  the  expression  may  happen  to  fall  more 
consentaneously  to  the  mind's  motion)  that  leas  is  felt,  oh 
no  I  Bnt  the  particular  thought  at  the  time  has  not  been 
ot  the  inat^icienqf  of  expression,  as  in  the  other  instapofe 
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Nov  I  will  leave  off — to  b^in  dlBevbere — for  I  am  al- 
-ways  with  yon,  beloved,  beet  beloved  I  Now  you  will 
'write?     And  walk  moch,  and  sleep  more?    Bless  yoo. 


Toot  own, 

K  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

[Fost-nuAa,  Hta-Mnt  to  IBtcbun.    Fetoaaiy  19  and  SO,  1B4S.] 

Best  and  kiodest  of  all  that  ever  were  to  be  loved  in 
dreams,  aod  wondered  at  and  loved  ont  of  them,  yon  are 
indeed  I  I  cannot  make  yon  feel  how  I  felt  that  night  when 
I  knew  that  to  save  me  an  anxiooa  thought  yon  had  oome 
so  far  so  late — it  was  almost  too  mnch  to  feel,  and  ia  too 
mndh  to  speak.  So  let  it  pass.  Yon  will  never  act  so 
again,  ever  dearest — yoa  shall  not.  If  the  poet  sins,  why 
leave  the  sin  to  the  post;  and  I  will  remember  for  the  fa- 
taxe,  will  be  ready  to  remember,  how  postmen  are  fallible 
and  how  yoa  live  at  the  end  of  a  lane — and  not  be  nneasy 
aboot  a  silence  if  there  sboold  be  one  unacoonnted  for. 
For  the  Tnesday  coming,  I  shall  remember  that  too — who 
conld  forget  it?  .  .  I  put  it  in  the  niche  of  the  wall,  one 
golden  lamp  more  of  your  giving,  to  throw  light  purely 
dovm  to  the  end  of  my  life — I  do  thank  yon.  And  the 
Izuih  is,  I  thould  have  been  in  a  panic,  had  there  been  no 
letter  that  evening — ^I  was  frightened  the  day  before,  then 
reasoned  the  feacs  back  and  waited:  and  if  there  had  been 
no  leUer  after  all —  But  yoa  are  snpematDTally  good  and 
kind.  How  can  I  ever  '  retom '  as  people  say  (as  they 
might  say  in  their  ledgers)  .  .  anyofitall?  Kowindeed 
can  I  who  have  not  even  a  heart  left  of  my  own,  to  love 
yon  with? 

I  quite  trust  to  your  promise  in  respect  to  the  medical 
advice,  if  walking  and  rest  from  work  do  not  prevent  at 
onoe  the  leonrrence  of  those  aensationa — it  was  a  promise, 
remember.  And  you  will  tell  me  the  very  truth  of  how 
yoa  ara— and  you  will  try  the  mosio,  and  not  be  nervous. 
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dearest.  Would  not  riding  be  good  for  yoa — c<Hisider. 
And  why  Bhonld  yoa  be  '  alone '  when  your  sister  is  in  the 
IiDnse?  How  I  keep  thinlring  of  yon  all  day — yoa  cannot 
really  be  alone  with  so  many  thonghts  .  .  snoh  swarms  of 
thoQghts,  if  yoa  ooald  bat  see  them,  drones  and  bees  to- 
gether t 

Qeorge  came  in  from  Westminster  Hall  after  we  parted 
yesterday  and  said  that  he  had  talked  with  the  jonior 
counsel  of  the  wretched  plaintiffs  in  the  Ferrers  case,  and 
that  the  belief  was  in  the  mother  being  implicated,  although 
not  from  the  begioning.  It  was  believed  too  that  the  mis- 
erable girl  had  herself  taken  step  after  step  into  the  miie, 
involved  herself  gradaally,  the  first  gailt  beii^  an  extrava- 
gance in  personal  expenses,  which  she  lied  and  lied  to 
account  for  in  the  face  of  her  family.  '  Bach  a  re8f>ectalde 
family,'  said  Geoi^e,  'the  grandfather  in  coart  looking 
venerable,  and  everyone  indignant  upon  being  so  disgraced 
by  her  I  *  Bat  for  the  reepeotabilify  in  the  beet  sense,  I 
do  not  qaite  see.  That  all  those  people  shonld  aoqoiesce 
in  the  indecency  (according  to  every  standard  of  TJlngliiih 
manners  in  any  class  of  sociefy)  of  thrasting  the  personal 
expenses  of  a  member  of  their  family  on  Lord  Ferrers,  she 
still  beuring  their  name — and  in  those  peculiar  carcnm- 
stances  of  her  supposed  position  too — where  is  the  respeo- 
tability?  And  they  are  fnrions  with  her,  which  is  not  to 
be  wondered  at  after  aU.  Her  oonnsel  had  an  interview 
with  her  previous  to  the  trial,  to  satisfy  themselves  of  her 
good  bith,  and  she  was  qoite  resalnte  and  earnest,  persist- 
ing in  every  statement.  On  the  coming  out  of  the  anony- 
moos  letters,  Fitzroy  Kelly  said  to  the  jnniors  that  if  any- 
one oonld  suggest  a  means  of  explanation,  he  would  be 
eager  to  carry  forward  the  case,  .  .  but  for  him  he  saw  no 
way  of  escaping  from  the  fact  of  the  guilt  of  their  client 
Not  a  voice  oonld  speak  for  her.  So  George  was  tokL 
There  is  no  ground  for  a  prosecation  for  a  conspiracy,  he 
says,  but  she  is  open  to  the  chai^  for  forgery,  of  course, 
anil  to  the  dreadfol  conseqaenoes,  though  it  is  not  ocmsid- 
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eted  at  all  likely  that  Lord  Ferrers  coold  wish  to  disturb 
lier  beyond  the  rain  she  has  brought  on  her  own  life. 

Think  of  Mies  Hitford's  growing  qnite  cold  about  Mr. 
Chorley  vho  has  spent  two  days  with  her  lately,  and  of  her 
saying  in  a  letter  to  me  this  moming  that  he  is  very  mnch 
changed  and  grown  to  be  '  a  presnmptaons  coxcomb.*  He 
has  displeased  her  in  some  way — that  is  clear.  "What 
changes  there  are  in  the  world. 

Shonld  I  ever  change  to  you,  do  yoa  think,  ,  .  even  if 
yoa  came  to  '  love  me  less ' — not  that  I  meant  to  reproach 
yon  with  that  possibility.  May  Ood  bless  yon,  dear 
dearest.  It  is  another  miracle  (beside  the  many)  that  I 
get  nearer  to  the  moTmtains  yet  still  they  seem  more  bloe. 
Is  not  that  strange? 

Ever  and  wholly 

TonrBa. 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Thunday  Evsolng. 
[Poet-mark,  Februarjr  30,  IMS.] 

And  I  offended  you  by  praising  yonr  lettera — or  rather 
mme,  if  yoa  please — as  if  I  had  not  the  right  1  Still,  yoa 
shall  not,  shall  not  fancy  that  I  meant  to  praise  them  in 
the  way  yoa  seem  to  think — by  calling  them  'graphic,* 
*  philosophic,' — why,  did  I  ever  nse  each  words?  I  agree 
with  yon  that  if  I  conld  play  critic  npon  yoor  letters,  it 
voald  be  an  end! — bat  no,  no  .  .  I  did  not,  for  a  moment. 
In  what  I  said  I  went  back  to  my  first  impressions — and 
they  were  vital  letters,  I  said — which  was  the  r&nmfi  of 
my  thonghts  npon  the  early  ones  yoa  sent  me,  because  I 
felt  yonx  letters  to  be  you  from  the  very  first,  and  I  began, 
&om  the  beginning,  to  read  every  one  several  times  over. 
Nobody,  I  felt,  nobody  of  all  these  writers,  did  write  as 
yoa  did.  Well  I— and  had  I  not  a  right  to  a&y  t3uit  now  at 
last,  and  was  it  not  natnral  to  say  just  that,  when  I  -waa 
talking  of  other  people's  letters  and  how  it  had  grown 
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almost  impoesible  for  me  to  lead  them ;  and  do  I  deserve 
to  be  scolded?    No  indeed. 

And  if  I  had  the  misfortone  to  think  now,  when  yaa 
sa;  it  ia  a  fine  day,  that  that  is  said  in  more  mosio  ihaa  it 
could  be  said  in  by  another — where  is  the  sin  against  you, 
I  shoold  like  to  ask.  It  is  yooraelf  vho  is  the  oiitio,  I 
think,  after  all.  Bat  over  all  the  brine,  I  hold  my  letten 
— jnst  as  Camoens  did  his  poem.  They  are  best  to  me — 
and  they  are  best.  I  knew  what  they  were,  before  I  knew 
what  you  were — all  of  yon.  And  I  like  to  think  that  I 
never  fancied  anyone  on  a  level  with  yon,  even  in  a  letter. 

'What  makes  yon  take  them  to  be  so  bad,  I  snppoae,  is 
jnst  feeling  in  them  how  near  we  are.  Tou  say  that! — 
not  I. 

Bad  or  good,  yon  are  better — yes,  *  better  than  the 
works  and  words '  I — though  it  was  very  shamefnl  of  yon 
to  insinnate  thai  I  talked  of  fine  speeches  and  passages  and 
graphical  and  philosophical  sentences,  as  if  I  had  proposed 
a  pabiication  of  '  Elegant  Extracts '  from  your  letters.  See 
what  blasphemy  one  falls  into  through  a  beginning  of  light 
speech !  It  is  wiser  to  talk  of  St.  Peterabnig;  for  all  Vol- 
ture's  .  .  '  ne  disom pm  de  mtd  de  liuxilas.' 

Wiser — becanaeyonwillnotgo.  If  yon  were  going  .  .  . 
well  1 — but  there  is  oo  danger — it  would  not  do  yon  good 
to  go,  I  am  so  happy  this  time  as  to  be  able  to  think — and 
yoor  '  mission  of  humanity '  liee  nearer — '  stricUy  private 
and  confidential '  ?  bat  not  in  Harley  Street — ao  if  yon  go 
there,  dearest,  keep  to  the  '  one  hour '  and  do  not  snfFer 
yourself  to  be  tired  and  stonned  in  those  hot  rooms  and 
made  nnwell  again — it  is  plain  that  yon  cannot  bear  that 
sort  of  excitement  For  Mr.  Kenyon's  note,  .  .  it  was  a 
great  temptation  to  make  a  day  of  Friday — bnt  I  resist 
both  for  Monday's  sake  and  for  yonrs,  beoanse  it  seems  to 
me  safer  not  to  hurry  yon  from  one  house  to  another  tiU 
you  are  tired  completely.  I  shall  think  of  you  so  mnoh 
the  nearer  for  Mr.  Kenyon's  note — which  is  something 
gained.     In  the  meanwhile  yon  are  better,  which  is  every- 
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thing,  OT  seema  so.  Eirer  deaieet,  do  yon  lemember  vhat 
it  is  to  me  that  yoa  slionld  be  better,  and  keep  from  being 
worse  again — I  mean,  of  ooorBe,  try  to  keep  from  being 
worse — be  wise  .  .  and  do  not  stay  long  in  those  hot 
Harley  Street  rooms.  Ah — now  yoa  will  think  that  I  am 
afraid  of  the  nnicomB ! — 

Through  yonx  being  ill  the  other  day  I  forgot,  and 
afterwards  went  on  forgetting,  to  speak  of  and  to  return  the 
ballad — which  is  delightfnl ;  I  have  an  unspeakable  delight 
in  thoee  snggestiTe  bollada,  which  seem  to  make  yon  toach 
with  the  end  of  your  finger  the  foil  warm  life  of  other  times 
.  .  BO  near  they  bring  yon,  yet  bo  suddenly  all  passes  in 
them.  Certainly  there  is  a  likeness  to  your  DnohesB — it 
is  a  onrions  crossing.  And  does  it  not  strike  you  that  a 
Terse  or  two  mnst  be  wanting  in  the  ballad — there  is  a  gap, 
I  fancy. 

Tell  Mr.  Eenyon  (if  he  oignires)  that  yon  come  here  on 
Uonday  instead  of  Saturday — and  if  yon  can  help  it,  do 
not  mention  Wednesday — ^it  will  be  as  well,  not.  Yon  met 
Alfred  at  the  door — he  came  np  to  me  afterwards  and  ob- 
served that 'at  last  he  had  seen  you  1'  '  Tirgilium  tantum 
Tidil* 

As  to  the  thii^  which  you  try  to  say  in  the  first  page 
of  this  letter,  and  which  yon  '  stop '  yourself  in  saying  ,  , 
/need  not  stop  yon  in  it.  .  .  . 

And  now  there  is  no  time,  if  I  am  to  sleep  to-n^ht. 
May  Qod  blees  yon,  dearest,  deareet. 

I  must  be  your  own  while  He  blesses  me. 

B.  S.  to  R  B.  S. 

Friday  AftarDoon. 
[Post-mart,  Pehruwy  20, 18«.] 

Here  is  my  Ba's  dearest  first  letter  come  foor  honrs 
after  the  second,  with  '  Mia-eent  to  Mitcham '  written  on 
its  face  as  a  reason, — one  more  proof  of  the  negligence  of 
somebody  I    Bat  I  do  have  it  at  last — what  should  I  say? 
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what  do  yoa  expect  me  to  say?    And  the  first  note  seemed 
quite  as  mnch  too  kind  as  aaual  I 

Let  me  write  to-morrow,  sweet?  I  am  quite  well,  and 
Bore  to  mind  all  70a  bid  me.  I  shall  do  no  more  than  look 
in  at  that  place  (they  are  the  cousins  of  a  really  good 
friend  of  mine,  Dr.  White — I  go  for  Mm)  if  even  that — for 
to-morrow  night  I  most  go  ont  ^ain,  I  fear — to  pay  the 
ordioary  compUment  for  an  invitation  to  the  B.  S.'b  goirie 
at  Lord  Northampton's.  And  then  oomes  Monday — and 
to-n^ht  any  onioom  I  may  see  I  will  not  find  myself  at 
liberty  to  catch.  (N.B.— shonld  yon  meditate  really  an 
addition  to  the  '  El^ant  Extracts ' — mind  this  last  joke  is 
none  of  mine  bnt  my  father's ;  when  walking  with  me  wh^i 
a  child,  I  remember,  he  bade  a  little  orchin  we  found  fish- 
ing with  a  stick  and  a  string  for  stioklebacka  in  a  ditch — 
'  to  mind  that  he  bronght  any  sturgeon  he  might  catch  to 
the  king ' — he  having  a  claim  on  snch  a  prize,  by  coortesy 
if  not  right). 

Ab  for  Chorley,  he  is  neither  the  one  nor  the  other  of 
those  Qgly  things.  One  remembers  Bean's  '  Oh  Heaven 
— so  yoQ  will  rail  at  me,  when  yon  are  in  the  mood.'  Bat 
what  a  want  of  self-respect  snch  judgments  argne,  or 
rather,  want  of  knowledge  what  true  self-respect  is :  '  So  I 
believed  yesterday,  and  ao  now — and  yet  am  neither  hasty, 
nor  inapprehensive,  nor  malevolent' — what  then? 

— Bat  I  will  say  more  of  my  mind — (not  of  that) — to- 
morrow, for  time  presses  a  little — so  bless  yon  my  ever 
ever  dearest— I  love  you  wholly. 

B.  B. 

K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

TAAKf  Sfomlng. 
[Poatnurk,  Febiuaiy  SI.  IBM.] 

As  my  sisters  did  not  dine  at  home  yesterday  and  I  see 
□obody  else  in  the  evening,  I  never  heud  till  jost  now  and 
/rom  Papa  Irnmdf,  that  '  Geoi^  was  invited  to  meet  Mr. 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


1848]  itfD  ELIZABETH  BAKKETT  493 

Bro-wning  and  Mr,  Procter.'    How  Bnrprised  yon  will  be. 
It  most  have  been  a  siiddeD  thooght  of  Mr.  EeDyon's. 

And  I  bare  been  thinking,  thinking  since  last  night 
that  I  wrote  70a  then  a  letter  all  but  .  .  .  insolent  .  . 
which,  do  70U  know,  I  feel  half  ashamed  to  look  back  apoa 
this  morning — particularly  what  X  wrote  about '  missions 
of  humanity ' — now  was  it  not  insolent  of  me  to  write  so? 
If  I  conld  take  my  letter  again  I  would  dip  it  into  Lethe 
between  the  lilies,  instead  of  the  post  office: — bat  I  can't 
— so  if  yoa  wondered,  yoa  most  forget  as  far  as  possible, 
and  onderstaod  how  it  was,  and  that  I  was  in  brimming 
epitite  when  I  wrote,  from  two  causes  .  .  first,  because  I 
had  your  letter  which  was  a  pnre  goodness  of  yours,  and 
secondly  because  you  were '  noticeably '  better  yoa  said,  or 
'  noticeably  weU '  rather,  to  mind  my  quotations.  So  I 
wrote  what  I  wrote,  and  gave  it  to  Arabel  when  she  came 
in  at  midnight,  to  give  it  to  Henrietta  who  goes  oat  before 
e^ht  io  the  morning  and  often  takes  charge  of  my  letters, 
and  it  was  too  late,  at  the  earliest  this  morning,  to  feel  a 
little  ashamed. 

Miss  Thomson  told  me  that  she  had  determined  to 
change  the  type  of  the  few  pages  of  her  letterpress  which 
had  been  touched,  and  that  therefore  Mr.  Bnrges's  re- 
visions of  my  translations  should  be  revised  back  again. 
She  appears  to  be  a  very  acute  person,  full  of  qaick  per- 
ceptions— naturally  quick,  and  carefully  trained — a  little 
over  anxious  perhaps  about  mental  lights,  and  opening  her 
eyes  still  more  than  she  sees,  which  is  a  common  fault  of 
clever  people,  if  one  must  call  it  a  fault.  I  like  her,  and 
she  L3  kind  and  cordial.  Will  she  ask  yon  to  help  her 
book  with  a  translation  or  two,  I  wonder.  Perhaps — if 
the  coon^e  should  come.  Dearest,  how  I  shall  think  of 
you  this  evening,  and  how  near  you  will  seem,  not  io  be 
here.  I  had  a  letter  from  Mr.  Mathews  the  other  day, 
and  smiled  to  read  in  it  jnst  what  I  bad  expected,  that  he 
immediately  sent  Landor'e  verses  on  you  to  a  Jew  editors, 
friends  of  his,  in  order  to  their  communication  to  the 
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pablifl.  He  received  my  apology  for  myBeU  with  tlie 
atmoet  gtacioosaees.    A  kind  good  man  he  ia. 

After  all,  do  yon  know,  I  am  a  little  vexed  that  I  Bhonld 
have  even  aeem^d  to  do  wrong  in  my  speech  about  the  let- 
ters. It  most  hare  been  wrong,  if  it  seemed  bo  to  yon,  I 
fancy  now.  Only  I  really  did  no  more  mean  to  try  yoor 
letters  .  .  mine  .  .  sach  as  they  are  to  me  now,  by  the 
common  critioal  measure,  than  the  shepherds  praised  the 
pnxe  tenor  of  the  angels  who  sang  '  Peace  npon  earth '  to 
them.  It  was  enough  that  they  knew  it  for  angels'  sing- 
ing. So  do  you  forgive  me,  beloved,  and  pat  away  from 
yon  the  thooght  that  I  have  let  in  between  oa  any  miser- 
able stnff  '  de  metier,'  which  I  hate  as  yoa  hate.  And  I 
will  not  say  any  more  about  it,  not  to  mn  into  more  im- 
pmdences  of  mischief. 

On  the  other  hand  I  warn  yon  against  saying  again 
what  yoQ  began  to  say  yesterday  and  stopped.  Do  not 
try  it  again.  What  may  be  qnite  good  Bense  from  me,  ia 
from  you  very  mach  the  reverse,  and  piay  observe  that 
difference.  Or  did  yoa  think  that  I  was  mAVing  my  own 
road  clear  in  the  thing  I  said  about — 'jilts'?  No,  yoo. 
did  not  Yet  I  am  ready  to  repeat  of  myself  as  of  others, 
that  if  I  ceased  to  love  yon,  I  certainly  would  act  oat  the 
whole  consequence — but  that  ia  an  impossible  '  if '  to  my 
natore,  supposing  the  conditions  of  it  otherwise  to  be 
probable.  I  never  loved  anyone  much  and  ceased  to  love 
that  person.  Ask  every  friend  of  mine,  if  I  am  given  to 
change  even  in  friendship!  And  to  you  .  .  I  Ah,  but 
you  never  think  of  such  a  thing  serioasly — and  you  are 
oonsoioos  that  yoa  did  not  ssy  it  very  sagely.  Ton  and  I 
are  in  different  positions.  Now  let  me  tell  you  on  apologue 
in  exchange  for  your  Wednesday's  stories  which  I  liked 
BO,  and  mine  perhaps  may  make  yon  '  a  little  wiser ' — 
who  knows? 

It  befell  that  there  stood  in  hall  a  bold  baron,  and  out 
he  spake  to  one  of  his  serfs  .  .  '  Come  thou ;  and  take  this 
baton  of  my  baronie,  and  give  me  instead  thereof  that  sprig 
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of  haTrthom  thou  hoMeat  in  thine  hand. '  Kow  the  hAw- 
th<mi-boagh  vbb  bo  laj^er  a  thing  than  might  be  carried 
by  a  wood-pigeon  to  the  nest,  when  she  flietii  low,  and  the 
baronial  baton  was  covered  with  fine  gold,  and  the  serf, 
taming  it  in  his  hands,  marvelled  greatly. 

And  he  answered  and  eaid, '  Let  not  my  lord  be  in 
liaate,  nor  jest  with  his  servant.  Ta  it  vetUy  his  will  that 
I  shoidd  keep  his  golden  baton?  Let  him  speak  again — 
leat  it  repent  him  of  his  gift. ' 

And  the  baron  spake  again  that  it  was  his  will.  *  And 
Z ' — ^he  said  once  again — '  shall  it  be  lawful  for  me  to  keep 
this  sprig  of  hawthorn,  and  will  it  not  repent  thee  of  thy 
gift?' 

Then  all  the  servants  who  stood  in  hall,  laughed,  and 
the  serf's  hands  trembled  tUl  the;  dropped  the  baton  into 
the  rushes,  knowing  that  his  lord  did  bat  jest.  .  . 

'Which  mine  did  not.  Only,  de  te/abula  na/yratttr  up  to 
a  point. 

And  I  have  yoor  letter.  '  What  did  I  expect? '  Why 
I  expected  jost  that,  a  letter  in  tarn.  Also  I  am  graoioas- 
ly  pleased  (yes,  and  very  mnch  pleased  \)  to 'let  yoa  write 
to-morrow.'  How  yoa  spoil  me  with  goodness,  which 
makes  one  '  insolent '  as  I  was  saying,  now  and  then. 

The  worst  is,  that  I  write  '  too  kind '  letters — 1 1 — and 
what  does  that  criticism  mean,  pray?  It  reminds  me, 
at  least,  of  .  .  now  I  will  tell  yoa  what  it  reminds 
me  of. 

A  few  days  i^o  Henrietta  said  to  me  that  she  was  qaite 
nncomfortable.  She  had  written  to  somebody  a  not  kind 
enough  letter,  she  thooght,  and  it  might  be  taken  HI. 
'  Axe  you  ever  micomfortable,  Ba,  after  yon  have  sent  let- 
ters to  the  post? '  she  asked  me. 

'  Tes,'  I  said,  '  sometimes,  but  from  a  reason  jost  the 
very  reverse  of  yonr  reason,  my  letters,  when  they  get  into 
the  poet,  seem  too  kind,— rather.'  And  my  sisters  langhed 
.  .  laughed. 

Bat  if  yoti  think  bo  beside,  I  most  serioosly  set  to  work. 
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you  see,  to  correct  that  flagrant  fanlt,  and  sliall  do  better  in 
time  dis  faventHnts,  though  it  vill  be  difficult. 

Mr.  Kenyon's  dinner  ia  a  riddle  which  I  cannot  read. 
You  are  invited  to  meet  Miss  Thomson  and  Mr.  Bsylay 
and  'no  one  else.'  Qeorge  is  invited  to  meet  Mr.  Brown- 
ing and  Mr.  Procter  and  '  no  one  «be ' — ^jast  those  words. 
The  '  abeohi '  (do  yon  remember  Balzac's  beautiful  story?) 
is  jnst  you  and  no  one  else,'  the  other  elements  being  mere 
uncertainties,  shifting  while  one  looks  for  them. 

Am  I  not  writing  nonsense  to-night?  I  am  not  '  too 
wise '  in  any  case,  which  is  some  comfort.  It  pnts  one  in 
spirits  to  hear  of  yonr  being  '  well,'  ever  and  ever  dearest. 
Keep  so  for  me.  May  Gk>d  bless  yon  hour  by  hour.  In 
every  one  of  mine  I  am  yonr  own 

For  Miss  Mitf  ord  .  . 

But  people  are  not  angeli  quite  .  . 

and  she  sees  the  whole  world  in  stripes  of  block  and  white, 
it  is  her  way.  I  feel  very  affectionately  towards  her,  love 
her  sincerely.  She  is  affeotionAte  to  me  beyond  measure. 
Still,  always  I  feel  that  if  I  were  to  vex  her,  the  lower  deep 
below  the  lowest  deep  would  not  be  low  enough  for  me.  I 
always  feel  that.  She  would  advertise  me  directly  for  a 
wretch  proper. 

Then,  for  all  I  said  about  never  changing,  I  have  ioe 
enough  over  me  just  now  to  hold  the  sparrows  I-~in  respect 
to  a  great  crowd  of  people,  and  she  is  among  them — tat 
teasons — for  reasons. 

B.B.toE.  B.  B. 

Bstniday  Hondnf . 
[Povt-muk,  Febrnuy  28,  ISU.] 

So  an  was  altered,  my  love — and,  instead  of  Miss  T. 
and  the  other  friend,  I  had  your  brother  and  Procter— to 
my  great  pleasure.    After,  I  went  to  that  place,  and  soon 
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sot  away,  and  am  very  well  this  mormng  in  the  Bniifiliiiie; 
'vhioh  I  feel  with  ;oa,  do  I  not?  Testeiday  after  diimer 
■we  Bpoke  of  Urs.  Jameson,  and,  aa  my  wont  ia->(Here 
-  jonr  letter  reaches  me — let  me  finish  this  sentence  now  I 
hsve  finished  VinHing  yon,  dearest  beyond  all  deamess — 
Hy  own  heart's  Ba!) — oh,  as  I  am  need,  I  left  the  talking 
to  go  on  by  itself,  with  the  thought  bosied  elsewhere,  till 
at  last  my  own  voice  etcurtled  me  for  I  beard  my  tongue 
ntter '  Miss  Barrett  .  .  that  is,  Mrs.  Jfuneson  says '  .  .  or 
'  does  .  .  or  does  not. '  I  forget  whioh  I  And  if  anybody 
noticed  the  gaucherie  it  most  have  been  jost  yonr  brother  I 
Now  to  these  letters  1  I  do  solemnly,  unaffectedly  won- 
der how  yoa  can  pat  so  mnch  pure  felicity  into  an  envelope 
so  as  thai  I  shall  get  it  as  from  the  fonnt  head.  This  to- 
day, those  yesterday — there  is,  I  see,  and  know,  thus  mnch 
goodness  in  line  after  line,  goodness  to  be  soientificaUy  ap- 
preciated, proved  there — ^bnt  over  and  above,  is  it  in  the 
writing,  the  dots  and  traces,  the  seal,  the  paper — ^here  does 
the  sabtle  charm  lie  beyond  all  rational  acoonntiiig  for? 
The  other  day  I  stnmbled  on  a  qnotation  from  J.  Baptista 
Porta — wherein  he  avers  that  any  mnsioal  instrument  made 
ont  <^  wood  possessed  of  medicinal  properties  retains, 
being  pat  to  use,  soch  virtues  ondiminished, — and  that, 
for  inatonoe,  a  sick  man  to  whom  yoa  shonld  pipe  on  a 
pipe  of  elder-tree  would  so  receive  all  the  advantage  deriv- 
able from  a  decoction  of  its  berries.  From  whence,  by  a 
parity  of  reasoning,  I  may  discover,  I  think,  that  the  vety 
ink  and  paper  were — ah,  what  were  they?  Corioos  think- 
ing won't  do  for  me  and  the  vise  head  which  is  mine,  so  I 
will  lie  and  rest  in  my  ignorance  of  content  and  imderstand 
that  without  any  magic  at  all  you  simply  wish  to  make  one 
person — which  of  yonr  free  goodness  proves  to  be  your  B. 
B.~-to  make  me  supremely  happy,  and  that  yoa  have  your 
wish — ^you  do  bleas  me !  More  and  more,  for  the  old  treas- 
nre  is  piled  undiminished  and  still  the  new  comes  glittering 
in.  Dear,  dear  heart  of  my  heart,  life  of  my  life,  vnH  tJua 
hat,  let  me  begin  to  ask?  Can  it  be  meant  I  shaU  live  thii 
Vol.  I.— 83 
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to  the  end?  Then,  dearest,  care  also  for  the  life  beyond, 
and  put  in  my  mind  how  to  testify  here  that  I  have  fel^  if 
I  coTild  not  deserve  that  a  gift  beyond  all  gifts  I  I  hope  to 
work  hard,  to  piore  I  do  feel,  as  I  say— it  wonld  be  ies^ 
rible  to  accomplish  nothing  now. 

With  which  conviction — renewed  conviction  time  by 
time,  of  your  ertravagance  of  kindness  to  me  unworthy, — 
will  it  seem  oharacteristioally  consistent  when  I  pray  yon 
not  to  b^n  frightening  me,  all  the  some,  with  threats  ot 
writing  Jess  kindly?  That  most  not  be,  love,  for  your  sake 
now — if  yon  had  not  thrown  open  those  windows  of  heaven 
I  shonld  have  no  more  imagined  than  that  Syrian  lord  on 
whom  the  King  leaned  '  how  sooh  things  might  be ' — bnt, 
once  their  influence  showered,  I  should  know,  too  soon  and 
easily,  if  they  shut  np  again  I  Yoa  hare  committed  yonr 
dear,  dearest  self  to  that  course  of  blessing,  and  Ueasing 
OD,  on,  for  ever — so  let  alt  be  as  it  is,  pray,  pray  t 

No — ^not  aU.  No  more,  ever,  of  that  strange  snspioion 
— ^"insolent* — oh,  whatawordl — nor  suppose  I  shall  par- 
tioolarly  wonder  at  its  beit^  fancied  applicaUe  to  that,  tA 
all  other  passages  of  yonr  letter !  It  is  quite  as  reasonable 
to  suspect  the  existence  of  sach  a  quality  there  as  elsewhere ; 
how  can  such  a  thing,  couH  snch  a  thing  come  from  yon  to 
me?  But,  dear  Ba,  do  yon  know  me  better  I  Do  feel  that 
I  know  you,  I  am  bold  to  believe,  and  that  if  yon  were  to 
run  at  me  with  a  pointed  spear  I  should  be  sure  it  waa  a 
golden  Bsnatire,  Machaon's  touch,  for  my  entire  good,  that 
I  was  opening  my  heart  to  receive  I  As  for  words,  written 
or  spoken — ^I,  who  sin  forty  times  in  a  day  by  light  words, 
and  untrue  to  the  thoi^ht,  I  am  certainly  not  used  to  be 
easily  offended  by  other  people's  words,  people  in  the  world. 
Bnt  your  words  I  And  about  the  '  mission ' ;  if  it  had  not 
been  a  thing  to  jest  at,  I  should  not  have  begun,  as  I  did — 
88  you  felt  I  did.  I  know  now,  what  I  only  suspected  then, 
and  will  tell  you  all  the  matter  on  Monday  if  you  care  to 
hear.  The  *  humanity '  however,  would  have  been  unques- 
tionable if  I  had  chosen  to  exercise  it  towards  the  poor 
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-weak  incapable  creatore  that  wants  somebody,  and  nigenfly, 
I  can  well  believe. 

As  for  your  apologue,  it  is  naught — as  700  felt,  and  so 
broke  off — for  the  baron  knew  well  enough  it  was  a  spray 
tA  the  magical  tree  which  once  planted  in  his  domun  would 
shoot  np,  and  out,  and  all  round,  and  be  glorious  with 
leaves  and  musical  with  birds'  nests,  and  a  fair;  saf^nard 
and  blessing  thenceforward  and  for  ever,  when  the  foolish 
baton  had  been  broken  into  ounces  of  gold,  even  if  gi^  it 
wwre,  and  spent  and  vanished :  for,  he  said,  such  gold  lies 
in  the  highway,  men  pick  it  np,  more  of  it  or  less;  but 
this  one  slip  of  the  fiowering  tree  is  all  of  it  on  this  aide 
Paradise.  Whereon  he  laid  it  to  his  heart  and  was  happy 
— iu  spite  of  his  disastrous  chase  the  night  before,  when 
BO  far  from  catching  an  ooioom,  he  saw  not  even  a  respect- 
able prize-heifer,  wortii  the  oil-cake  and  rape-seed  it  had 
doubtless  cost  to  rear  her — '  insolence  1  * 

I  found  no  opportonity  of  speaking  to  Mr.  K.  about 
Monday,  but  nothing  was  said  of  last  Wednesday,  and 
he  must  know  I  did  not  go  yesterday.  So,  Monday  is 
laughing  in  sunshine  surely  I  Bless  you,  my  sweetest.  I 
love  yon  with  my  whole  heart;  ever  shall  love  you. 


F.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

[Post-mark,  Febnurf  34. 1840.] 

Ever  dearest,  it  is  only  when  you  go  away,  when  you 
ate  quite  gone,  out  of  the  house  and  the  street,  that  I  get 
np  and  think  properly,  and  with  the  right  gratitude  of 
your  flowers.  Such  beautiful  flowers  yon  brought  me  this 
time  too !  looking  like  summer  itself,  and  smeUing  t  Doing 
the  '  honour  doe '  to  the  flowers,  makes  your  presence  a 
little  longer  with  me,  the  ann  shines  back  over  the  hill  just 
by  that  time,  and  then  drops,  till  the  next  letter. 

If  I  had  had  the  letter  on  Saturday  as  ought  to  have 
been,  no,  I  could  not  ha?e  answered  it  so  that  you  should 
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have  mj  answer  on  Sunday — no,  I  should  still  have  had 
to  write  first. 

Kow  yon  onderstand  tliat  I  do  not  object  to  the  writing 
first,  bat  only  to  the  hearing  second.  I  wonld  rather  write 
than  not — I !  Bnt  to  bo  written  to  is  the  chief  gladness  of 
coarse;  and  with  all  yon  say  of  liking  to  have  my  letters 
(which  I  like  to  hear  ijnite  enoogh  indeed)  you  cannot  pre- 
tend to  think  that  yours  are  not  more  to  me,  most  to  me  t 
Ask  my  goardian-angel  and  hear  what  he  says  I  Yours 
will  look  another  way  for  shame  of  measming  joys  wit^ 
him  I  Because  as  I  have  said  before,  and  as  he  says  now, 
you  are  all  to  me,  all  the  light,  all  the  life;  I  am  living  for 
you  now.  And  before  I  knew  you,  what  was  I  and  where? 
"What  waa  the  world  to  me,  do  you  think?  and  the  mean* 
ing  of  life?  And  now,  when  yon  come  and  go,  and  write 
ai^  do  not  write,  all  the  bonra  are  cheqnered  accordin^y 
in  so  many  squares  of  white  and  black,  as  if  for  playing  at 
fox  and  gooae  .  .  only  there  is  no  fox,  and  I  will  not  agree 
to  be  goose  for  one  .  .  that  is  you  perhaps,  for  being  '  too 
easily'  eatisfied. 

So  my  claim  is  that  you  are  more  to  me  than  I  can  be 
to  yon  at  any  rate.  Mr.  Fox  said  on  Sunday  that  I  was 
a  '  religious  hermit '  who  wrote  *  poems  which  ought  to  be 
read  in  a  Gothic  alcove ' ;  and  religious  hermits,  when  they 
care  to  see  visions,  do  it  better,  they  all  say,  through  faat> 
lug  and  fl^ellation  and  seclusion  in  dark  places.  St. 
Theresa,  for  instance,  saw  a  clearer  glory  by  such  means, 
than  your  Sir  Moses  Montefiore  through  his  hnndied- 
goinea  telescope.  Think  then,  how  every  shadow  of  my 
life  has  helped  to  throw  out  into  br^hter,  fuller  signifi- 
cance, the  light  which  comes  to  me  from  yoo  .  .  think  how 
it  is  the  one  light,  seen  withont  distractions. 

/  was  tTiinlfiiig  the  other  day  that  certainly  and  after 
all  (or  rather  before  all)  I  had  loved  yon  all  my  life  una- 
wares, that  is,  the  idea  of  yon.  Women  begin  for  the  most 
part,  (if  ever  so  very  little  given  to  reverie)  by  meaning,  in 
an  aside  to  themselves,  to  love  such  and  such  an  ideal,  seen 
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sometimes  in  a  dream  and  sometimes  in  a  book,  and  for- 
swearing their  ascient  faith  as  the  years  creep  on.  I  say 
a  book,  because  I  remember  a  friend  of  mine  who  looked 
everywhere  for  the  original  of  Mr.  Ward's  'Tremaine,' 
beoanse  nothing  wonld  do  for  her,  she  insisted,  except  just 
that  excess  of  ao-oalled  refinement,  with  the  book-know- 
ledge and  the  conventional  manners,  (Jaue  qui  peui,  Tre- 
maine) ,  and  ended  by  marrying  a  lieatenant  in  the  Navy 
who  conld  not  spell.  Snch  things  happen  every  day,  and 
cannot  be  otherwise,  say  the  wise : — and  this  being  other- 
wise with  me  is  miracoloos  compensation  for  the  trials  of 
many  years,  thoagh  snch  abnndant,  overaboudant  compen- 
sation, that  I  cannot  help  fearing  it  is  too  moch,  as  I  know 
that  yon  are  too  good  and  too  high  tor  me,  and  that  by  the 
degree  in  which  I  am  raised  np  yon  are  let  down,  for  ns 
two  to  find  a  level  to  meet  on.  One's  ideal  mnst  be  above 
one,  as  a  matter  of  conrse,  yon  know.  It  is  as  far  as  one 
can  reach  with  one's  eyes  (sonl-eyes),  not  reach  to  tonch. 
And  here  is  mine  .  .  shall  I  tell  yon?  .  .  even  to  the  vis- 
ible outward  sign  of  the  black  hair  and  the  complexion 
(why  yon  might  ask  my  sisters  t)  yet  I  wonld  not  tell  yon, 
if  I  conld  not  tell  yon  afterwards  Hiat,  if  it  had  been  red 
hair  qnite,  it  had  been  the  same  thing,  only  I  prove  the 
coincidence  ont  fully  and  make  yon  smile  half. 

Yet  indeed  I  did  not  fancy  that  I  was  to  love  you  when 
yon  came  to  see  me — no  indeed  .  .  any  more  than  I  did 
your  caring  on  yonr  side.  My  ambition  when  we  b^an 
onr  correspondence,  was  simply  that  yon  should  forget  I 
was  a  woman  (being  weaty  and  hlaeie  of  the  empty  written 
gallantries,  of  which  I  have  had  my  share  and  all  the  more 
perhaps  from  my  peculiar  position  which  made  them  so 
without  consequence),  that  yon  should  forget  thai  and  let 
ns  be  friends,  and  consent  to  teach  me  what  you  knew  bet- 
ter than  I,  in  ari;  and  human  nature,  and  give  me  your  sym- 
pathy in  the  meanwhile.  I  am  a  great  hero-worshipper 
and  had  admired  your  poetry  for  years,  and  to  feel  that 
;on  liked  to  write  to  me  and  be  written  to  was  a  pleasure 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


602   THE  LETTEES  OF  ROBERT  BBOWIUNG   [Feb.  U 

and  &  pride,  as  I  used  to  tell  yoa  I  am  flare,  and  then  ytm 
letters  vere  not  like  other  letters,  as  I  mnst  not  tell  70a 
again.  Also  70a  tt^uenced  me,  in  a  way  in  trhicli  no  one 
else  did.  For  instance,  by  two  or  tliree  half  words  yon 
made  me  see  yon,  and  other  people  had  delivered  orations 
on  the  same  snbjeot  quite  without  effect.  I  surprised  every- 
body in  this  house  by  consenting  to  see  yon.  Then,  when 
yon  came,  you  never  went  away.  I  mean  I  had  a  sense  of 
your  presence  constantly.  Tes  .  .  and  to  prove  how  free 
that  feeling  was  from  the  remotest  presentiment  of  what 
has  occurred,  I  said  to  Fapa  in  my  unconsciousness  the 
next  morning  .  .  '  it  is  most  extraordinary  how  the  idea 
of  Mr.  Browning  does  beset  me — ^I  suppose  it  is  not  being 
used  to  see  strangers,  in  some  degree — bat  it  haunts  me 
.  .  it  is  a  persecution.'  On  which  he  smiled  and  said 
that '  it  was  not  grateful  to  my  friend  to  use  each  a  word.* 
When  the  letter  came  .  .  . 

Do  you  know  that  all  that  time  I  was  frightened  of 
yoa?  frightened  in  this  wayi  I  felt  as  if  you  had  a  power 
over  me  and  meant  to  use  it,  and  that  I  conld  not  breathe 
or  speak  very  differently  from  what  yoa  chose  to  make  me. 
As  to  my  thoughts,  I  had  it  in  my  head  somehow  that 
yon  read  them  as  you  read  the  newspaper — examined  them, 
and  fostened  them  down  writhing  under  your  long  ento- 
mological pins — ah,  do  you  remember  the  entomology  of 
itaU? 

But  the  power  was  used  upon  me — and  I  never  doabted 
that  you  had  mistaken  your  own  mind,  the  strongest  of  us 
having  some  exceptional  weakness.  Turning  the  wonder 
round  in  all  lights,  I  came  to  what  you  admitted  yesterday 
.  .  yes,  I  saw  that  very  early  .  .  that  you  had  cooLe  here 
with  the  intention  of  trying  to  love  whomever  yon  should 
find,  .  .  and  also  that  what  I  had  said  about  exaggerating 
the  amount  of  what  I  coold  be  to  you,  had  jnst  operated 
in  making  yon  more  determined  to  justify  your  own  pre- 
sentiment in  the  face  of  mine.  Well — and  if  that  last 
clause  was  true  a  little,  too  .  .  .  why  should  I  be  sorry 
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BOW  .  .  and  vhy  Bhoold  yon  h&v6  fanoied  for  a  moment, 
that  the  first  could  make  me  bott?.  At  fiist  and  when  I 
did  not  brieve  that  yoa  really  loved  me,  when  I  thought 
yon  doGeived  yonrself,  then,  it  was  different.  Bnt  now  ,  . 
now  .  .  when  I  see  and  believe  your  attachment  for  me,  do 
yon  think  that  any  cause  in  the  world  (except  what  dimin- 
iahed  it)  coold  render  it  leas  a  source  of  joy  to  me?  I  mean 
as  far  as  I  myself  am  considered.  Now  if  yoa  ever  fancy 
that  I  am  vain  of  yonr  love  for  me,  yon  will  be  nnjnst,  re- 
member. If  it  were  less  dear,  and  less  above  me,  I  might 
be  vain  perhaps.  Bnt  I  may  say  be/ore  God  and  yoa,  that 
of  all  the  events  of  my  life,  inclosive  of  its  afOictions,  noth- 
ing has  hombled  me  so  maoh  as  yonr  love.  Bight  or  wrong 
it  may  be,  bat  troe  it  is,  and  I  tell  yoa.  Yoor  love  has 
been  to  me  like  God's  own  love,  which  makes  the  receivers 
of  it  kneelers. 

Why  all  this  should  be  written,  I  do  not  know — but 
yoa  set  me  thinking  yesterday  in  that  backward  line,  which 
I  lean  back  to  very  often,  apd  for  once,  as  yoa  made  ms 
write  directly,  why  I  wrote,  aa  my  thonghis  went,  tiiat  way. 

Say  how  ^bu  are,  beloved — and  do  not  brood  over  that 
'Soul's  Tragedy,'  which  I  wish  I  bad  herewith  'Luria,' 
becanae,  so,  yon  should  not  see  it  for  a  month  at  least 
And  take  exercise  and  keep  well — and  remember  how  many 
letters  I  must  have  before  Saturday.  May  God  bless  yoa. 
Do  yon  want  to  hear  me  say 

I  cannot  love  ;ou  leM  .  .  f 
!^at  is  a  doubtful  phrase.    And 

I  cannot  love  you  mon 

is  donbtfol  too,  for  reasons  I  could  give.  M<ne  or  leas,  I 
really  love  yon,  bat  it  does  not  sound  right,  even  bo,  does 
it?  I  know  what  it  ought  to  be,  and  will  put  it  into  the 
'  seal  *  and  the  '  paper '  with  the  ineffable  other  things. 

Dearest,  do  not  go  to  St.  Petersburg.  Do  not  think  of 
going,  for  fear  it  ahoald  oome  true  and  yoa  shoold  go,  and 
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while  yon  were  helping  the  Jews  and  teaohing  IRohdlaa, 
what  (in  that  case)  wonld  become  of  yoor 

Baf 

B.  B.  to  K  B.  B. 

Tntmdaj. 
[Port-mwk,  FebruaiySi,  18«.] 

Ah,  Bweetest,  in  apite  of  otir  agreement,  here  ia  the  note 
that  sought  not  to  go,  bat  mnBt — becanse,  if  there  is  no 
speaking  of  Mrs.  JamesonB  andsaoh  Ukewithont  bringing 
in  jom  dear  name  (not  deareet  name,  my  Ba  I)  what  ia  the 
good  of  not  writing  it  down,  now,  when  I,  ihongh  posaeesed 
with  the  lore  of  it  no  more  than  nsnal,  yet  mcnf  speak,  and 
to  a  hearer?  And  I  have  to  thank  yon  with  all  my  heart 
for  the  good  news  of  the  increasing  strength  and  lees  need 
for  the  opiom — how  I  do  thank  yoa,  my  deareet — and  de- 
sire to  thank  Qod  throogh  whtMe  goodness  it  all  is  I  This 
I  conld  not  bat  say  now,  to-morrow  I  will  write  at  lei^^, 
having  been  working  a  little  this  morning,  with  whatever 
effect.  So  now  I  will  go  oat  and  see  yonr  elm-trees  and 
gate,  and  think  the  thoi^ta  over  again,  and  coming  home 
I  shall  perhaps  find  a  letter. 

Dearest,  dearest— my  perfect  blessing  yoa  are! 
May  God  oontiane  his  care  for  as.    B. 

S.B.(oR  B.  B. 

Wednesday  Homing. 
[Post-niuk,  Febnituy  2S.  1846.] 

Onoe  yoa  were  pleased  to  say,  my  own  Ba,  that  '  I 
made  yoa  do  as  I  wonld.'  I  am  qoite  sore,  yoa  make  nae 
^fteah  as  yon  woold,  and  not  at  all  as  I  mean — and  for  one 
instance,  I  never  sorely  spoke  anything  half  so  antrae  aa 
that  *  I  came  with  the  intention  of  loving  whomever  I  shooM 
find' — Kol,  wreathed  shells,  and  hoUows  in  rains,  and 
roofs  ol  caves  may  transform  a  voice  wonderfnlly,  make 
more  of  it  or  leas,  or  so  change  it  as  to  almoet  alter,  bat 
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torn  a  '  no  *  into  a  '  yes '  can  no  echo  (except  iho  bish 
one),  and  I  said  '  no  *  to  such  a  charge,  and  still  my  '  no.' 
I  did  have  a  presentiment — and  thongh  it  is  hardly  pos- 
sible for  me  to  look  back  on  it  now  without  lending  it  the 
tme  oolonrs  given  to  it  by  the  event,  yet  I  can  pat  them 
aside,  if  I  please,  and  remember  that  t  not  merely  hoped 
it  woold  not  be  so  (not  that  the  effect  I  expected  to  be  pro- 
dxtoed  ironld  be  le$8  than  in  anticipation,  certainly  I  did  not 
hope  that,  but  that  it  woold  range  itself  with  the  old  feel- 
ings of  simple  reverence  and  sympathy  and  friendship, 
that  I  should  love  yon  as  much  as  I  sapposed  I  could  lore, 
and  no  more)  bnt  in  the  confidence  that  notitiing  conld  occur 
to  divert  me  from  my  intended  way  of  life,  I  made — went 
on  making  arrangements  to  retom  to  Italy.  Yon  know — 
did  I  not  tell  yon — I  wished  to  see  yon  before  I  retomed? 
And  I  had  heard  of  yon  just  so  mnch  as  seemed  to  make 
it  impossible  each  a  relation  conld  ever  exist.  I  know 
very  well,  if  yon  choose  to  refer  to  my  letters  yon  may 
easily  bring  them  to  bear  a  sense  in  parts,  more  agreeable 
to  yoor  own  theory  than  to  mine,  the  tme  one — bat  that 
was  instinct,  Providence — anything  rather  than  foresight. 
Now  I  will  convince  yoa  t  yonrself  have  noticed  the  differ- 
ence between  the  letters  and  tiie  writer;  the  greater  *  dis- 
tance of  the  latter  from  you,'  why  was  that?  "Why,  if  not 
because  the  conduct  began  with  him,  with  one  who  had  now 
seen  you — was  no  continnation  of  the  conduct,  as  influenced 
by  the  feeling,  of  the  letters — else,  they,  if  near,  shonld 
have  enabled  him,  if  but  in  the  natural  course  of  time  and 
with  increase  of  familiarity,  to  become  nearer — bnt  it  was 
not  so !  The  letters  began  by  loving  you  after  their  way — 
bnt  what  a  world-wide  difference  between  that  love  and  the 
true,  the  love  from  seeing  and  hearing  and  feeling,  since 
you  make  me  resolve,  what  now  lies  blended  so  harmoni- 
ously, into  its  component  parta.  Oh,  I  know  what  is  old 
from  what  ia  new,  and  how  ohrystals  may  surronnd  and 
glorify  other  vessels  meant  for  ordinary  service  than  Lord 
N'a!    Bnt  I  don't  know  that  hftnilling  may  not  snap  them 
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off,  flomeof  the  more  delicate  ones;  and  if  yon  let  me, 
love,  I  will  not  ^ain,  ever  ^ain,  consider  bow  it  came  and 
whence,  and  when,  so  curionsly,  so  pryingly,  tmt  beUere 
that  it  was  always  bo,  and  that  it  all  came  at  cmce,  all  the 
same;  the  more  Tmlikelinesses  the  better,  for  they  set  off 
the  better  the  tmth  of  tmths  that  here,  ('  how  b^ot?  Kow 
nonrifihed? ') — here  is  the  whole  wondrons  Ba  filHyig  my 
whole  heart  and  sool;  and  ovei-filling  it,  because  she  is  in 
all  the  world,  too,  where  I  look,  where  I  fancy.  At  the 
same  time,  beoaoBe  all  is  so  wondrons  and  so  sweet,  do  yaa 
think  that  it  wonld  be  »o  difficult  for  me  to  analyse  it,  and 
give  caosee  to  the  effects  in  sofSfiiently  numerouB  inatanoee, 
even  to  '  justify  my  presentiment? '  Ah,  dear,  dearest  Ba, 
I  coold,  coold  indeed,  conld  occonnt  for  all,  or  enough  1 
Bat  yon  are  onconscions,  I  do  believe,  of  yonr  power,  and 
the  knowledge  of  it  wonld  be  no  added  grace,  perhaps  I  So 
let  OS  go  on — taking  a  lesson  oat  of  the  world's  book  in  a 
different  sense.  Yon  shall  think  I  love  yon  for —  (tell  me, 
yoa  most,  what  for)  while  in  my  secret  heart  I  know  what 
my  *  mission  of  homanity '  means,  and  what  telescopic  and 
microscopic  views  it  proonres  me.  Enough — Wait,  one 
word  about  the  '  too  kind  letters ' — could  not  the  same 
Montefiore  understand  that  thoogh  he  deserved  not  one  of 
his  thousand  guineas,  yet  that  he  is  in  disgrace  if  they  bate 
him  of  his  next  gift  by  merely  ten?  It  ts  all  too  kind — but 
I  shall  feel  the  diminishing  of  the  kindness,  be  very  snrel 
Of  that  there  is,  however,  not  too  alarming  a  sign  in  this 
dearest,  because  last  of  all — dearest  letter  of  all — till  the 
next!  I  looked  yesterday  over  the  '  Tragedy,'  and  think 
it  will  do  after  all.  I  will  bring  one  part  at  least  next  fdme, 
and  *  Lnria '  take  away,  if  yoa  let  me,  so  all  will  be  off  my 
mind,  and  Apnl  and  May  be  the  welcomer?  Don't  think 
I  am  goii^  to  take  any  extraordinary  pains.  There  are 
some  things  in  the  '  Tragedy '  I  should  like  to  preserve 
and  print  now,  leaving  the  fatore  to  spring  as  it  likes,  in 
any  direction,  and  these  half-dead,  half-alive  works  fetter 
it,  if  left  behind. 
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Yet  one  thing  will  fetter  it  vorse,  only  one  thing — if 
you,  in  any  respect,  sta^  behind?  Ton  that  in  all  else 
help  me  and  will  help  me,  beyond  worda — beyond  dreams 
— if,  becanse  I  find  yon,  yonr  own  works  atop — '  tiien  comes 
the  Selah  and  the  voice  is  hushed.'  Oh,  no,  no,  deaieet, 
so  would  the  help  cease  to  be  help — the  joy  to  be  joy,  Ba 
herself  to  be  quite  Ba,  and  my  own  Siren  singing  soi^  for 
song.  Dear  love,  will  that  be  kind,  and  right,  and  like  the . 
rest?  Write  and  promise  that  all  shall  be  resamed,  the 
romance-poem  chiefly,  and  I  will  try  and  feel  moie  yours 
than  ever  now.  Am  I  not  with  yon  in  the  world,  prond  of 
yon— and  vain,  too,  very  likely,  which  is  all  the  sweeter 
if  it  is  a  sin  as  yoa  teach  me.  Indeed  dearest,  I  have  set 
my  heart  on  yonr  fnlfilling  yonr  mission — my  heart  is  on 
it!    Bless  yon,  laj  Ba — 

Yonr  E.  B. 

I  am  BO  well  as  to  have  resumed  the  shower-bath  (this 
morning) — and  I  walk,  especially  near  the  elma  and  stile — 
and  mean  to  walk,  and  be  v«ry  well— and  yon,  deareet? 

KB.B.  toR.B. 

[PcMt-mATk,  February  36,  1846.] 
I  confess  that  while  I  was  writing  those  words  I  had  a 
thought  that  they  were  not  qnite  yoors  as  yon  said  them. 
Still  itcomes  toBomething  in  their  likeness,  bnt  we  will  not 
talk  of  it  and  break  off  the  chrystals — they  are  so  brittle, 
then?  do  yon  know  that  by  an  '  instiQct. '  Bat  I  agree  that 
it  is  best  not  to  talk — ^I '  gave  it  np '  as  a  riddle  long  i^o. 
Let  there  be  '  analysis '  even,  and  it  will  not  be  solntion.  I 
have  my  own  thon^ts  of  course,  and  you  have  yours,  and 
the  worst  is  that  a  third  person  looking  down  on  us  from 
some  snow-capped  height,  and  free  from  personal  influences, 
would  have  Mb  thoughts  too,  and  lie  would  think  that  if  yon 
had  been  reasonable  as  usual  yon  would  have  gone  to  Italy. 
I  have  by  heart  (or  by  head  at  least)  what  the  third  peison 
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would  tbiuk.  The  third  peisoo  thundered  to  me  in  an 
ftbsfaractioa  for  ever  so  long,  and  at  intervals  I  hear  him  still, 
only  yon  shall  not  to^y,  because  he  talks '  damnable  itera- 
tions '  and  teases  yon.  Nay,  the  first  {wrson  is  teasing  yon 
now  perhaps,  withont  going  aoy  further,  and  yet  I  mnst  go 
a  little  farther,  jnst  to  aay  (after  accepting  all  possible  ns- 
likelineeses  and  miracles,  becanse  everythii^  was  miracn- 
lona  and  impossible)  that  it  was  agreed  between  as  long 
since  that  yon  did  not  love  me  for  anything — your  having  do 
reason  for  it  is  tiie  only  way  of  your  not  seeming  nnreason- 
able.  Also /or  my  men  sake.  I  like  it  to  be  so — I  cannot 
have  peace  with  the  least  change  from  it.  Dearest,  take 
the  baron's  hawthorn  bongh  which,  in  spite  of  tua  fine 
dream  of  it  is  dead  since  the  other  day,  and  so  mach  the 
worse  than  when  I  despised  it  last— take  that  dead  stick 
and  posh  it  upright  into  the  sand  as  the  tide  rises,  and  the 
whole  bine  sea  draws  np  its  glittering  breadth  and  length 
towards  and  aroond  it.  Bat  what  then?  What  does  that 
prove?  .  .  as  the  philosopher  said  of  the  poem.  So  we 
ought  not  to  talk  of  snch  things;  and  we  get  warned  o£f 
even  in  the  accidental  iUastrations  taken  np  to  li^t  as. 
Still,  the  stick  certainly  did  not  draw  the  sea. 

Dearest  and  best  yoa  were  yesterday,  to  write  me  the 
little  note  t  Yon  are  better  than  the  imaginations  of  my 
heart,  and  they,  as  far  as  they  relate  to  yoa  (not  farther) 
are  not  desperately  wicked,  I  think,  I  always  expect  the 
kindest  things  from  yon,  and  yoa  always  are  doing  some 
kindness  beyond  what  is  expected,  and  this  is  a  miracle 
too,  like  the  rest,  now  isn't  it?  When  the  knock  oame 
last  night,  I  knew  it  was  your  letter,  and  not  aoother's. 
Jnst  another  little  leaf  of  my  Koran  I  How  I  thank  yon 
.  .  thank  yoni  If  I  write  too  kind  letters,  as  yon  say, 
why  they  may  be  too  kind  for  me  to  send,  bat  not  for  yon 
to  receive;  and  I  suppose  I  think  more  of  yon  than  of  msi 
which  aoconnts  for  my  writing  them,  aoconnts  and  joati- 
fies.  And  that  is  my  reflection  not  now  for  the  first  time. 
For  we  break  rules  very  often — as  that  ex^etical  third 
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person  might  exiwnnd  to  ;oa  clearly  oat  of  the  ninety- 
sixth  Tolome  of  the  '  Code  of  CJonventions, '  only  yoa  are 
not  like  another,  nor  have  yoa  been  to  me  like  another — 
joa  began  with  most  improvident  and  (will  yon  let  me 
say?)  tmmaaculine  generosity,  and  Queen  Victoria  does  not 
sit  upon  a  mat  after  the  fashion  of  Queen  Pomare,  nor 
should. 

But  .  .  hut  .  .  yoa  know  very  fully  that  you  are  break- 
ing faith  in  the  matter  of  the  '  Tragedy '  and  '  Luria ' — you 
promised  to  rest — and  you  rest  for  three  days.  Is  it  fio  that 
people  get  weU?  or  keep  weU?  Indeed  I  do  not  think  I 
shall  let  yoa  have  '  Laria. '  Ah — be  careful,  I  do  beseech 
yoa — be  careful.  There  is  time  for  a  pause,  and  the  works 
will  profit  by  it  themselves.  AnAyaul  And  I  .  .  .  if  you 
are  ill! — 

For  the  rest  I  will  let  you  walk  in  my  field,  and  see  my 
elms  as  mnoh  as  yon  please  .  .  though  I  hear  about  the 
shower  bath  with  a  little  suspicion.  Why,  if  it  did  yoo 
haxm  before,  should  it  not  again?  and  why  should  yoa  use 
it,  if  it  threatens  harm?  Now  tell  me  if  it  hasn't  made  yoa 
rather  anwell  since  the  new  trial  t — tell  me,  dear,  dearest. 

As  for  myself,  I  believe  that  you  set  about  exhorting 
me  to  be  busy,  just  tiiat  I  might  not  reproach  you  for  the 
over-bnsineas.  Confess  that  that  was  the  only  meaning  of 
the  exhortation.  But  no,  you  are  quite  serious,  you  say, 
Yoa  even  threaten  me  in  a  sort  of  nnderground  mnrmnr, 
which  sounds  like  a  nascent  earthquake ;  and  if  I  do  not 
write  so  mnch  a  day  directly,  your  stipendiary  magistrate- 
ship  will  take  away  my  lioeose  to  be  loved  .  .  I  am  not  to 
be  Ba  to  you  any  longer  .  .  you  say  I  And  is  this  right? 
now  I  ask  yon.  "Ever  so  many  chryatala  feU  o£F  by  that 
stroke  of  the  baton,  I  do  assure  yon.  Only  you  did  not 
mean  quite  what  you  said  so  too  articulately,  and  yoa  will 
unsay  it,  if  you  please,  and  unthink  it  near  the  elms. 

As  for  the  writing,  I  will  write  .  .  I  have  written  ,  , 
I  am  writii^.  Ton  do  not  fancy  that  I  have  given  up  writ- 
ing?— TSo.    Only  I  have  certainly  been  more  loitering  and 
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distracted  than  obosI  in  vhat  I  have  done,  which  ia  not  m  j 
fault — nor  yours  direotl? — and  I  feel  an  indispositioii  to 
setting  about  the  romance,  the  hand  of  the  soul  shakes.  I 
am  too  happy  and  not  calm  enongh,  I  suppoee,  to  have  the 
right  inclination.  Well — it  will  come.  But  all  in  blots 
and  fragments  there  are  verses  enongh,  to  £11  a  Tolome 
done  in  the  last  year. 

And  if  there  were  not  .  .  if  there  were  none  .  .  I  hold 
Uiat  I  ehonld  be  Ba,  and  also  yovr  Ba  .  .  which  is  *  inso- 
lence' .  .  .  will  you  say? 

B.B.  toE.B.B. 

Thnnday. 
P'oflt-mark,  Febniaiy  36, 184C.] 

As  for  the  '  third  person,'  my  sweet  Ba,  he  was  a  wise 
speaker  from  the  beginning;  and  in  oar  case  he  will  say, 
tumit^  to  me — '  the  late  Bobert  Hall — when  a  friend  ad- 
mired that  ODe  with  so  high  an  estimate  of  the  value  of 
intellectoality  in  woman  should  yet  marry  some  kind  of 
cook-maid  animal,  as  did  the  said  Bobert;  wisely  an- 
swered, "you  can't  kiss  Mind"l  May  you  not  disoorer 
eventually,'  (this  is  to  me)  '  that  mere  intellectual  endow- 
ments— though  incontestably  of  tiie  loftiest  character — 
mere  Mind,  though  that  Mind  be  Miss  B's — cannot  be 
lassed — nor,  repent  too  late  the  absence  of  those  humbler 
qualities,  those  softer  affections  which,  like  flowerets  at 
the  mountain's  foot,  if  not  so  proudly  soaring  as,  as, 
as  1  .  .  '  and  so  on,  till  one  of  us  died,  with  laughing  or 
being  lai^hed  at  1  So  judges  the  third  person !  and  it,  to 
help  him,  we  let  him  into  your  room  at  Wimpole  Street, 
soffered  him  to  see  with  Flush's  eyes,  he  would  say  with 
just  as  wise  an  air '  True,  mere  personal  affections  may  be 
warm  enough,  but  does  it  augur  well  for  the  duralnlity  of 
an  attachment  that  it  should  be  wholly,  acdusivebf  based 
on  such  perishable  attractions  as  the  sweetness  of  a  mouth, 
the  beauty  of  an  eye?    I  could  wish,  rather,  to  know  that 
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ihere  was  someUiiiig  of  less  tiaiiBitory  natore  oo-existent 
'with  this — some  oongenialitj  ol  Mental  porsoit,  some — ' 
'Woold  he  not  say  that?  Bat  I  oan't  do  his  platitudes  jna- 
tioe  becaoae  here  is  our  poet  going  out  and  I  have  been  all 
the  morning  walking  in  the  perfect  joj  of  my  heart,  with 
yoxa  letter,  and  under  its  blessing — dearest,  dearest  Ba — 
let  me  saj  more  to-morrow — only  this  now,  that  yoa — ah, 
what  are  yon  not  to  me  I  My  dearest  love,  bless  yon— till 
to-morrow  when  I  will  strengthen  the  piayer;  (no,  length- 
en it\) 

Ever  yonr  own. 

*  Hawthorn ' ' — to  show  how  Spring  gets  onl 

E.  B.  3.  to  S.  3. 

Thursday  Evsnlag. 
[pMt-mu'k,  February  37,  IBM.] 

If  all  third  persons  were  as  foolish  as  this  third  person 
of  yonrs,  ever  dearest,  first  and  second  persons  might  fol- 
low their  own  devices  without  losing  much  in  the  way  of  good 
oonnsel.  But  yon  are  unlnoky  in  yonr  third  person  as  far 
as  the  wits  go,  he  talks  a  great  deal  of  nonsense,  and  Flash, 
who  is  sensible,  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  him,  he  says, 
any  more  than  yon  will  with  Sir  Hoses : — he  is  qoite  a 
third  person  singular  for  the  nonsense  he  talks ! 

So,  instead  of  him,  yoa  shall  hear  what  I  have  been 
doing  to-day.  The  son,  which  drew  out  yoa  and  the  haw- 
thorns, persaaded  me  that  it  was  warm  enough  to  go  down 
stairs — and  I  pat  on  my  cloak  as  if  I  were  going  into  the 
snow,  and  went  into  the  drawing-room  and  took  Henrietta 
by  sttrpnse  as  she  sate  at  the  piano  singing.  Well,  I 
meant  to  stay  half  an  hour  and  come  back  again,  for  I  am 
npon  '  Tinkler's  groond '  in  the  drawing-room  and  liable 
to  whole  droves  of  morning  visitors — and  Henrietta  kept 
me,  kept  me,  beoanse  she  wanied  me,  besought  me,  to  stay 
'  [Sprig  of  Hanthoni  enclooed  with  letter.] 
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and  see  the  great  sight  of  Capt.  Sortees  Cook—jAiS  his 
regimentalB — fresh  from  the  royal  presence  at  St.  James's, 
and  I  never  saw  him  in  my  life,  thongh  he  is  a  sort  ci 
coTtsin.  So,  though  I  hated  it  as  you  may  think,  .  .  not 
liking  to  be  nnkind  to  my  sister,  I  stayed  and  stayed  one 
tenminntesafter  another,  till  it  seemed  plain  that  he  wasn't 
coming  at  all  (as  I  told  her)  and  that  Victoria  had  kept  him 
to  dinner,  enchanted  with  the  r^mentals.  And  half  laogh- 
ing  and  half  qoarreling,  still  she  kepi  me  by  force,  until 
a  knock  came  mc»t  sigmficanUy  .  .  and  'There  is  Snr- 
tees' said  she  .  .  'now  yoa  most  and  shall  stay!  So  fool- 
ish, '  (I  had  my  hand  on  the  door-handle  to  go  ont)  *  he, 
your  own  cousin  tool  who  always  calls  yon  Ba,  except 
b^ore  Papa.'  Which  nught  have  encouraged  me  perhaps, 
but  I  can't  be  sure  of  it,  as  the  very  next  moment  apprized 
us  both  that  no  less  a  person  than  Mis.  Jameson  was 
standing  out  in  the  passage.  The  whole  S6th.  raiment 
could  scarcely  have  been  more  astounding  to  me.  As  to 
staying  to  see  her  in  that  room,  with  the  prospect  of  the 
military  descent  in  combination,  I  couldn't  have  done  it 
for  the  world !  so  I  made  ^nrietta,  who  had  drawn  me 
into  the  scrape,  take  her  up  stairs,  and  followed  myself  in 
a  minute  or  two — and  the  corollary  of  this  interesting  his- 
tory is,  thai  being  able  to  talk  at  all  after  all  that  *  fnas, ' 
and  after  walking  '  upstairs  and  downstairs '  like  the  an- 
cestor of  your  spider,  proves  my  gigantic  strength — now 
doesn't  it? 

For  the  rest,  '  here  be  proofs  *  that  the  first  person  can 
be  as  foolish  as  any  third  j>er8on  in  the  world.  What  do 
yon  think? 

And  Mrs.  Jameson  was  kind  beyond  speaking  of,  and 
talked  of  taking  me  to  Italy.  What  do  you  say?  It  is 
somewhere  abont  the  fifth  or  sixth  proposition  of  the  sort 
which  has  come  to  me.  I  shall  be  embarraaeed,  it  seems 
to  me,  by  the  multitude  of  escorts  to  Italy.  But  the  kind- 
ness, one  cannot  laugh  at  so  much  kindness. 

I  wanted  to  hear  her  speak  of  you,  and  was  afraid.     I 
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could  not  oaxao  joa.   Tet  I  {2u2  waot;  to  hear  the  last '  Bell ' 
praised. 

She  goes  to  Ireland  for  two  montba  aotm,  bnt  prints  a 
book  firat,  a  collection  of  essays.  I  have  not  seen  Mr. 
Kenyon,  vith  whom  she  dined  yeeterday.  The  Macreadys 
■vretB  to  be  there,  and  he  told  me  a  week  ago  that  he  very 
nearly  committed  himself  in  a  '  social  mistake '  by  inviting 
you  to  meet  them. 

All  my  hawthorn  spray  I  Do  yon  know,  I  caught  my- 
self pitying  it  for  being  gathered,  with  that  green  promise 
of  leaves  on  it !  There  is  room  too  on  it  for  the  feet  of  a 
\aid  I  Still  I  shall  keep  it  longer  than  it  wonld  have  stayed 
in  the  he^e,  that  is  certain  1 

The  first  you  ever  gave  me  was  a  yellow  rose  sent  in  a 
letter,  and  shall  I  teU  yon  what  thai  means — the  yellow 
rose?  'ItyidelUy,'  says  the  dictionary  of  flowers.  Ton  see 
what  an  omen,  .  .  to  b^in  with  t 

Also  yon  see  that  I  am  not  tired  with  the  great  avatar 
to-day — the  '  fell  swoop '  rather — mine,  into  the  drawing- 
room,  and  Mrs.  Jameson's  on  me. 

And  I  shall  hear  to-morrow  again,  really?  1'  let'  yon. 
And  yon  are  best,  kindest,  dearest,  eveiy  day.  Did  I 
ever  tell  yon  that  yon  made  me  do  what  yon  choose?  I 
fancied  that  I  only  thought  so.  May  Gk>d  bless  yon.  I  am 
yonr  own. 

Shall  I  have  the  '  Sonl's  Tragedy '  on  Saturday? — any 
of  it?    Bat  do  not  work — I  beseech  yon  to  take  care. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[PoaMnarii,  Febmaiy  97.  1848.] 
To  be  sore  my  *  first  person  *  was  nonsensical,  and,  in 
that  respect  made  speak  properly,  I  hope,  only  he  was  cat 
short  in  the  middle  of  his  performance  by  the  exigencies 
of  the  post.  So,  never  mind  what  snch  persons  say,  my 
sweetest,  because  they  know  nothing  at  all — tpiod  emt 
demontirandum.  But  you,  lore,  yon  speak  roses,  and  haw- 
Voi.  L— 88 
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tliom-bloasoms  wheo  yon  tell  me  of  the  cloak  pat  on,  and 
the  deecent,  and  the  entry,  and  staying  and  delaying;.  I 
will  h^ve  had  a  hand  in  all  that;  I  know  what  I  wished  all 
the  morning,  and  now  this  ranch  came  trae  1  Bat  yon  ahonld 
have  seen  the  Tegimentals,  if  I  conld  have  so  contrived  it, 
for  I  confess  to  a  Chinese  lore  for  bright  red — the  very 
names  '  vermilion ' '  scarlet '  warm  me,  yet  in  this  cold 
climate  nobody  wears  red  to  comfort  one's  eye  save  sol- 
diers and  fox  honters,  and  old  women  fresh  from  a  Pari^ 
Christmas  Distribution  of  cloaks.  To  dress  in  floating 
loose  crimson  silk,  I  almost  understand  being  a  Cardinal  1 
Do  you  know  anything  of  Kat  Lee's  Tragedies?  In  one 
of  them  a  man  angry  with  a  Cardinal  cries — 

Btaod  back,  and  let  me  mow  this  poppy  down. 
This  nnk  ted  weed  that  Bpoili  the  Churohee'  conu 

Is  not  that  good?  and  presently,  when  the  same  worthy  is 
poisoned  (that  is  the  Cardinal) — they  bid  him — '  now,  Car^ 
dinal,  lie  down  and  roar  1 

Tblnk  of  thy  teaxUit  tinal 
Of  the  justice  of  all  which,  yon  will  jndge  with  no  ISib. 
Jameson  for  guide  when  we  see  the  Sistina  tt^ether,  I 
trost  1  By  the  way,  yesterday  I  went  to  Dnlwich  to  see 
some  pictures,  by  old  Teniers,  Mxuillo,  Ooinsborongh, 
Raphael  I — then  twenty  names  about,  and  last  bat  one,  as 
if  just  thought  of,  '  Correggio.'  The  whole  collection,  in- 
cluding '  a  divine  picture  by  Murillo, '  and  Titian's  Dangh- 
ter  (hitiierto  supposed  to  be  in  the  Lonvre) — the  whole  I 
would,  I  think,  have  cheerf  ally  given  a  pound  or  two  for 
the  privilege  of  not  poesessii^ — so  execrable  as  sign-paint- 
ii^  even  I  Are  there  worse  poets  in  their  way  than  paint- 
ers? '  Yet  the  melancholy  business  is  here — that  the  bad 
poet  goes  out  of  his  way,  writes  his  verses  in  the  language 
he  learned  in  order  to  do  a  hundred  other  thii^  with  it, 
all  of  which  we  can  go  on  and  do  afterwards — but  the 
painter  has  spent  the  best  of  his  life  in  learning  even  how 
to  produce  such  monstrosities  as  these,  and  to  what  other 
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good  do  h^  acqnifiitiotiB  go?  This  short  miQnte  of  life 
our  one  chance,  an  eternity  on  either  side  I  and  a  man  does 
not  walk  whistling  and  mddy  bj  the  side  of  hawthorn 
hedges  in  spring,  bat  shnts  himself  np  and  comes  out  after 
a  dozen  years  with  '  Titian's  Daughter '  and,  there,  gone 
is  his  life,  let  somebody  else  try  1 

I  have  tried — my  trial  is  made  too  I 

To-morrow  yon  shall  tell  me,  dearest,  that  Mrs.  Jame- 
aon  wondered  to  see  yon  bo  well — did  she  not  wonder?  Ah, 
to-morrow  I  There  is  h  lesson  from  all  this  writing  and 
mistaking  and  oorrecting  and  being  corrected ;  and  what, 
bnt  that  a  word  goes  safely  only  from  Up  to  lip,  dearest? 
See  how  the  cnp  slipped  from  the  lip  and  snapped  the 
ohrystals,  yon  say  1  Bnt  the  writing  is  bnt  for  a  time — '  a 
time  and  times  and  half  a  time  I ' — wonld  I  knew  when  the 
prophetic  weeks  end  I  Still,  one  day,  as  I  say,  no  more 
writing,  (and  great  soandalization  of  the  third  person,  peep- 
ing through  the  fringes  of  Flash's  ears  I)  meanwhile,  I 
wonder  whether  if  I  meet  Mrs.  Jameson  I  may  practise 
diplomacy  and  eay  careteasly  '  I  should  be  glad  to  know 
what  Miss  B.  is  like — '  No,  that  I  maat  not  do,  some- 
thing tells  me,  '  for  reasons,  for  reascms' — 

I  do  not  know — yon  may  perhaps  have  to  wait  a  little 
longer  for  my  '  divine  Mnrillo '  of  a  Tragedy.  My  sister 
ia  copying  it  as  I  give  the  pages,  bnt — in  fact  my  wise 
head  does  ache  a  little — it  is  inconceivable  I  As  if  it  took 
a  great  storm  to  topple  over  some  stone,  and  once  the  stone 
poshed  from  its  right  place,  any  bird's  foot,  which  would 
hardly  bend  the  hawthorn  spray,  may  set  it  trembling! 
The  aching  begins  with  reading  the  presentation-list  at 
the  Drawing-room  quite  natnrally,  and  with  no  shame  at 
allt  Bat  it  is  gentle,  well-behaved  aching  now,  ao  1  do 
care,  as  yoa  bid  me,  Ba,  my  Ba,  whom  I  call  Ba  to  my 
heart  bat  conld  not,  I  really  believe,  call  so  before  another, 
even  yonr  sister,  it — it — 

Bnt  Ba,  I  call  yoa  boldly  here,  and  I  dare  Mas  yonr 
dear,  dear  eyes,  till  to-morrow — Bless  yon,  my  own. 
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K  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

Sundsf. 
[PoBt-muk,  Harcb  S,  1846.] 

Ton  uever  oonld  think  that  I  meant  anj  inainnation 
againBi  you  b;  a  word  of  vhat  was  said  yesterday,  or  that 
I  Booghi  or  am  likely  to  seek  a  '  security '  I  do  yoa  know 
it  was  not  right  of  yoa  to  use  saoh  an  expression — indeed 
no.  Ton  were  angry  with  me  for  joBt  one  minnte,  or  yon 
wonld  not  have  ased  it — and  why?  Kow  what  did  I  say 
that  was  wrong  or  unkind  even  by  constmotion?  If  I  did 
say  anything,  it  was  three  times  wrong,  and  unjust  as  well 
as  unkind,  and  wronged  Tay  own  heart  and  consdooanees 
of  all  that  yon  are  to  me,  more  than  it  could  you.  Bnt 
yoa  began  speaking  of  yourself  jnst  as  a  woman  might 
speak  under  the  same  circumBtauces  (yoa  remember  what 
yon  said) ,  and  then  7,  remembering  that  all  the  men  in  the 
world  would  laugh  such  an  idea  to  scorn,  said  something 
to  that  effect,  you  ftnow.  I  once  was  in  company  with  a 
man,  however,  who  valued  himself  very  much  on  his  con- 
stancy to  a  woman  who  was  bo  deeply  affected  by  it  that 
she  became  his  wife  at  last  .  .  and  the  whole  neighbonr- 
hood  came  out  to  stare  at  him  on  that  ground  as  a  sort  of 
monster.  And  can  yon  guess  what  the  constancy  meant? 
Seven  years  before,  he  loved  that  woman,  he  aaid,  and  she 
repulsed  him.  '  And  in  the  meantime,  how  many  ? '  I  had 
the  impertinence  to  ask  a  female  friend  who  told  me  the 
tale.  '  Why, '  she  answered  with  the  utmost  simplicity,  '  I 
understand  that  Miss  A  and  Mias  B  and  Mrs.  C  would  not 
listen  to  him,  but  he  took  Miss  D'a  rejection  most  to 
heart.'  That  was  the  head  and  front  of  his  '  constancy ' 
to  Hiss  E,  who  had  been  loved,  she  boasted,  for  seven 
years  .  .  that  is,  once  at  the  banning  and  once  at  the 
end.  It  was  jost  a  coincidence  of  the  *  premier  pas '  and 
the '  pia  aller.' 

Beloved,  I  could  not  mean  this  for  you;  yon  are  not 
made  of  such  staff,  as  we  both  know. 
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And  for  myself,  it  was  my  oompromise  with  my  own 
ecruples,  that  yon  should  not  be  *  ohained '  to  me,  not  in 
the  meteet  metaphor,  that  yon  shonld  not  seem  to  be 
bonnd,  in  honoor  or  otherwise,  so  that  if  yon  stayed  with 
me  it  should  be  your  free  choice  to  stay,  not  the  con«e- 
querux  of  a  choice  so  many  months  before.  That  was  my 
inrnpromise  with  my  ecrnples,  and  not  my  doabt  of  yonr 
affectioD— and  least  of  all,  was  it  an  inteotion  of  triJSing 
with  yon  sooner  or  later  that  made  me  wish  to  Bospeod  all 
deciaims  as  long  as  possible.  I  have  decided  (for  me)  to 
let  it  be  as  yon  shall  please — now  I  told  yon  that  before. 
Sither  we  will  live  on  as  we  are,  nntil  an  obstacle  arises, 
— for  indeed  I  do  not  look  for  a  '  seonrity '  where  yon  anp- 
pose,  and  the  very  appearance  of  it  ^Aere,  is  what  most  re- 
bnts  me — or  I  will  be  yonrs  in  the  obvions  way,  to  go  ont 
of  England  the  next  half-honr  if  possible.  Aa  to  the  stepe 
to  be  taken  (or  not  taken)  before  the  last  step,  we  mnst 
think  of  those.  The  worst  is  that  the  only  qnestion  is 
sbont  a  form.  Yirtnally  the  evil  is  the  same  all  round, 
whatever  we  do.  Dearest,  it  was  plain  to  see  yesterday 
evening  when  he  came  into  this  room  for  a  moment  at 
seven  o'clock,  before  going  to  his  ovm  to  dress  for  dinner 
.  .  plain  to  see,  that  he  vras  not  altogether  pleased  at  find- 
ing yon  here  in  the  morning.  There  was  no  pretext  for 
objecting  gravely — bat  it  was  plain  that  he  vras  not  pleased. 
Do  not  let  this  make  yon  uncomfortable,  he  will  forget  all 
abont  it,  and  I  was  not  scolded,  do  yon  understand.  It  was 
more  manner,  bat  my  sisieis  thought  as  I  did  of  the  B^- 
nificance : — and  it  was  enongh  to  prove  to  me  (if  I  had  not 
known)  what  a  desperate  game  we  should  be  playing  if  we 
depended  on  a  yielding  nerve  there. 

And  to-day  I  went  downstairs  (to  prove  how  my  prom- 
ises stand)  though  I  could  find  at  least  ten  good  excuses 
for  remaining  in  my  own  room,  for  our  cousin,  Sam  Baiv 
rett,  who  brought  the  interruption  yesterday  and  pnt  me 
ont  of  hnmoor  (it  wasn't  the  fault  of  the  dear  little  cousin, 
liizzie  .  .  my'pcwtrait*  .  .  who  was 'so  soixy,*  she  said, 
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dear  child,  to  Itare  missed  Papa  aomevhere  on  the  Btaiis  0 
the  oonsin  who  shonld  have  been  in  Brittan;  yeeterdaT  in- 
stead of  here,  sate  in  the  diawisg-room  all  this  morning, 
and  had  visitors  there,  and  so  I  had  excellent  excosee  for 
never  moving  from  my  chair.  Yet,  the  field  being  dear  at 
half -fast  two!  I  vent  for  half  an  hoar,  just — just  for  you. 
Did  yoa  think  of  me,  I  wonder?  It  was  to  meet  your 
thoagbta  that  I  went,  dear  dearest. 

How  clever  these  sketches  are.  The  ezpreBBion  pro- 
duced by  anch  apparently  inadequate  means  is  quite  strik- 
ing ;  and  I  have  been  making  my  broUieta  admire  them, 
and  they  '  wonder  yoa  don't  think  of  employing  them  in 
an  illostiated  edition  of  yonr  works.'  'Which  might  be, 
really  I  Ah,  yoa  did  not  ask  for  '  IJaria '  I  Not  that  I 
shoold  have  let  yoa  have  it !— I  think  I  ehoold  not  indeed. 
Dearest,  yoa  take  care  of  the  head  .  .  and  don't  make 
that  tragedy  of  the  sonl  one  for  mine,  by  letting  ii  make 
yoa  ill.  Beware  too  of  the  shower-bath — it  plainly  does 
not  answer  for  yoa  at  this  season.  And  walk,  and  think 
of  me  for  your  good,  if  saoh  a  combination  shoold  be  pos- 
sible. 

And  7  think  of  you  .  .  if  I  do  not  of  Italy.  Yet  I  for- 
get to  speak  to  yon  of  the  Dnlwich  Qallery.  I  never  saw 
those  pictures,  bat  am  astonished  that  the  whdie  world 
ahoidd  be  wrong  in  praising  them.  'Divine'  is  a  bad 
word  for  Morillo  in  any  case — becaase  he  is  intensely 
haman  in  his  most  sapemataral  sabjeota.  His  beaatifol 
Trinity  in  the  National  Gallery,  which  I  saw  the  last  time 
I  went  ont  to  look  at  piotnres,  has  no  deity  in  it— and  I 
seem  to  see  it  now.  And  do  yoa  remember  the  visitation 
of  the  angels  to  Abraham  (the  Doke  of  Sntherland's  pic- 
ture— is  it  not?)  where  the  mystic  visitors  look  like  shep- 
herds who  had  not  even  dreamt  of  Qod?  Bat  I  always 
onderBtood  that  that  Dnlwich  Gallery  was  famons  for  great 
works — yon  surprise  me  I  And  for  painters  .  .  their  bad- 
ness is  more  oatentatioas  than  that  of  poete — they  stare 
idiocy  oat  of  the  walls,  and  set  the  eyes  of  sensitive  men  on 
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edge.  Pot  tha  rest,  however,  I  very  mnoh  doabt  whether 
they  wear  their  Uvea  more  to  ragB,  than  writers  who  mia- 
iake  their  Tooatton  in  poetry  do.  There  is  a  mecfaamam 
in  poetry  as  in  the  other  art — and,  to  men  not  native  to  the 
way  of  it,  it  rons  hard  and  heavily.  The  *  ondgelling  ai 
the  brain '  is  as  good  labour  as  the  grinding  of  the  colours, 
.  .  do  yon  not  think? 

If  ever  I  am  in  the  Siatine  Chapel,  it  will  not  be  with 
lbs.  Jameson — ^no.  If  ever  I  should  be  there,  what  teach- 
ing I  shall  want,  /  who  have  seen  so  few  pictnres,  and  love 
them  only  as  children  do,  with  an  unlearned  lore,  jnst  for 
the  sake  of  the  thooghts  they  bring.  Wonderfnlly  igno- 
rant I  am,  to  have  had  eyes  and  ears  so  long  I  There  is 
nmsio,  now,  which  lifts  the  hair  on  my  head,  I  iee\  it  so 
mnoh,  .  .  yet  all  I  know  of  it  as  art,  all  I  have  heard  of 
the  works  of  the  masters  in  it,  has  been  the  mere  sign  and 
eoggestion,  sach  as  the  private  piano  may  give.  I  never 
heard  an  oratorio,  for  instance,  in  my  life — jadge  by  that  I 
It  is  a  gness,  I  make,  at  all  the  greatness  and  divinity  .  . 
feeling  in  it,  though,  distinfitly  and  certainly,  that  a  com- 
poser like  Beethoven  tmist  stand  above  the  dirinest  painter 
in  soal-godhead,  and  nearest  to  the  tme  poet,  of  all  artists. 
And  this  I  felt  in  my  guess,  long  before  I  knew  yoo.  But 
observe  how,  if  I  had  died  in  this  illness,  I  should  have 
left  a  sealed  world  behind  mel  you,  unknown  too — nn- 
gnessed  at,  you,  .  .  in  many  respects,  wonderfnlly  un- 
gnessed  at  t  Lately  I  have  learnt  to  despise  my  own  in- 
stincts. And  apart  from  those — and  you,  .  .  it  was  right 
for  me  to  be  melancholy,  in  the  consciousness  of  passing 
blindfolded  under  all  the  world-stars,  and  of  going  ont  into 
another  side  of  the  creation,  with  a  blank  for  the  expe- 
rience of  this  .  .  the  last  revelation,  unread  1  Eow  the 
tiiought  of  it  used  to  depress  me  sometimes  I 

Talking  of  music,  I  had  a  proposition  the  other  day 
from  certain  of  Mr.  Bussell's  (the  singer's)  friends,  about 
his  setting  to  music  my  '  Cry  of  the  Children.*  His  pro- 
gramme exhibits  all  the  horrors  of  the  world,  I  Beet    Life- 
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boats  .  .  madhonses  .  .  gambler'a  wives  .  .  all  done  to 
the  right  Bort  of  moaning.  His  andienoes  mufit  go  home 
delightfnllf  miserable,  I  ahonld  tancy.  He  has  set  the 
'  Song  of  the  Shirt '  .  .  and  my '  Cry  of  the  Children '  will 
be  acceptable,  it  is  sappoaed,  aa  a  clim&x  of  agony.  Do 
yoa  knov  this  Mr.  Bnssell,  and  vhat  aort  of  music  he 
anita  to  his  melancholy?  But  to  turn  my  'Cry'  to  a 
'  Song,'  a  burden,  it  is  said,  is  required — he  can't  sing  it 
without  a  burden)  and  behold  what  has  been  sent '  for  my 
approval  *  .  .  I  shall  copy  it  verbatim  for  jtm  .  . 

And  the  thruds  twirl,  twirl,  twirl. 

Before  each  hoy  and  girl ; 
And  the  wheels,  big  and  little,  still  whirl,  whiri.  wUri. 

.  .  aocompaniment  agitato,  imitating  the  roar  of  the  ma- 
chinery I 

This  is  not  endurable  .  .  ought  not  to  be  .  .  shoold 
it  now?    Do  tell  me. 

May  God  bless  yon,  very  dearest  [  Ijet  me  hear  hov 
you  are— and  think  how  I  am 

Tour  own  ,  , 

S.  B.  to  K  B.  B. 

[Port-mark.  Haidi  8, 18M.] 

Dearest,  I  have  been  kept  in  town  and  just  retom  in 
time  to  say  why  you  have  no  note  .  .  to-morrow  I  will 
write  .  .  BO  moeh  there  is  to  aay  on  the  snbjeot  of  this 
letter  I  find. 

Bleas  you,  all  beloved — 

B.B. 

Oh,  do  not  sleep  another  night  on  that  horrible  error  I 
have  led  yon  into!  The  '  Dulwich  Gallery '  I — I  I  I — oh, 
no.  Only  some  pictures  to  be  sold  at  the  Greyhound 
Inn,  Dulwich — '  the  gennine  property  of  a  gentleman 
deceased.' 
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B.B.toE.  B.  B. 

Sunday  Ersnlng. 
[Poat-muk,  Match  3,  1846.] 

One  or  two  words,  if  do  more,  I  maat  write  to  dearest 
Ba,  the  night  would  go  down  in  doable  blackness  if  I  had 
neither  written  nor  been  written  to  t  So  here  is  another 
piece  of  '  kiodoess '  on  mf  part,  such  as  I  have  received 
praise  for  of  latet  Hy  own  sweetest,  tiiere  is  jost  tiiia 
good  in  snch  praise,  that  by  it  one  comes  to  something 
pleasantly  definite  amid  the  hazy  uncertainties  of  mere 
wishes  and  possibilities — while  my  whole  heart  does,  doet 
so  yearn,  love,  to  do  something  to  prove  its  devotion  for 
yoa;  and,  now  and  then,  amnses  itself  with  foolish  imag- 
inings of  real  Bnbstantial  services  to  which  it  should  be 
found  equal  if  fortune  so  granted;  suddenly  yon  interpose 
with  thanks,  in  such  terms  as  would  ail  too  much  reward 
the  highest  of  even  those  services  which  are  never  to  be; 

and  for  what? — for  a  note,  a  going  to  Town,  a 1    Well, 

there  are  definite  beginnings  certainly,  if  yoa  will  recog- 
nise tliem — I  mean,  that  since  yoa  do  accept,  far  from  '  de- 
spising this  day  of  small  thingd,*  then  I  may  take  heart, 
and  be  sore  that  even  though  none  of  the  great  achieve- 
ments should  fall  to  my  happy  chance,  still  the  barreneet, 
flattest  life  will — mmt  of  needs  produce  in  itq  season  better 
fruits  than  these  poor  ones— I  keep  it,  value  it,  now,  that 
it  may  produce  snch. 

Also  I  determine  never  again  to  '  analyse,'  nor  let  yoa 
analyse  if  the  sweet  mouth  can  be  anyway  stopped :  the 
love  shall  be  one  and  indivisible — and  tiie  liovee  we  used 
to  know  from 

One  another  huddled  lie  .  . 

Clou  bealdo  Her  tenderij— 

(which  is  sorely  the  next  line).  Now  am  I  not  anxioaB  to 
know  what  your  father  said?  And  if  anybody  else  said  or 
wondered  .  .  how  should  I  know?    Of  all  fighting — the 
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warfare  with  shadows— what  a  work  ia  there.    Bat  tall 
me,  — and,  with  you  for  me — 

Blesa  me  dearest  ever,  as  the  face  above  mine  blesses 


Sir  Moses  set  off  this  morning,  I  hear — somebody  yes- 
terday called  the  telescope  an  '  optical  delnsioQ,'  anticipat- 
ing many  more  of  the  kind  1  So  maoh  for  this  '  wandering 
Jew.' 

K  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

HondBf  Evening. 
[Post-mark,  March  8,  1846.] 

Upon  the  whole,  I  think,  I  am  glad  when  yea  are  kept 
in  town  and  prevented  from  writing  what  yon  call  '  much  ' 
to  me.  Becaose  in  the  first  plaoe,  the  litUe  from  you,  ia 
always  much  to  me — and  then,  besides,  the  letter  cornea,  and 
with  it  the  promise  of  another!  Two  letters  have  I  had 
from  yon  to<day,  ever  dearest!  How  I  thank  yoal — 'yes, 
indeedl  It  was  like  yonrself  to  write  yesterday  .  .  to  re- 
memlwr  what  a  great  gap  there  wonld  have  been  otherwise, 
S8  it  looked  on  this  side — here.  The  worst  of  Saturday  is 
(when  yon  oome  on  it)  that  Snnda;  follows — Satorday 
night  bringing  no  letter.  Well,  it  was  very  good  of  you, 
best  of  yon  t 

For  the  '  analyeing  *  I  give  it  ap  willingly,  only  that  I 
most  say  what  altogether  I  forgot  to  say  in  my  last  letter, 
that  it  was  not  /,  if  you  please,  who  spoke  of  tiie  chiyatals 
breaking  away!  And  yoa,  to  quote  me  with  thai  cer- 
tainty! "  The  chrystals  are  broken  off,  ^ou«aj/.'  Jeayl  I 
When  it  was  in  your  letter,  and  not  at  all  in  mine  1  I 

The  tmth  ia  that  I  was  stupid,  rather,  about  the  Dnl- 
wich  collection — it  was  my  faolt.  I  caught  up  the  idea  of 
the  gallery  oat  of  a  heap  of  other  thoughts,  and  really  mi^t 
have  known  better  if  I  had  given  myself  a  chance,  by  con- 
sideling. 
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Mr.  Kenyon  came  to-day,  and  has  taken  ont  a  Uoeoce, 
it  seems  to  me,  for  praising  yoa,  for  he  praised  and  praised. 
Somebody  has  told  him  (who  had  spent  several  days  with 
yoa  in  a  house  with  a  large  library)  that  he  came  away 
'  quite  astounded  by  the  Tersatility  of  your  learning  '^and 
that,  to  complete  the  circle,  you  disoouised  as  scientifioally 
on  the  training  of  greyhounds  and  breeding  of  ducks  as  if 
yon  had  nerer  done  anything  else  all  your  life.  Then  dear 
Ml.  Kenyon  talked  of  the  poems ;  and  hoped,  very  earnest 
ly  I  am  sure,  that  yoa  would  finish  '  Saul ' — which  yoa 
ooght  to  do,  must  do — only  not  now.  By  the  way  Mrs. 
Coleridge  had  written  to  him  to  enquire  whether  yoa  had 
authority  for  the  '  blue  lilies,*  rather  than  white.  Then 
he  aaked  about '  Luria '  and  '  whether  it  was  obscare ' ;  and 
I  said,  not  unless  the  people,  who  considered  it,  began  by 
blindfolding  themselTes. 

And  where  do  yoa  think  Mr.  Kenyon  talks  of  going 
next  Febroary — a  long  while  off  to  be  sure?  To  Italy  of 
oonrse.  Kverybody  I  ever  heard  of  seems  to  be  going  to 
Italy  next  winter.  He  yisits  his  brother  at  Vienna,  and 
'  may  cross  the  AI|»  and  get  to  Fiaa ' — it  is  the  shadow  of 
a  scheme — nothing  certain,  so  tar. 

I  did  not  go  downstairs  to-day  because  the  wind  blew 
and  the  thermometer  fell.  To-morrow,  perhaps  I  may. 
And  you,  dearest  dearest,  might  hare  put  into  the  letters 
how  you  were  when  you  wrote  them.  Tou  might — but  yoa 
did  not  feel  well  and  would  not  say  so.  Confess  that  that 
was  the  reason.  Beason  or  no  reason,  mention  yourself 
to-morrow,  and  for  the  rest,  do  not  write  a  long  letter  so 
as  to  increase  the  evil.  There  was  nothing  which  I  can 
remember  as  requiring  an  answer  in  what  I  wrote  to  you, 
and  thoogh  I  toiU  have  my  letter  of  course,  it  shall  be  as 
brief  as  possible,  if  briefness  is  good  for  yon — now  dUoai/a 
remember  that.  Why  if  I,  who  talk  against '  Lorio, '  should 
work  the  mischief  myself,  what  should  I  deserve?  I  should 
be  my  own  jury  directly  and  not  recommend  to  meioy  .  .  . 
not  to  mine.    Do  take  care — care  for  me  just  so  much. 
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And,  except  that  taking  care  of  joax  health,  what  wonld 
7on  do  for  me  that  70a  have  not  done?  Ton  have  given 
me  the  beet  of  the  possible  gifts  of  one  human  soul  to  an- 
other, ;oa  have  made  mj  life  nev,  and  am  I  to  count  these 
thii^  as  small  and  insofficient?  Ah,  yon  fcnotr,  yon  Tmoto 
that  I  cannot,  onght  not,  will  not. 

May  God  bleas  yon.  He  bleeses  me  in  letting  me  be 
grateful  to  yon  as  your  Ba. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

TuMday. 
[Pott-mvk,  Hwch  S,  ISM.] 

First  and  moat  important  of  all, — dearest,  '  angry  * — 
with  yon,  and  for  that  I  It  is  joat  as  if  I  had  spoken  ooo- 
temptoonsly  of  that  Qallery  I  bo  love  and  so  am  gratefnl 
to — having  been  naed  to  go  there  when  a  child,  fax  under 
the  age  allowed  by  the  regnlations — those  two  Gnidoe,  the 
wonderful  Bembrandt  of  Jacob's  vision,  such  a  Wattean, 
the  triumphant  three  Morillo  pictures,  a  Oiorgione  musio- 
lesson  group,  all  the  Fonssins  with  the  '  Armida  *  and 
'  Jupiter's  nursing ' — and — no  end  to  '  anda ' — ^I  have  sate 
before  one,  some  one  of  those  pictures  I  had  predetermined 
to  see,  a  good  hour  and  then  gone  away  .  .  it  used  to  be 
a  green  half-hour's  walk  over  the  fields.  So  much  for  one 
error,  now  for  the  second  like  unto  it;  what  I  meant  by 
charging  yon  with  seeing,  (not,  not  'looking  for') — aeting 
undue  '  security '  in  that,  in  the  form, — I  meant  to  say 
'  yon  talk  about  me  being  '  free '  now,  free  till  then,  and  I 
am  rather  jealous  of  the  potency  attributed  to  the  form, 
with  all  its  solemnity,  because  it  is  a  form,  and  no  more- 
yet  yon  frankly  agree  with  me  that  thai  form  complied 
with,  there  is  no  redemption ;  yours  I  am  then  sure  enough, 
to  repent  at  leisure  &a,  &o.  So  I  meant  to  ask,  '  then,  all 
now  Baid,  all  short  of  that  particular  form  of  saying  it,  all 
goes  for  comparatively  nothing '  ?  Here  it  is  writtmi  down 
— ^you  '  wish  to  suspend  all  decisions  as  long  as  possible  * — 
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that  tana  effects  the  deoisioD,  then, — till  then,  '  where  am 
I? '  Which  is  just  irh&t  Lord  Chesterfield  cautions  people 
against  asking  when  the^  tell  stories.  Lore,  Ba,  mj  own 
heart's  dearest,  if  all  is  not  decided  now—vhy — hear  a  story, 
&  propoa  of  storytelling,  and  dedooe  what  is  dedncible.  A 
very  old  mutarian  minister  met  a  still  older  evangelioal 
brotiier — John  Clajton  (from  whose  son's  month  I  heard 
what  7011  shall  hear) — the  two  fell  to  argoment  about  the 
trae  faith  to  be  held — after  words  enoogb,  '  Well,'  said 
the  nnitarian,  as  winding  up  the  controvers;  with  an  ami- 
cable smile — '  at  least  let  ns  hope  we  are  botii  engaged  in  - 
the  panuii  of  Truth  1 ' — '  Pursuit  do  70a  say? '  cried  the 
other,  'heie  am  I  with  m;  years  eighty  and  odd — if  I 
haven't  Jbund  Tmtfa  by  this  time  where  is  my  chance, 
pray? '  ^y  own  Ba,  if  I  hare  not  already  decided,  alas  for 
me  and  the  solemn  words  that  are  to  help  I  Thongh  in  an- 
other point  of  view  there  would  be  some  Inznrions  feeling, 
beyond  the  ordinary,  in  knowing  one  waa  kept  safe  to  one's 
heart's  good  by  yet  anottier  wall  than  the  hitherto  recognised 
ones.  Is  there  any  parallel  in  the  notion  I  onoe  heard  a  man 
deliver  himself  of  in  the  street — a  labonrer  talking  with  his 
frianda  abont '  wishes ' — and  this  one  wished,  if  he  might 
get  hia  wish,  '  to  have  a  nine  gallon  cask  of  strong  ale  set 
mnning  that  minnte  and  his  own  month  to  be  tied  under 
it ' — the  exqoisiteness  of  the  delight  was  to  be  in  the  secaiv 
ity  npon  eecority, — the  being 'tied.'  Now,  Basays  I  shall 
not  be  '  chained  *  if  she  can  help  t 

Bnt  now — here  all  the  jesting  goes.  Yon  tell  me  what 
was  obserred  in  the  '  moment's  *  visit;  by  yon,  and  (after, 
I  Bnppose)  by  yonr  sisters.  First,  I  vriU  always  see  with 
yoDT  eyes  there — next,  what  I  see  I  will  never  speak,  if  it 
pain  yon;  bnt  jnst  this  mnch  tmth  I  onghtto  say,  I  think. 
I  always  give  myself  to  yon  for  the  worst  I  am, — full  of 
faults  as  yon  will  find,  if  yon  have  not  foimd  them.  Bat  I 
iriS  not  affect  to  be  so  bad,  so  wicked,  as  I  connt  wicked- 
ness, as  to  call  that  conduct  other  thui  intolerable — there, 
in  mj  conviction  of  that,  is  yonr  real '  seoority '  and  mine 
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for  the  futnre  as  the  present.  That  a  father  choosii^  to 
give  out  of  Lis  whole  day  aome  five  ndnates  to  a  daughter, 
supposed  to  be  prevented  from  participating  in  what  he, 
probably,  in  conunon  with  the  whole  world  of  sensible  men, 
as  distingoiahed  from  poets  and  dreamets,  consider  every 
pleasore  of  life,  by  a  complete  foregoing  of  society — that 
he,  after  the  Pisa  bnainesa  and  the  enforced  oontinaanoe, 
and  as  he  moat  believe,  permanence  of  this  state  in  which 
any  other  hnmaa  being  would  go  mad — I  do  dare  say,  for 
the  justification  of  God,  who  gave  the  mind  to  be  tiMd  in 
this  world, — where  it  saves  ns,  wearetaoght,  ordestroysns, 
— and  not  to  be  sank  qnietly,  overlooked,  and  forgotten; 
that,  nnder  these  circnmstances,  finding  .  .  what,  yoa  say, 
onless  he  thinks  he  does  find,  he  wonld  close  the  door  of  his 
honse  instantly;  a  mere  sympathizing  man,  of  the  same 
literary  tastes,  who  comes  good  natoredly,  on  a  proper  and 
onezoeptionable  introduction,  to  ohat  with  and  amnse  a  little 
that  invalid  danghter,  once  a  month,  so  far  as  is  known, 
for  an  hour  perhaps, — that  each  a  father  should  show  him- 
self '  not  pleased  plainly, '  at  such  a  circomstance  .  .  my 
Ba,  it  is  BHOOEma  t  See,  I  go  wholly  on  the  supposition  that 
the  real  relation  is  not  imagined  to  exist  between  na.  I  so 
completely  could  understand  a  repugnance  to  trust  yon  to 
me  were  the  truth  known,  that,  I  will  confess,  I  have  sev- 
eral times  been  afraid  the  very  reverse  of  this  occurrence 
wonld  befall;  that  yoor  father  would  have  at  some  time  or 
other  thought  himself  obliged,  by  the  nsual  feeling  of  peo 
pie  in  such  oasee,  to  aee  me  for  a  few  minutes  and  express 
some  commonplace  thanks  after  the  customary  mode  (just 
as  Capt.  Domett  sent  a  heap  of  nnneoessary  tlaaTikw  to  me 
not  long  ago  for  sending  now  a  letter  now  a  book  to  his  son 
in  New  Zealand — ^keeping  up  the  spirits  of  poor  dear  Alfred 
now  he  is  cut  off  from  the  world  at  large) — and  if  thia  had 
been  done,  I  shall  not  deny  that  my  heart  wonld  have  ao- 
onsed  me — unreasonably  I  know  but  atill,  suppression,  and 
reserve,  and  apprehension — the  whole  of  tJuU  ia  horrible 
always  1    But  this  way  of  looking  on  the  endeavour  of  any* 
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body,  however  humble,  to  just  preseire  yoxa  life,  remedy 
in  some  degree  the  first,  if  it  tvaa  the  first,  anjoBtLfiable 
meastue, — ^this  being  '  displeased ' — ia  exactly  what  I  did 
not  calculate  upon.  Obeerre,  th&t  in  this  only  iostance  I 
am  able  to  do  as  I  shall  be  done  by ;  to  take  np  the  arms 
famished  by  the  world,  the  usages  of  society — this  is  mon- 
strons  on  the  world'a  showing  I  I  say  this  now  ti^t  I  may 
never  need  recur  to  it — that  yon  may  understand  why  I 
keep  auch  entire  silence  henceforth. 

Get  bat  well,  keep  bat  as  well,  and  all  is  easy  now. 
This  wonderful  winter — the  spring — the  snmmer — yoa  will 
take  exffloise,  go  ap  and  down  stairs,  get  strong.  1  pray 
you,  at  your  feet,  to  do  this,  dearest!  Then  comes  Aatnnm, 
with  the  nsdnral  expectations,  as  after  rouge  one  expects 
noir:  the  UkeUhoodot  a  severe  winter  after  this  mild  one, 
which  to  prevent,  yoa  reiterate  yonr  demand  to  go  and 
save  yoar  life  in  Italy,  ooght  yoa  not  to  do  that?  And  the 
matters  broaght  to  issae,  (with  even,  if  possible,  less  shad- 
ow of  ground  for  a  refasal  than  before,  if  yon  are  well, 
plainly  well  enough  to  bear  the  voyage)  th^e  I  loSl  bid 
yon  '  be  mine  in  the  obvioos  way ' — if  yon  shall  preserve 
yoar  belief  in  me — and  yoa  may  in  mach,  in  aU  important 
to  yon.  Mr.  Kenyon's  praise  is  nndeserred  enough,  bnt 
yesterday  Milnea  said  I  was  the  only  literary  man  he  ever 
knew,  tenax  propositi,  able  to  make  oat  a  life  for  himself 
and  abide  in  it — '  for, '  he  went  on,  '  yoa  really  do  live 
without  any  of  this  titiBation  and  fussy  dependence  upon 
adventitioos  excitement  of  aU  kinds,  they  all  say  they  can 
do  without. '  That  is  raore  true — and  I  intend  by  God's 
help  to  live  wholly  for  yon;  to  spend  my  whole  energies 
in  reducing  to  practise  the  feeling  which  occupies  me,  and 
in  the  practical  operation  of  which,  the  other  work  I  had 
proposed  to  do  will  be  toond  included,  facilitated — I  shall 
be  able — bnt  of  this  there  is  plenty  time  to  speak  hereafter 
— I  shall,  I  believe,  be  able  to  do  this  without  even  allow- 
ing the  world  to  very  much  misinterpret — against  pure 
lying  there  is  no  defence,  but  all  up  to  that  I  hope  to 
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hinder  or  lender  aoimportaDt — as  7011  shall  know  in  tima 
and  phuje. 

I  have  vrltten  myself  grave,  bnt  vrite  to  me,  dear, 
dearest,  and  I  will  answer  in  a  lighter  mood — even  now  I 
can  say  how  it  was  yesterday's  harry  happened.  I  called 
on  Milnes— who  told  me  Haumer  had  broken  a  bone  in  his 
leg  and  ^as  laid  ap,  so  I  called  on  him  too — on.  Moxon,  by 
the  way,  (his  brother  telling  me  strangely  cheering  news, 
from  the  grimmest  of  faces,  abont  my  books  selling  and 
likely  to  sell  .  .  yonr  wishes,  Ba!) — then  in  Bond  Street 
aboat  some  business  with  somebody,  then  cm  Mrs.  Mom- 
tagn  who  was  out  walking  all  the  time,  and  home  too.  I 
found  a  letter  from  Mr.  Kenyon,  perfectly  kind,  asking 
me  to  go  on  Monday  to  meet  friends,  and  with  yours  to- 
day comes  another  oonfirmii^  the  choice  of  the  day.  How 
entirely  kind  he  is  I 

I  am  very  well,  much  better,  indeed — taking  that  bath 
with  sensibly  good  effect,  to>night  I  go  to  Montagu's 
again ;  for  shame,  having  kept  away  too  long. 

And  the  rest  shall  answer  yovra — dear  1  Not '  much  to 
answer? '  And  Beethoven,  and  Fainting  and — what  is  the 
rest  and  shall  be  answered  t  Bless  yon,  now,  my  fli"-ling — 
I  love  yon,  ever  shall  love  yon,  ever  be  yonr  own. 

R  S.  S.  to  S.  S. 

Tuesday  Bv«ilng. 
[Post-m&rk,  March  4,  1848.] 

Tee,  bnt,  dearest,  yon  mistake  me,  or  yon  mistake 
yourself.  I  am  enre  I  do  not  over-care  for  forms — it  is 
not  my  way  to  do  it— and  in  this  case  .  .  no.  StiJl  yon 
mnst  see  that  here  is  a  fact  as  well  as  a  form,  and  involv- 
ing a  frightful  quantity  of  social  inconvenience  (to  ose  the 
mildest  word)  if  too  hastily  entered  on.  I  deny  altogether 
looking  for,  or  '  seeing '  any  '  security '  in  it  for  myself — it 
is  a  mere  form  for  the  heart  and  the  happiness:  illosicHiB 
may  pass  after  as  before.    Still  the  troth  is  that  if  they 
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were  to  paas  with  joa  now,  yoa  stand  free  to  act  accradii^ 
to  tha  wide-awaksness  of  yoor  e;ee,  and  to  tefoim  yonr 
(^oioe  .  .  see  I  whereas  afterward  jon  coold  not  carry  oat 
each  a  relonnotion  while  I  was  alive,  even  if  I  helped  jaa. 
All  I  ooald  do  for  yoa  woold  be  to  walk  away.  And  yon 
pretend  not  to  see  this  broad  distinotion? — ah.  For  me 
I  have  seen  jnst  this  and  no  more,  and  hare  felt  averse  to 
forestall,  to  seem  to  forestall  even  by  an  hour,  or  a  word, 
that  stringency  of  the  legal  obligation  from  which  there  w 
in  a  certain  sense  no  redemption.  Tie  ap  your  drinker 
under  the  poor  of  his  nine  gallons,  and  in  two  minates  he 
will  moan  and  writhe  (as  yoa  perfectly  know)  like  a  Brin- 
villiers  under  the  water^tortore.  That  he  aahed  to  be  tied 
np,  was  nnwise  on  his  own  principle  of  loving  ale.  And 
you  sha'n't  be  '  chained '  np,  if  yoa  were  to  ask  twenty 
times;  if  yoa  have  foand  trath  or  not  in  the  water-well. 

Ton  do  not  see  aright  what  I  meant  to  tell  yoa  on  an- 
other sabject.  If  he  was  displeased,  (and  it  was  expressed 
by  a  shadow  a  mere  negation  of  pleasare)  it  was  not  with 
yon  as  a  visitor  and  my  friend.  Yoa  most  not  fancy  such 
a  thing.  It  was  a  sort  of  instinctive  indisposition  towards 
seeing  yoa  here — nnexplained  to  himself,  I  have  do  donbt — 
of  ooorse  nnexplained,  or  he  woald  have  desired  me  to 
leoeive  yoa  never  again,  tfiat  woald  have  been  done  at  once 
and  tmsorapalonsly.  Bat  wi^ioat  defining  his  own  feel- 
ing, he  rather  disliked  seeing  yon  here — it  jnst  tonohed 
one  of  his  vibratory  wires,  brashed  by  and  toaohed  it — oh, 
we  anderstand  in  this  honse.  He  is  not  a  nice  observer, 
bat,  at  intervals  very  wide,  he  is  sabject  to  lightnings — 
call  Ihem  fancies,  sometimes  right,  sometdmes  wrong.  Cer- 
tainly it  was  not  in  the  character  of  a '  sympathising  friend ' 
that  yoa  made  him  a  very  little  cross  on  Monday.  And 
yet  yon  never  were  nor  will  be  in  danger  of  being  thanked, 
he  woald  not  think  of  it.  For  the  reserve,  the  apprehen- 
sion— dreadfal  those  things  are,  and  desecrating  to  one's 
own  natore — ^bat  we  did  not  make  this  position,  we  only 
eoAan  it.  The  root  of  the  evil  is  the  misenUe  miscon- 
VouL-M 
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oeptioQ  of  the  limits  and  character  of  pareotal  righto — it 
is  a  mistake  of  the  intellect  rather  than  of  the  heart.  Then, 
after  using  one's  ohildren  as  one's  chattels  tat  a  time,  the 
ohildreo  drop  lower  and  lower  toward  the  level  of  the  ohat- 
tels,  and  the  duties  of  homan  sympathy  to  them  become 
difficult  in  proportion.  And  (it  seems  strange  to  say  it, 
yet  it  is  tme)  love,  he  does  nob  conceive  of  at  aU.  He  has 
feeling,  be  can  be  moved  deeply,  he  is  capable  of  affection 
in  a  peculiar  way,  bat  that,  he  does  not  nndrarstaud,  any 
more  thaji  he  undeistands  Cbaldee,  respecting  it  leas  of 
coarse. 

And  yon  fancy  that  I  coald  propose  Italy  again?  after 
saying  too  that  I  never  would?  Oh  no,  no — yet  there  is 
time  to  think  of  this,  a  saperfloity  of  time,  .  .  '  time, 
times  and  half  a  time '  and  to  'make  one's  head  swim  with 
leaning  over  a  precipice  is  not  wise.  The  roar  of  the  world 
comes  up  too,  as  yoa  hear  and  as  I  heard  from  the  begin- 
ning. There  will  be  no  lack  ot  '  lying,'  be  sore — '  pore 
lying '  too — and  nothing  yoa  can  do,  dearest  dearest,  shall 
hinder  my  being  torn  to  pieces  by  most  of  the  particnlarly 
affectionate  friends  I  have  in  the  world.  Which  I  do  not 
think  of  mnch,  any  more  than  of  Italy.  Ton  will  be  mad, 
and  I  shall  be  bad  .  .  and  thai  will  be  the  effect  of  being 
poets  I  '  Till  when,  where  are  yon? ' — why  in  the  very 
deepest  of  my  soul — wherever  in  it  is  the  fountain  head  of 
lovit^;!  beloved,  there  yoa  axel 

Some  day  I  shall  ask  yon  'in  form,' — aa  I  care  so 
much  for  forms,  it  seems, — what  yonr  '  faults '  are,  these 
immense  mnltitndinous  faults  of  yours,  which  I  hear  snch 
talk  of,  and  never,  never,  can  get  to  see.  Will  you  give 
me  a  catalc^ue  raisonn^  of  your  faults?  I  should  lite  it, 
I  think.  In  the  meantime  they  seem  to  be  fanlta  <^  ob- 
scurity, that  is,  invisible  faults,  like  those  in  the  poetry 
which  do  not  keep  it  from  selling  as  I  am  to,  so  glad  to 
understand.  I  am  glad  too  that  Mr.  Milnes  knows  yoa  a 
litUe. 

Now  I  most  end,  there  is  no  more  time  to-uighi.    CK>d 
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bless  joQ,  very  deareetl  Keep  better  .  ,  ti;  to  be  well — 
as  Z  do  for  yon  sinoe  70a  ask  me.  Bid  I  ever  think  that  you 
would  think  it  worth  while  to  ask  me  theU  ?  Whai  a  dream  I 
reaching  oat  into  the  morning !  To-day  however  I  did  not 
go  down  stairs,  becaase  it  was  colder  and  the  wind  blew 
its  way  into  the  passages: — if  I  can  to-morrow  without 
risk,Iwi]l,  .  .  besore  .  ,  besnre.  Till Thniaday then! 
— till  eternity ! 

'  TiU  when,  where  am  I,'  bnt  with  yon?  and  what,  bat 
yours 

Tour 

Ba. 

I  have  been  writing  '  autographs '  (savQ  my  Toark)  for 
the  North  and  the  South  to-day  .  .  the  Fens,  and  Golden 
Square.  Somebody  asked  for  a  verse,  .  .  from  either 
*  Catarina '  or  '  Flush '  .  .  '  those  poems '  £c  &o  t  Snoh  a 
concatenation  of  criticisms.  So  I  preferred  Flash  of  course 
— i.e.  gave  him  the  preferment. 

A  S.  to  E.  B.  B. 

WadnMday  Morning. 
[Port'tnufc.  Hatch  4,  1846.] 

Ah,  sweetest,  don't  mind  people  and  their  lies  any  more 
than  I  shall ;  if  the  toad  does  '  take  it  into  his  toad's  head 
to  spit  at  yon ' — yoa  will  not  'drop  dead,'  I  warrant.  All 
the  same,  if  one  may  make  a  circuit  through  a  flower-bed 
and  see  the  less  of  his  toad-habits  and  general  ugliness,  so 
much  the  better — no  words  can  express  my  entire  indiffer- 
ence (far  below  contempt)  for  what  can  be  said  or  done. 
But  one  thii^,  only  one,  I  choose  to  hinder  being  said,  if 
I  can — the  others  I  would  not  if  I  coold — why  prevent  the 
toad's  pxifSng  himself  out  thrice  his  black  bigness  if  it 
amuses  him  among  those  wet  stones?  We  shall  be  in 
the  sun. 

I  dare  say  I  am  unjust — hasty  certainly,  in  the  other 
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matter — but  all  faults  are  such  ioasmnoh  aa  they  are  '  nua> 
takes  of  the  intellect ' — toads  may  spit  or  leave  it  alone, — 
bat  if  I  ever  see  it  right,  exercising  my  intellect,  to  treat 
any  haman  beings  like  my '  chattels ' — ^I  shall  pay  for  that 
mistake  one  day  or  another,  I  am  convinced — and  I  very 
much  fear  that  yon  vonld  soon  discover  ivhat  one  fault  of 
mine  is,  if  yon  were  to  hear  anyone  assert  snch  a  right  in 
my  presence. 

Well,  I  shall  see  yon  to-morrow — had  I  better  oome  a 
little  later,  I  wonder? — half-past  three,  for  instance,  stay- 
ing, as  last  time,  till  .  .  ah,  it  is  ill  policy  to  ooont  my 
treasure  alondl  Or  shall  I  come  at  the  osoal  time  to* 
morrow?  If  I  do  Tiot  hear,  at  the  osoal  time  I — becaose,  I 
think  yoo  woold — am  sore  yon  woold  have  considered  and 
soggested  it,  were  it  necessary. 

Bless  yon,  dearest — ever  yoor  own. 

I  said  nothing  aboot  that  Mr.  Bossell  and  his  proposi- 
tion— ^by  all  means,  yes — let  him  do  more  good  with  that 
noble,  pathetic  '  lay ' — and  do  not  mind  the  '  borthen, '  if 
he  is  peremptory — so  that  he  dnly  specify  '  by  the  anger ' 
— with  that  preoaotion  nothing  bat  good  can  oome  of  his 
using  it. 

F.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Thunday. 
[PoBt-muk,  Uarch*.  18M.] 

Ever  dearest  I  lose  no  time  in  writing,  yoo  see,  so  as 
to  be  written  to  at  tiie  soonest — and  there  is  another  reason 
which  makes  me  hasten  to  write  .  .  it  is  not  all  mercantile 
calculation.    I  want  yoa  to  ondeistand  me. 

Now  listen  1  I  seem  to  ondeiBtand  myself:  it  seems  to 
me  that  every  word  I  ever  said  to  you  on  one  snl^eet,  ia 
plainly  referable  to  a  class  of  feelings  of  which  yoo  coold 
not  complain  .  .  oonld  not.  Bnt  this  is  my  impression ; 
and  yours  is  different : — yoo  do  not  understand,  yon  do 
not  see  by  my  light,  and  perhaps  it  is  natural  that  yoa 
should  not,  as  we  stand  on  different  steps  of  the  argomenL 
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Still  I,  who  said  what  I  did,  for  you,  and  from  an  abscarb- 
ing  consideration  of  vhat  was  hesi/or  you,  cannot  consent, 
6TSI1  oat  of  anzie^  for  ;oar  fatnTit;,  to  torment  jon  now, 
to  Tex  7011  by  a  form  of  speecli  which  7011  persist  in  tians- 
latingintoawantof  tmatinjon  .  .  (7,  want  trust  in  700!!) 
into  a  need  of  more  evidence  about  yon  from  others  .  . 
{covM  joa  say  so?)  and  eveo  into  an  indisposition  on  my 
part  to  fnlfil  my  engagement — no,  dearest  deareat,  it  is  not 
right  of  yoa.  And  therefore,  as  yon  have  these  thoughts 
reasonably  or  unreasonably,  I  shall  pnnish  yoa  for  them 
at  once,  and  '  chain '  yoa  .  .  (as  yon  wish  to  be  chained), 
chain  yon,  rivet  yoa — do  yoa  feel  how  the  little  fine  chain 
twists  roond  and  roond  yoa?  do  yoa  hear  the  stroke  of  the 
riveting?  and  yoa  Toaj/eel  that  too.  Now,  it  is  done — 
now,  yoa  are  chained — Bia  has  finished  the  work — I,  Bal 
(obserN-e  the  anagram  t)  and  not  a  word  do  yon  say,  of 
Frometheas,  though  you  have  the  cousoimce  of  it  all,  I 
dare  say.  Weill  yoa  must  be  pleased,  .  .  as  it  was  '  the 
weight  of  too  much  liberty '  which  offended  you :  and  now 
yon  believe,  perhaps,  that  I  trust  you,  love  you,  and  look 
to  yoa  over  the  heads  of  the  whole  living  world,  without 
any  one  head  needing  to  stoop ;  yoa  must,  if  you  please, 
because  yoa  belong  to  me  now  and  diall  believe  as  I 
oho<we.  There's  a  ukase  for  yoa  I  Cry  out  .  .  repent  .  , 
and  I  will  loose  the  links,  and  let  yoa  go  t^nain — shall  it 
be  'My  dear  Miss  Barrett  ? ' 

Serioosly,  yoa  shall  not  think  of  me  such  things  as  you 
half  said,  if  not  whole  said,  to-day.  If  all  men  were  to 
speak  evil  of  you,  my  heart  wonld  speak  of  yoa  the  more 
good — that  would  be  the  one  result  with  me.  Do  I  not 
know  you,  soul  to  soul?  should  I  believe  that  any  of  them 
could  know  you  as  I  know  you?  Then  for  the  rest,  I  am 
not  afraid  of  '  toads '  now,  not  being  a  child  any  longer.  I 
am  not  inclined  to  mind,  if  you  do  not  mind,  what  may 
be  said  about  us  by  the  benevolent  world,  nor  will  other 
reasons  of  a  graver  kind  affect  me  othervrise  than  by  the 
necessaiy  pain.     Therefore   the  whole  resta  with  yoa — 
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nnleas  UlueBS  shonld  interrene — and  70a  will  be  kind  »T>f] 
good  (will  70a  not?)  and  not  think  hard  thooghts  of  me 
ever  a^ain — no.  It  wasn't  the  eense  of  being  leas  thao  yon 
had  a  right  to  pretend  to,  which  made  me  speak  what  yon 
disliked — for  it  is  7  who  am '  onworthj, '  and  not  another — 
not  certainly  that  other  1 

I  meant  to  write  more  to-night  of  Bnbjects  farther  off 
US,  bnt  my  sisteni  have  oome  np  sturs  and  I  most  close 
my  letter  quickly.  Beloved,  take  care  of  yoai  head  I  Alt, 
do  not  write  poems,  nor  read,  nor  neglect  the  walking,  nor 
take  that  shower-batfa.  WtU  yoa,  instead,  try  the  warm 
bathing?  Surely  the  eiperiment  is  worth  making  for  a 
little  while.    Dearest  beloved,  do  it  for  your  own 

Ba. 

S.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Friday  HomlDg. 
[Poat-Durk,  Harcb  0,  1846.] 

I  am  altogether  yonr  own,  dearest — the  words  were 
only  words  and  the  playfnl  feelings  were  play — while  the 
/ad  has  always  been  so  irresistibly  obvious  as  to  make 
them  hreak  on  and  off  it,  fantastically  like  water  turning  to 
■pray  and  spurts  of  foam  on  a  great  solid  rock.  Now  you 
call  the  rock,  a  rock,  bnt  you  must  have  known  what  chance 
yon  had  of  pnshing  it  down  when  you  sent  all  those  light 
&ncies  and  free-leaves,  and  refusals-to-hold-respoiuible,  to 
do  what  they  could.  It  ts  a  rock ;  and  may  be  quite  barren 
of  good  to  you, — not  large  enough  to  build  houses  on,  not 
small  enough  to  make  a  mantelpiece  of,  much  less  a  pedes- 
tal for  a  statue,  but  it  is  real  rock,  that  is  all. 

It  is  always  /who  'torment'  you. — instead  of  taking 
the  present  and  blessing  yon,  and  leaving  the  future  to  its 
own  cares.  I  certainly  am  not  apt  to  look  curiously  into 
what  next  week  is  to  bring,  mach  less  next  month  of  six 
months,  but  yon,  the  having  you,  my  own,  dearest  he- 
loved,  that  is  as  different  in  kind  as  in  degree  from  any 
other  happiness  or  semblance  of  it  that  even  seemed  poe- 
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sible  of  realization.  Then,  nov,  the  health  is  all  to  stay, 
or  retard  as — oh,  be  well,  my  Ba  t 

Let  me  speak  of  tiiat  letter— I  am  ashamed  at  having 
meniioDed  those  ciroomstancea,  and  should  not  have  done 
BO,  bat  for  ttkeir  inaignificanoe — for  I  knew  that  if  yon  ever 
did  hear  of  them,  aJl  any  body  would  say  woold  not  amoant 
to  enongh  to  be  repeated  to  me  and  so  get  explained  at 
once.  Now  that  the  purpose  ia  gained,  it  seems  little 
worth  gaining.  Yea  bade  me  not  send  the  letter :  I  will 
not. 

As  for  '  what  people  say ' — ah — Here  lies  a  book,  Bar- 
toli's  '  SimboH '  and  this  moming  I  dipped  into  his  Chap- 
ter XIX.  His  '  Symbol '  is  '  Soorate  fatto  ritrar  an'  Boo- 
cali '  and  the  theme  of  his  dissertating,  '  L'  indegniUk  del 
mettere  in  disprezzo  i  pih  degni  filoBofidell'  antichitik.' 
He  seta  oat  by  enlarging  on  the  horror  of  it— then  de- 
stoibea  the  chaxacter  of  Socrates,  then  tells  the  story  of 
the  representation  of  the  '  Clouds,'  and  thos  geta  to  his 
'  symbol '— '  le  pazzie  fatte  spacciare  a  Socrate  in  qaella 
commedia  .  .  .  il  miBero  in  tanto  schemo  e  derisione  del 
pnbblioo,  ohe  perfino  i  Tasai  dipingevano  il  sno  ritratto 
Bopra  gli  OTci,  i  fiaaohi,  i  bocoali,  e  ogni  Taaellamento  da 
pin  vile  serrigio.  Cosl  qnel  sommo  filosofo  .  .  fa.  con- 
dotto  a  &r  di  se  par  le  case  d'Atene  ana  oontinna  comme- 
dia, con  solamenta  vederlo  comparir  co^  scontraffatto  e 
*  ridioolo,  oome  i  Tasai  sel  formavano  d'  iuTOUEtone ' — 

There  yon  have  what  a  very  clever  man  can  say  in  choioe 
Tuscan  on  a  passage  in  .Slian  which  he  takes  care  not  to 
qaote  nor  aUnde  to,  bat  which  is  the  sole  anthorify  for  the 
fact.  .Lilian,  speaking  of  Socrates'  magnanimity,  says 
that  on  the  first  representation,  a  good  many  foreigners 
being  present  who  were  at  a  loss  to  know  '  who  coald  be 
.  this  Socrates  ' — the  sage  himself  stood  np  that  he  might 
be  pointed  ont  to  them  by  the  aoditory  at  large  .  .  'which' 
says  ffi^if^T^ — *  vaa  no  difScnlty  for  them,  to  whom  his  fea- 
taree  were  mcst  familiar,  — the  very  potters  bein^  m  the  hfdbU 
tjf  decorating  their  veaadaunthJda  KJenew '— no  doubt  oat  of 
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a  pleasant  and  affectionate  admiration.  Xet  see  how  *  peo- 
ple '  can  turn  this  out  of  its  sense, — '  Bay  *  their  say  on  the 
simplest,  plainest  word  or  deed,  and  change  it  to  its  op- 
posite!   'Ck>d's  great  gift  of  speech  abused '  indeedl 

Bnt  what  shall  we  hear  of  it  th^e,  my  Siren? 

On  Monday — is  it  not?     Who  was  it  looked  into  the 
room  jnst  at  onr  leave-taking? 

Bless  yon,  my  ever  dearest, — remember  to  walk,  to  go 
down  stairs — and  be  sore  that  I  will  endeavoor  to  get  well 
for  my  x)art.    To-day  I  am  very  well — with  this  letter  1 
Tool  own 


K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Fridfty  Brentog. 
[Port-mark,  March  7, 18M.] 

Always  you,  is  it,  who  torments  me?  always  youT 
Well  I  I  agree  to  bear  the  torments  as  Socaatee  his  per- 
secation  by  the  potters : — and  by  the  way  he  liked  those 
potters,  as  Plato  shows,  and  was  fain  to  go  to  them  for  his 
illlnstmtions  .  .  as  I  to  yon  for  all  my  light.  Also,  while 
we  are  on  the  snbject,  I  will  tell  you  another  £uilt  of  your 
BartoU  ,  .  his  '  choioe  Tuscan '  filled  one  of  my  pages,  in 
the  place  of  my  English  better  than  Tuscan. 

For  the  letter  yon  mentioned,  I  meant  to  have  said  in 
mine  yesterday,  that  I  was  grateful  to  you  for  telling  me 
of  it — thatvoB  one  of  the  prodigalities  of  your  goodness  to 
me  .  .  not  thrown  away,  in  one  sense,  however  superflu- 
ous. Do  yon  ever  think  how  I  must  feel  when  yon  ovar- 
come  me  with  all  this  generous  tenderness,  only  beloved! 
I  cannot  say  it. 

Because  it  is  colder  to-day  I  have  not  been  downstaiiB, 
but  let  to-morrow  be  warm  enough — /adlia  descensus. 
There's  something  infernal  to  me  really,  in  the  going  down^ 
and  now  too  that  our  cousin  is  here  I  Think  of  his  begin- 
ning to  attack  Henrietta  the  other  day  .  .  '  So  Mr.  C.  has 
retired  and  left  the  field  to  Surtees  Cook.     Oh  .  .  yon 
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needn't  deny  .  .  it's  the  news  of  all  the  vorld  except  your 
father.  And  as  to  Am,  I  don't  blame  joa — he  never  will 
consent  to  the  marriage  of  son  or  daughter.  Only  yon 
should  consider,  yon  know,  because  he  wont  leave  yon  a 
shilling,  Ac  £o  .  .  .'  Yon  hear  the  sort  of  man.  And 
then  in  a  ntinxtte  after  .  .  'And  what  is  this  abont  Ba? ' 
'  Aboat  Ba '  said  my  sisters,  '  why  who  has  been  persoad- 
ii%  yon  of  snoh  nonsense? '  '  Oh,  my  anthority  is  very 
good, — perfectly  onneoessary  for  yon  to  tell  any  atariea, 
Arabel, — a  literary  friendship,  is  it? '  .  .  and  so  on  .  . 
after  tliat  fashicoil  This  comes  bom  my  brothers  of 
coarse,  bat  we  need  not  be  afraid  of  its  passing  beyond,  I 
think,  though  I  was  a  good  deal  vexed  wh^i  I  heard  first 
of  it  last  night  and  have  been  in  coosinly  anxiety  ever 
since  to  get  our  Orestes  safe  away  &om  those  Fnries  his 
creditors,  into  Brittany  again.  He  is  an  intimate  friend 
of  my  brothers  besides  the  r^tionship,  and  they  talk  to 
him  as  to  each  other,  only  they  oughtn't  to  have  talked 
that,  and  without  knowledge  too. 

I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  Mr.  Kenyon  was  in  an  immod- 
erate joy  the  day  I  saw  him  last,  about  Mr.  Poe's  '  Baveo ' 
as  seen  in  the  Athetueum  extracts,  and  came  to  ask  what  I 
knew  of  the  poet  and  his  poetry,  and  took  sway  the  book. 
It's  the  rhythm  which  has  taken  him  with  '  glamour '  I 
fancy.  Now  yoa  still  stay  on  Monday  tiU  the  last  mo- 
ment, and  go  to  him  for  dinner  at  six. 

Who  '  looked  in  at  the  door? '  Nobody.  But  Arabel 
a  little  way  opened  it,  and  hearing  your  voice,  went  back. 
There  was  no  harm — ia  no  fear  of  harm.  Nobody  in  the 
house  would  find  his  or  her  pleasure  in  nmning  the  risk 
of  giving  me  pain.  I  mean  my  brothers  and  sisters 
would  not. 

Are  you  trying  the  moaio  to  charm  the  brain  to  still- 
ness? Tell  me.  And  keep  from  that  '  Seal's  Tragedy  * 
which  did  so  much  harm — oh,  that  I  had  bound  you  by 
aoma  Stygian  oath  not  to  toach  it. 

So  my  rock  .  .  may  the  birds  drop  into  your  crevices 
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the  Beeds  of  all  the  flowers  of  the  world onlj  it  is  not 

for  those,  that  I  ding  to  yon  as  the  single  rock  in  the  Bali 
sea.  Ever  I  am 

Yoor  own. 

S.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Saturd&7  Morning. 
[Post-mark,  Uuch  7, 1848.] 

Yon  call  me  '  lind ' ;  and  by  this  time  I  have  no  heart 
to  call  yoa  such  names — I  told  yoo,  did  I  not  once?  that 
'  Ba '  had  got  to  convey  infinitely  man  of  yon  to  my  sense 
than  '  dearest,'  '  sweetest,'  all  or  any  epithets  that  break 
down  with  their  load  of  honey  like  be«e— to  say  yoa  are 
'kind,'  yoa  that  so  entirely  and  nnintermittingly  bless 
me, — it  will  never  do  now,  '  Ba.'  All  the  same,  one  way 
there  is  to  make  even  'Ba'  dearer, — 'my  Ba,'  I  say  to 
myself  1 

Aboat  jay  fears — ^whether  of  openii^  doors  or  entering 
people — one  thing  is  observable  and  prevents  the  possilnl- 
ity  of  any  misconception — I  desire,  have  been  in  the  habit 
of  desiring,  to  increase  them,  far  from  diminishing — ^they 
relate,  of  course,  entirely  to  you — and  only  through  you 
affect  me  the  least  in  the  world.  Pat  yoor  well-being  ont 
of  the  question,  so  far  as  I  can  understand  it  to  be  in- 
volved,— and  the  pleasure  and  pride  I  should  immediately 
choose  would  be  that  the  whole  world  knew  oar  positi<m. 
What  pleasore,  what  pride !  But  I  endeavour  to  remem- 
ber on  all  occasions — and  perhaps  succeed  in  too  few — that 
it  is  very  easy  for  me  to  go  away  and  leave  you  who  can- 
not go,  I  only  allude  to  this  because  some  people  are 
'  naturally  nervoua '  and  all  that — and  I  am  quite  of  an- 
other kind. 

Last  evening  I  went  oat — having  been  kept  at  home  in 
the  afternoon  to  see  somebody  .  .  went  walking  (or  hours. 
I  am  gnite  well  to-day  and,  now  your  letter  comes,  my  Ba, 
most  happy.  And,  as  the  son  shines,  you  are  perhaps 
making  the  perilous  descent  now,  while  I  write — oh,  to 
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meet  yon  on  the  stain  I  And  I  shall  really  see  yon  on 
Monday,  dearest?  So  soon,  it  onght  to  feel,  conaidenDg 
the  dreary  veeks  that  now  get  to  go  between  our  days  t 
For  music,  I  made  myself  melancholy  jnet  now  with  some 
*  ConoertoB  for  the  HaipeiohOTd  by  Mr.  Handel ' — ^brooght 
home  by  my  father  the  day  before  yeaterday ; — what  were 
light,  modem  things  once  I  Now  I  read  not  very  long  a^o 
a  French  memoir  of  *  Claude  le  Jenne '  called  in  hia  time 
the  Prince  of  Hosicians, — ^no,  '  Phcenix ' — the  nnapproooh- 
able  wonder  to  all  time— that  is,  twenty  years  after  his 
death  abont — and  to  this  pamphlet  waa  prefixed  as  motto 
this  startling  axiom — '  In  Mnsio,  the  Bean  Ideal  changes 
every  thirty  years' — well,  is  not  that  true?  The  Idea, 
mind,  changes — the  general  standard  .  .  so  that  it  is  no 
answer  that  a  single  air,  snch  as  many  one  knows,  may 
strike  as  freshly  aa  ever — they  were  not  according  to  the 
Ideal  of  their  own  time — jnat  now,  they  drop  into  the 
ready  ear, — next  hondred  years,  who  wiU  be  the  Boesini? 
who  is  no  longer  the  Bosaini  even  I  remember — his  early 
orertoies  are  as  purely  Bococo  as  Cimarosa's  or  more. 
The  Bounds  remain,  keep  their  character  perhaps — the 
soale's  proportioned  notes  afTect  the  game,  that  is, — the 
major  third,  or  minor  seventh — bat  the  arrangement  of 
these,  the  sequence  the  law — for  them,  if  it  should  change 
every  thirty  years  I  To  Corelli  nothing  seemed  so  oosoln- 
sive  in  Heaven  or  earth  as  this 


I  don't  believe  there  is  one  oi  hia  sonatas  wherein  that 
formula  does  not  do  dnty.  In  these  things  of  Handel  that 
seems  replaced  by 
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— that  iras  the  only  tnte  oonaniDmatioii !  Then, — ^to  go 
over  the  hundred  years, — came  Bosaini's  imansweraUe 
ooda: 


J  rTriTfiTi  iTi  i  M 

vhioh  serves  as  baBe  to  the  infinity  of  Bongs,  gone,  gone — 
so  gone  by !  From  all  of  which  Ba  draws  this  '  conclosion  ' 
that  these  may  be  worse  things  than  Bartoli's  Tuscan  to 
cover  a  page  with ! — yet,  yet  the  pity  of  it !  Le  Jeane,  tiie 
Phoenix,  and  Bossini  who  directed  his  letters  to  his  mother 
as  '  mother  of  the  famoas  composer ' — and  Henry  Lawes, 
and  I>owland's  Late,  ah  me ! 

Well,  my  concInBion  is  the  best,  the  everlastiiig,  here 
and  I  trost  elsewhere — I  am  year  own,  my  Ba,  ever  yonr 

B. 
E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Tuesday  Monlng. 
[PMt-m&rk,  HftTch  10,  1B4B.] 

Kow  I  shall  know  what  to  believe  when  yon  talk  of  very 
bad  and  very  indifferent  doings  of  yoois.  Dearest,  I  read 
yoor '  Soul's  Tragedy '  last  night  and  was  quite  possessed 
with  it,  and  fell  finally  into  a  mute  wonder  how  yon  conld 
for  a  moment  donbt  abont  publishing  it.  It  is  very  vivid, 
I  think,  and  vital,  and  impressed  me  more  than  the  firat 
act  of  '  Lnria '  did,  tiiongh  I  do  not  mean  to  compare  snch 
dissimilar  things,  and  for  pure  nobleness  '  Loria '  is  unap- 
proachable— ^wiU  prove  so,  it  seems  to  me.  But  this  '  Trag- 
edy '  shows  mote  heat  from  ttie  first,  and  then,  the  words 
beat  down  mora  closely  .  .  well  1  I  am  struck  by  it  all  aa 
yon  Bee.  If  you  keep  it  up  to  this  passion,  if  yoa  justify 
this  high  key-note,  it  is  a  great  work,  and  worthy  of  a  place 
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next  '  Loria. '  Also  do  obeerre  how  excellently  balauoed 
the  two  will  be,  and  how  tlie  toogne  of  this  next  Bilver  Bell 
will  swing  from  side  to  side.  And  you  to  trighten  me  about 
it.  Tee,  and  tlie  worst  is  (becanse  it  was  stapid  in  me)  the 
worst  is  that  I  half  believed  yon  and  took  the  mannsoript 
to  be  something  inferior — for  you — and  the  adviseablenees 
of  its  publication,  a  donbtfnl  case.  And  yet,  after  all,  the 
reaUy  worst  ia,  that  yoa  should  prove  yourself  such  an 
adept  at  deceiving !    For  con  it  be  possible  that  the  same 

'  Bobert  Browning ' 

who  (I  heard  the  other  day)  said  once  that  he  could  '  wait 
three  hundred  years, '  should  not  feel  the  life  of  centuries  in 
this  work  too — can  it  be?  Why  all  the  pulses  of  the  life 
of  it  are  beating  in  even  my  ears ! 

Tell  me,  beloved,  how  yon  are — I  shall  hear  it  to-night 
— shall  I  not?  To  think  of  your  being  unwell,  and  forced 
to  go  here  and  go  there  to  visit  people  to  whom  your  being 
unwell  falls  in  at  best  among  the  secondary  evils ! — makes 
me  discontented — ^which  is  one  shade  more  to  the  uneasi- 
ness I  feel.  Will  yon  take  care,  and  sot  give  away  your 
life  to  these  people?  Because  I  have  a  better  claim  than 
they  .  .  and  shall  put  it  in,  if  provoked  .  .  shaU.  Then 
you  will  not  use  the  shower-bath  again — you  promise?  I 
dare  say  Mr.  £enyon  observed  yesterday  how  unwell  you 
were  looking — tell  me  if  he  didn't !  Now  do  not  work, 
dearest  I  Do  not  think  of  Chiappino,  leave  him  behind  .  . 
he  has  a  good  strong  life  of  his  own,  and  can  wait  for  you. 
Oh — but  let  me  remember  to  say  of  him,  that  he  and  the 
other  personages  appear  to  me  to  articulate  with  perfect 
distinotsesa  and  clearness  .  .  you  need  not  be  afraid  of 
having  been  obeonre  in  this  first  part.  It  is  all  as  Inoid 
as  noon. 

Shall  I  go  downstairs  to-day?  'No'  say  the  privy 
councillors,  '  because  it  is  cold,'  but  I  shaU  go  peradven- 
tore,  because  the  sun  brightens  and  brightens,  and  the  wind 
has  gone  round  to  the  west. 
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George  liad  come  home  yeeterclay  befcnre  70a  left  me, 
bat  the  etarB  were  faToniable  to  tu  sod  kept  him  oat  of  Hua 
loom.  Now  he  is  at  Woioester — went  this  monung,  on 
ihoee  never  ending  '  lounds, '  poor  fellow,  whioh  weary  lum 
I  am  sore. 

And  why  should  musio  &nd  the  philosophy  of  it  make 
70a  '  melancholy,'  ever  dearest,  moK  than  the  other  arts, 
which  each  has  the  seal  of  the  age,  modifying  itseU  aftw 
a  fashion  and  to  one?  Becaose  it  changes  more,  perhaps. 
Yet  all  the  Arts  are  mediators  between  the  booI  and  the 
Infinite,  .  .  shifting  always  like  a  mist,  between  the  Breath 
on  this  side,  and  the  Light  on  that  side  .  .  shifted  and 
coloured;  mediators,  meesengers,  projected  from  the  Sool, 
to  go  and  feel,  for  Her,  oiU  there  I 

Ton  don't  call  me  '  kind '  I  confess — ^bat  then  yoa  oall 
me  '  too  kind '  which  is  nearly  as  bad,  yoa  most  allow  on 
yoor  part.  Only  yoa  were  not  in  earnest  when  yon  said 
that,  aa  it  appeared  afterward.  Were  yon,  yest^day,  in 
pretending  to  think  that  I  owed  yoa  nothing  .  .  I? 

May  Qod  bless  you.    He  knows  that  to  give  myself  to 
yoa,  is  not  to  pay  yoa.     Saoh  debts  are  not  so  paid. 
Yet  I  am  yoor 


Feople'a  Journal  lot  March  Ttk. 


S.  B.  to  K  B.  B. 

Tiuflday  Homing. 
[Poat-mark.  Much  10,  164C] 

Dear,  dear  Ba,  if  yon  were  here  I  shoold  not  mnoh 
epeak  to  yoa,  not  at  first — nor,  indeed,  at  last, — bat  as  it 
is,  sitting  alone,  only  words  can  be  spoken,  or  (wozse) 
written,  and,  oh  how  different  to  look  into  the  eyes  and 
imagine  what  miglit  be  said,  what  ought  to  be  said,  though 
it  never  can  be— and  to  sit  and  say  and  write,  and  only 
imagine  who  looks  above  me,  looks  down,  onderstanding 
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and  pairdoning  allt  My  love,  my  Ba,  the  fault  70D  foiuid 
once  with  Bome  expressions  of  mine  about  the  amount  of 
imperishable  pleasnies  alreadr  hoarded  in  my  mind,  the 
indestrootible  memaries  of  yoa ;  that  fault,  which  I  refused 
to  acquiesce  under  the  impntatiou  of,  at  first,  jou  remem- 
ber— well,  what  a  fault  it  was,  by  this  better  light!  If  all 
stopped  here  and  now;  horrible  1  complete  oblivion  were 
the  thing  to  be  prayed  for,  rather  I  As  it  is,  tiow,  I  most 
go  on,  must  live  the  life  out,  and  die  yours.  Aud  you  are 
doing  your  utmost  to  advance  the  event  of  events, — the  ex- 
ercise, and  consequently  (is  it  not?)  neoessarily  improved 
sleep,  and  the  i»ojects  for  the  fine  days,  the  walking  .  .  a 
pure  bliss  to  think  of  1  Well,  now — I  think  I  shall  show 
seamanship  of  a  sort,  and  '  try  another  tack ' — do  not  be 
over  bold,  my  sweetest;  the  cold  is  considerable, — taken 
into  account  the  previous  mildness.  One  ill-advised  (I, 
the  adviser,  I  should  remember!)  too  early,  or  too  late  de- 
scent to  the  drawing-room,  and  all  might  be  ruined,  — thrown 
back  so  far  .  .  seeing  that  oar  Sight  is  to  be  prayed  for 
'  not  in  the  winter' — and  one  would  be  called  on  to  wait, 
wait—in  this  world  where  nothing  waits,  rests,  as  can  be 
counted  on.  Now  think  of  this,  too,  dearest,  and  never 
mind  the  slowness,  iot  the  suieness'  sake  I  How  perfectly 
happy  I  am  as  yon  stand  by  me,  as  yesterday  you  stood, 
as  yon  seem  to  stand  now  I 

I  will  write  to-morrow  more :  I  came  home  last  night 
with  a  head  rather  worse;  which  in  the  event  was  the  bet- 
ter, for  I  took  a  little  medicine  and  all  is  very  much  im- 
proved to-day.  I  shall  go  out  presently,  and  return  very 
early  and  take  as  much  care  as  is  proper — for  I  thought  of 
Ba,  and  the  snblimitiee  of  Duty,  aud  that  gave  myself  airs 
of  importance,  in  short,  as  I  looked  at  my  mother's  inevi- 
table arrow-root  this  morning.  80  now  I  am  well;  so  now, 
is  dearest  Ba  well?  I  shall  hear  to-night  .  .  which  will 
have  its  due  effect,  that  cironmstance,  in  quickening  my 
reb«at  from  Forater's  Booms.  All  was  very  pleasant  last 
evening — and  your  letter  &c.  went  tt  qui  de  drmi,  and  Mr. 
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W.  Junkir  had  to  Bmile  good  natoredly  when  Mr.  Bmges 
began  laying  down  this  general  law,  that  the  sons  of  all 
men  of  geuioa  were  poor  creatnree — and  Chorley  and  I  ex- 
changed glances  after  the  fashion  of  two  Augnis  meeting  at 
some  street-comer  in  Cicero's  time,  as  he  says.  And  Mr. 
Eenyon  was  kind,  hinder,  kindest,  as  ever,  '  and  thus  ends 
a  wooing '  I — no,  a  dinner — mj  wooing  ends  never,  never; 
and  so  prepare  to  be  aaked  to  give,  and  give,  and  give  tiU 
all  is  given  in  Heaven !  And  all  I  give  you  is  jnst  my 
heart's  blessing;  God  bless  yon,  my  dearest,  dearest  Bal 

K  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

Tufwday  EveDlng. 
[Port-mark.  Haich  11.  184S.] 

Yon  find  my  letter  I  trust,  for  it  was  written  this  mom- 
ingintime;  and  if  these  two  lines  should  not  be  flattery  .  . 
oh,  rank  flattery  I  .  .  why  happy  letter  is  it,  to  help  to 
bring  yon  home  ten  minntes  earlier,  when  yon  never  ooght 
to  have  left  home — no,  indeed  1  I  knew  how  it  would  be 
yesterday,  and  how  yon  wonld  be  worse  and  not  better. 
Yon  are  not  fit  to  go  out,  dear  dearest,  to  sit  in  the  glare 
of  lights  and  talk  and  listen,  and  have  the  knives  and  {otka 
to  rattle  all  the  while  and  remind  yon  of  the  chains  c^  ue- 
cessify.  Oh — should  I  bear  it,  do  yon  think?  I  was  think- 
ing, when  yon  went  away — a/ler  yon  had  qnite  gone.  Yon 
would  laugh  to  see  me  at  my  dinner — ^Flnsh  and  me — ^Flnah 
placing  in  me  such  an  heroic  confidence,  that,  after  he  has 
cast  one  discriminating  glance  on  the  plate,  and,  in  the 
case  of  '  chicken,'  wagged  his  tail  with  an  emphasis,  .  . 
be  goes  off  to  the  sofa,  shuts  his  eyes  and  i^ows  a  full 
quarter  of  an  hoar  to  pass  before  he  returns  to  take  his 
share.  Did  yon  ever  hear  of  a  dog  before  who  did  not  per- 
secute one  with  beseeohing  eyes  at  me^times?  Andremem- 
ber,  this  is  not  the  effect  of  diadpline.  Also  if  another  than 
myself  happens  to  take  coffee  or  break  bread  in  the  room 
here,  he  teazes  straightway  with  eyes  and  paws,  .  .  teazes 
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like  a  oommoti  dog  and  is  pat  oat  of  the  door  before  he  can 
be  quieted  by  scolding.  Bat  with  me  he  is  sablime  1  More- 
over he  has  beeo  a  very  osefnl  dc^  in  his  time  (in  the  point 
of  capacity),  caosii^  to  disappear  supererogatory  dinners 
and  impossible  breakfasts  which,  to  do  him  justice,  is  a 
fear  accomplished  without  an  objection  on  his  side,  always. 
So,  when  yoa  write  me  such  a  letter,  I  write  back  to  yon 
abont  Flosh.  Dearest  beloved,  bat  I  have  read  the  letter 
and  felt  it  in  my  heart,  through  and  through !  and  it  is  as 
wise  to  talk  of  Flash  foolishly,  as  to  fancy  that  I  could  say 
how  it  is  felt  .  .  this  letter !  Only  when  you  spoke  last 
of  breaking  o£f  with  such  and  soch  recollections,  it  was  the 
melancholy  of  the  breaking  off  which  I  protested  against, 
was  it  not?  and  not  the  iusoffioiency  of  the  recollections. 
There  might  have  been  something  besides  in  jest  Ah, 
but  you  remember,  if  yon  please,  that  /was  the  first  to  wish 
(wisJiing  for  my  own  part,  if  I  could  wish  exclusively)  to 
break  off  in  the  middle  the  silken  thread,  and  yoa  told  me, 
not — yon  forbade  me — do  you  remember?  For,  as  happi- 
ness goes,  the  recollections  were  enough,  .  .  are  enough 
for  me  I  I  mean  that  I  should  acknowledge  them  to  be  full 
compensation  for  the  bitter  gift  of  life,  avxh  as  it  was,  to 
me  I  if  that  subject-matter  were  broken  off  here  I  '  Bona 
verba '  let  me  speak  nevertheless.  You  mean,  you  say,  to 
run  all  risks  with  me,  and  I  don't  mean  to  draw  back  from 
my  particular  risk  of  ,  .  ,  .  what  am  I  to  do  to  you  here- 
after to  make  yon  vexed  with  me?  What  is  there  in  mar- 
ri^e  to  make  all  these  people  on  every  side  of  us,  (who  all 
began,  I  suppose,  by  talking  of  love,)  look  askance  at  one 
another  from  under  the  silken  mask  .  .  and  virtually  hate 
one  another  through  the  tyranny  of  the  stronger  and  the 
hypocrisy  of  the  weaker  party.  It  never  could  be  so  with 
ua — I  know  that.  But  you  grow  awful  to  me  sometimes 
with  the  very  excess  of  your  goodness  and  tenderness,  and 
still,  I  think  to  myself,  if  you  do  not  keep  lifting  me  up 
quite  off  the  ground  by  the  strong  faculty  of  love  in  yoo, 
I  shall  not  help  falling  short  of  the  hope  yoa  have  placed 
Vou  I.— 85 
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in  me — it  mnst  be  '  sapematoial '  of  yoa,  to  tlie  end  I  or  I 
fall  short  and  disappoint  ;oa.  Consider  this,  bdoved. 
Now  if  I  could  pat  my  sonl  oat  of  my  body,  jost  to  Btand 
np  befora  yoa  and  make  it  clear. 

I  did  go  to  tlie  draving-room  to-day  .  .  wonid  .  . 
shoald  .  .  did.  The  Bon  came  out,  the  wind  changed  .  . 
where  was  the  obstacle?  I  spent  a  quarter  of  an  hoar  in  a 
fearful  solitude,  liatening  for  knocks  at  the  door,  as  a  ghoet- 
f  earer  might  at  midnight,  and  '  came  home '  none  the  worse 
in  any  way.  Be  sore  that  I  shall  '  take  care '  better  than 
you  do,  and  there,  is  the  worst  of  it  all — for  you  let  people 
make  yon  iU,  and  do  it  yoorself  upon  oooaaion. 

You  know  from  my  letter  how  I  found  you  out  in  the 
matter  of  the  '  Soul's  Tragedy. '  Oh !  so  bad  .  .  so  weak, 
so  unworthy  of  your  name !  If  some  other  people  were 
half  a  quarter  as  much  the  contrary  I 

And  so,  good-night,  dear  dearest.  In  spite  of  my  fine 
Bpeechee  aboat '  recollections,'  I  should  be  onhappy  enough 
to  please  yoa,  with  <mhf  those  .  .  without  yoa  beside !  I 
coold  not  take  myself  back  from  bei^ 

your  own — 

.5.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[Poat-niArk,  March  li,  18M.] 
Dear,  dear  Ba,  but  indeed  I  did  return  home  earlier  by 
two  or  three  good  hoars  than  the  night  before — and  to  find 
no  letter, — none  of  yours  1  That  was  reserved  for  this  morn- 
ing early,  and  then  a  rest  came,  a  silence,  over  the  thoughts 
of  yoa — and  now  again,  comes  this  last  note !  Oh,  my 
love — why — ^what  is  it  yon  think  to  do,  or  become  '  after- 
ward,' that  you  may  fail  in  and  so  disappoint  me?  It  is 
not  very  nufit  that  you  should  thus  ponish  yourself,  and 
that,  sinning  by  yoar  own  ambition  of  growing  something 
beyond  my  Ba  even,  yon  should  '  fear '  as  you  say  I  For, 
sweet,  why  wish,  why  think  to  alter  ever  by  a  line,  chai^ 
by  a  shade,  turn  better  if  that  were  possible,  and  so  only 
rise  the  h^her  above  me,  get  farther  from  instead  of  nearer 
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to  in7  heart?  What  I  expect,  what  I  build  my  fatore  on, 
am  qoite,  quite  prepared  io  '  risk '  everything  for, — is  that 
one  belief  that  70a  uriZZ  not  alter,  viU  jost  remain  as  70a 
are — meaning  by  '^ou,' the  love  iuyon,  the  qualities  I  have 
known  (for  yon  will  stop  me,  if  I  do  not  stop  myself)  vhat 
I  have  evidence  of  in  every  letter,  in  every  word,  every 
look.  Keeping  these,  if  it  be  God's  will  tiiat  the  body 
passes, — what  is  Hiat?  Write  no  new  letters,  speak  no 
new  words,  look  no  new  looks, — only  tell  me,  years  hence 
that  the  present  is  alive,  that  what  waa  once,  still  is — and 
I  am,  most  needs  be,  blessed  as  ever  1  Yon  speak  of  my 
feeling  as  if  it  were  a  pure  apecnlation — as  if  beoanae  I  see 
$omewhat  in  yon  I  make  a  calcnlatioa  that  there  mnst  be 
mora  to  see  eomewhere  or  other — where  bdellinm  is  fonnd, 
the  onyx-stone  may  be  looked  for  in  the  mystia  land  of  the 
fonr  rivers!  And  perhaps  .  .  ah,  poor  hnman  nature! — 
perhaps  I  do  think  at  times  on  what  may  be  to  find  I  Bat 
what  is  that  to  yon?  I  offer  for  the  bdeSium — the  other 
may  be  fonnd  or  not  fonnd  .  .  what  I  see  glitter  on  the 
groond,  that  will  suffice  to  make  me  rich  as — rich  as — 

Bo  bless  yon  my  own  Bal  I  would  not  wait  for  paper, 
and  70a  must  forgive  half-sheets  instead  of  a  whole  celes- 
tial quire  to  my  love  and  praise.  Are  yon  so  well?  80 
adventurous?  Thank  70a  from  m7  heart  of  hearts.  And 
I  am  quite  well  to-day  (and  have  received  a  note  from 
Procter  jiat  this  mitmle  putting  off  his  dinner  on  aoconnt 
of  the  death  of  his  wife's  sister's  husband  abroad)  Ob- 
serve ^ts  sheet  I  take  as  I  find — I  mean,  that  the  tear  tells 
of  no  improper  speech  repented  of — what  English,  what 
sense,  what  a  soul's  tragedy  I  but  then,  what  real,  realest 
love  and  more  than  love  for  my  ever  dearest  Ba  possesses 
her  own — 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

[Post-nwrk,  March  13,  1844.] 

"When  my  Orpheus  writes  '  fJipl  near '  he  makes  a  great 
mistake  about  on7xes — there  is  more  true  onyx  in  this  let- 
ter of  his  that  I  have  jost  read,  than  he  will  ever  find  iu  the 
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desert  land  he  goes  to.  And  for  vhat  '  glitters  on  the 
ground,'  it  reminds  me  of  the  rellov  metal  sparks  found 
in  the  Malvern  TTjIIh,  &nd  how  we  used  to  laugh  years  ago 
at  one  of  our  geological  acquaintances,  who  looked  mole- 
hills up  that  mountain-range  in  the  scorn  of  his  eyes,  say- 
ing .  .  .  '  Nothing  but  mica  I ! '  Is  anybody  to  be  rich 
through  '  mica*,  I  wonder?  through  '  Kothing  but  mica? ' 
'As  rich  as — as  rich  as'  .  .  Wcdter  the  PeimyleBa? 

Dearest,  best  yon  are  nevertheless,  and  it  is  a  sorry  jeet 
which  I  can  break  upon  your  poverty,  with  that  golden 
heart  of  yours  so  apprehended  of  mine !  Why  if  I  am 
'  ambitious ' — is  it  not  becaose  you  love  me  as  if  I  were 
worthier  of  your  love,  and  that,  so,  I  get  frightened  of  the 
opening  of  your  eyelids  to  the  unworthiness?  'A  little 
sleep,  a  little  slumber,  a  little  folding  of  the  hands  to 
sleep' — tJiere,  is  my  'ambition  for  afterward.'  Oh — you 
do  not  understand  how  with  an  unspeakable  wonder,  an 
astonishment  which  keeps  me  from  drawing  breath,  I  look 
to  this  Dream,  and  '  see  your  face  as  the  face  of  on  angel,' 
and  fear  for  the  vanishing,  .  .  because  dreams  and  angels 
do  pass  away  iu  this  world.  But  you,  /understand  yow, 
and  all  your  goodness  past  expression,  past  belief  of  mine, 
if  I  had  not  known  you  .  .  just  ^ou.  If  it  will  satisfy  you 
that  I  should  know  yon,  love  yon,  love  yon — ^why  then  in- 
deed— because  I  never  bowed  down  to  any  of  the  false  gods 
— I  know  the  gold  from  the  mica,  ..II  My  own  beloved ' 
— yon  should  have  my  soul  to  stand  on  if  it  could  make 
yon  stand  higher.    Yet  yon  shall  not  call  me  '  ambitious.' 

To-day  I  went  downstairs  again,  and  wished  to  know 
whether  you  were  walking  in  your  proportion — and  yonr 
letter  does  caJl  you  '  better,'  whether  yon  walked  enough 
or  not,  and  it  bears  the  Deptford  post-mark.  On  Satur- 
day I  shall  see  how  yon  are  looking.  So  pale  yon  were 
last  time  I  I  know  Mr.  Kenyon  must  have  observed  it, 
(dear  Mr.  Kenyon  .  .  for  being  '  kinder  and  kindest ')  and 
that  one  of  the  '  augurs '  marvelled  at  the  other  t  By  the 
way  I  forgot  yesterday  to  tell  yon  how  Mr.  Burges's  *  apt 
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remark '  did  amose  me.  And  Mr.  Eenyon  who  aaid  much 
the  same  vords  to  me  last  veek  in  relation  to  this  very 
Wordsworth  jonior,  writhed,  I  am  sure,  and  wished  the 
ingenions  observer  with  the  lost  plays  of  .S^Bchylna — oh, 
I  seem  to  see  Mr.  Kenyon's  face  1  He  was  to  have  come 
to  tell  me  how  yoa  all  behaved  at  dinner  that  day,  bat  he 
keeps  away  .  .  yon  have  given  him  too  mnch  to  tiiink  of 
perhaps. 

I  heard  from  Hiss  Mitford  to-day  that  Mr,  Chorley's 
hope  is  at  an  end  in  respect  to  the  theatre,  and  (I  must  tell 
yon)  she  praises  him  warmly  for  his  philosophy  and  forti- 
tude under  the  disappointment.  How  much  philosophy 
does  it  take, — please  to  instmct  me, — in  order  to  the  de- 
cent bearing  of  snch  disasters?  Can  I  fancy  one,  shorter 
than  yon  by  a  whole  head  of  tiie  aonl,  condescendiiig  to 
'dear' anch  things?    I(o,  indeed. 

Be  good  and  kind,  and  do  not  work  at  the 'Tragedy' 
.  .  do  not. 

So  yon  and  I  have  written  ont  aU  the  paper  in  Iion- 
don  I  At  least,  I  send  and  send  in  vain  to  have  more  en- 
velopes 'after  my  kind,'  and  the  last  answer  is,  that  a 
'  fresh  supply  vrill  arrive  in  eight  days  from  Paris,  and  that 
in  the  meanwhile  they  are  quite  out  in  the  article.'  An 
awfol  sign  of  the  times,  is  this  famine  of  envelopes  .  .  not 
to  speak  of  the  scarcity  of  little  sheets : — and  the  angnis 
look  to  it  all  of  course. 

For  my  part  I  think  more  of  Chiappino — Chiappino 
holds  fast. 

Bnt  I  mnat  let  you  go — it  is  too  late.  This  dearest  let- 
ter, which  yon  sent  me  I  I  thank  yon  for  it  with  ever  so 
mnch  dumbness.  May  Qod  bless  yoa  and  beep  yon,  and 
make  yoa  happy  lor  me. 

TonrBa. 
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B.  B.  to  R  B.  B. 

rPoM-nuiTk,  Uuch  12, 1846.] 

How  I  get  to  nndeistand  this  much  of  Iaw— that  jnior 
pomession  ia  nine  points  of  it  1  Just  because  yoor  infinite 
adroitnees  got  fitst  hold  of  the  point  of  viev  whence  onr 
connection  looks  like  '  a  dream '  .  .  I  find  myself  shot  <rat 
of  my  very  own,  nnable  to  say  what  is  oftenest  in  mj 
thooghts;  whereas  the  dear,  roiracaloTia  dieam  you  irere, 
and  are,  my  Ba!  Only,  vanwh — that  yon  will  never  I  My 
own,  and  for  ever! 

Yesterday  I  read  the  poor,  inconoeiTably  inadequate 
ootioe  in  the  'People's  Jonmal.'  How  onrionsly  wrong, 
too,  in  the  personal  gaessesl    Sad  work  tmly.    For  my 

old  friend  Mrs.  Adams no,  I  most  be  silent:  tiie  lyrics 

seem  doggerel  in  its  ntter  pnri^.  And  so  the  people  are 
to  be  instmcted  in  the  new  age  of  goldl  I  heard  two  days 
ago  precisely  what  I  told  yon — that  there  was  a  qnarrd, 
&o.  which  this  service  was  to  smooth  over,  no  doobL 
Chorley  told  me,  in  a  hasty  word  only,  that  all  was  over, 
Mr.  Webster  wonld  not  have  anything  to  do  with  his  play. 
The  said  W.  is  one  of  the  poorest  of  poor  cieatotea,  and  as 
Chorley  was  certainly  forewarned,  forearmed  I  will  hope 
him  to  have  been  likewise — still  it  is  very  disappointing — he 
was  apparently  nearer  than  most  aspirants  to  the  prize, — 
having  the  beet  will  of  the  actresses  on  whose  shoulder  the 
bnrthen  was  to  lie.  I  hope  they  have  been  goita  honest 
with  him — knowing  as  I  do  the  easy  process  of  transfer- 
ring all  sorts  of  burthens,  in  that  theatrical  world,  from 
resiKmsible  to  irresponsible  members  of  it,  actors  to  man- 
ager, manager  to  actors,  as  the  case  requires.  And  it  is  a 
'  hope  deferred '  with  Chorley ;  not  for  the  second  or  third 
time.  I  am  very  glad  that  he  cares  no  more  than  yon 
tell  me. 

Still  yon  go  down  staizs,  and  still  retom  safely,  and 
every  step  leads  us  nearer  to  my '  hope.'    How  onremit- 
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tingly  ;oa  bless  me — a  Tieit  promisea  a  letter,  a  letter 
brings  such  news,  orowitB  me  with  such  words,  and  speaks 
of  another  visit — and  so  the  golden  links  extend.  Dearest 
words,  dearest  letters — as  I  add  each  to  my  heap,  I  say — 
I  do  say — '  I  was  poor,  it  now  seems,  a  minnte  ago,  when  I 
had  not  tMs  I '  Bless  yon,  dear,  dear  Bs.  On  Satorday  I 
shall  be  with  yon,  I  trost — may  God  bless  yoal  Ever  ' 
yonrown 

K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Simday. 
[Port-nuik,  Uarch  »,  ISM.] 

Ever  dearest  I  am  going  to  say  one  word  first  of  all  lest 
X  shoold  forget  it  afterward,  of  the  two  or  three  words 
which  yon  said  yesterday  and  so  passingly  that  yon  prob- 
ably forget  to-day  having  said  them  at  all.  We  were 
speaking  of  Mr.  Chorley  and  his  honse,  and  yon  said  that 
yon  did  not  care  for  sach  and  snch  things  for  yonrself, 
bnt  that  for  others — now  yon  remember  the  test.  And  I 
jnst  want  to  say  what  it  wonld  have  been  simpler  to  have 
said  at  the  time — only  not  so  easy— (I  couldn't  say  it  at 
the  time)  that  yon  are  not  if  yon  please  to  fancy  that  be- 
cause I  am  a  woman  I  have  not  the  pretension  to  do  with 
as  little  in  any  way  as  yon  yonrself  .  .  so,  it  is  not  that  I 
mean  to  say  .  .  I  mean  that  yon  are  not,  if  yon  please, 
to  fancy  that,  becanse  I  am  a  woman,  I  look  to  be  cared 
for  in  those  ontside  things,  or  shoxdd  have  the  slightest 
pleasure  in  any  of  them.  So  never  wish  nor  regret  in  yonr 
thonghts  to  be  able  or  not  to  be  able  to  care  this  and  this 
for  me;  for  while  yon  are  thinking  so,  oor  thonghts  go 
different  ways,  which  is  wrong.  Mr.  Fox  did  me  a  great 
deal  too  mnch  honour  in  calling  me  '  a  religions  hermit ' ; 
he  was  '  onrionsly '  in  fault,  as  yon  saw.  It  is  not  my  voca- 
tion to  sit  on  a  stone  in  a  cave — I  was  always  too  fond  of 
lolling  upon  sofas  or  in  chairs  nearly  as  lai^, — and  this, 
which  I  sit  in,  was  given  to  me  when  I  was  a  child  by  my 
uncle,  the  node  I  spoke  of  to  yon  once,  and  has  been  loUed 
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in  nearly  ever  since  .  .  when  I  was  well  enongh.  Well — 
that  is  a  sort  of  Inxnr;,  of  cooise — bnt  it  is  more  idle  than 
expensive,  aa  a  habit,  and  I  do  believe  that  it  is  the  '  head 
and  foot  of  mj  offending '  in  that  matter.  Yee — '  confitecw 
tibi '  besides,  that  I  do  hate  white  dimity  citrtaiiis,  which 
is  highly  improper  for  a  rel^ons  hermit  of  course,  bat  ex- 
cnsable  in  me  who  would  accept  t»own  serge  as  »  snbeti- 
tate  with  ever  so  much  indifference.  It  is  the  white  light 
which  comes  in  the  dimity  which  is  so  hat^nl  to  me.  To 
'  go  mad  in  white  dimity '  seema  perfectly  n&toral,  and 
oonseqnential  even.  Set  aside  these  foibles,  and  one  thing 
is  as  good  as  another  with  me,  and  the  more  simplicity  in 
the  way  of  living,  Ihe  better.  If  I  saw  Mr.  Chorley'a  satin 
Bofas  and  gilded  ceilings  I  shoold  call  them  very  pi«tfy  I 
dare  say,  bnt  never  covet  the  possession  of  the  like — ^it 
would  never  enter  my  mind  to  do  bo.  Then  Papa  has  not 
kept  a  carriage  since  I  have  been  grown  up  (they  gromUe 
aboat  it  here  in  the  honBe,  bnt  when  people  have  onoe  had 
great  reverses  they  get  nervous  about  spendii^  money)  so  I 
shall  not  miss  the  Clarence  and  greys  .  .  and  I  do  entreat 
yon  7wt  to  pat  those  two  ideas  t<%ether  again  of  me  and 
the  finery  which  has  nothing  to  do  with  me.  I  have  talked 
a  great  deal  too  mnch  of  all  this,  yon  will  think,  bnt  I  want 
yon,  once  for  all,  to  apply  it  broadly  to  the  whole  of  the 
fatore  both  in  the  general  view  and  the  details,  so  that 
we  need  not  retom  to  the  subject.  Judge  for  me  as  for 
yourself — leJuU  is  good /or  you  ia  good  for  me.  Otherwise  I 
shall  be  humiliated,  yon  know;  jnst  as  far  as  I  know  your 
thoughts. 

Mr.  Kenyon  has  been  here  to-day — and  I  have  been 
downstairs — two  great  events  1  He  was  in  brilliant  spirits 
and  sate  talking  ever  so  long,  and  named  you  as  he  always 
does.  Something  he  asked,  and  then  said  suddenly  .  . 
'  But  I  dont  see  why  I  should  ask  you,  when  I  ought  to 
know  him  better  than  you  can.'  On  which  I  was  vrise 
enongh  to  change  colour,  as  I  felt,  to  the  roots  of  my  hair. 
There  is  the  effect  of  a  bad  conscience  1  and  it  has  hap- 
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pened  to  me  before,  with  Mr.  Kenyon,  tliree  times — once 
partjctnlarly,  when  I  could  have  cried  with  vexation  {to 
complete  the  effects  Oi  he  looked  at  me  with  aach  infinite 
enrprise  in  a  dead  pause  of  any  speaking.  That  was  in 
tiie  summer;  and  all  to  be  said  for  it  now,  is,  that  it 
couldn't  be  helped:  couldn't! 

Mr.  Kenyon  asked  of  '  Sanl.'  (By  the  way,  yon  never 
answered  aboat  the  bine  lilies.)  He  asked  of  '  Sanl '  and 
whether  it  woold  be  finished  in  the  new  number.  He 
hangs  on  the  mnsio  of  yonr  David.  Did  yon  read  in  the 
AtkeruBum  how  Jnles  Janin — no,  how  the  critio  on  Jules 
Janin  (waa  it  the  critic?  was  it  Jxdes  Janin?  the  glorious 
confusion  is  gainii^  on  me  I  think)  has  magnificently  con- 
founded places  and  persons  in  Hobert  Southey's  urn  by 
the  Adriatio  and  devoted  friendship  for  Lord  Byron?  And 
immediately  the  English  observer  of  the  phenomenon,  after 
moralizing  a  little  on  the  crass  ignorance  of  Frenchmen  in 
respect  to  oar  Uteratnre,  goes  on  to  write  like  an  ignora- 
mus himself,  on  Mme.  Charles  Beyband,  encouraging  that 
pure  budding  novelist,  who  is  in  fact  a  hack  writer  of  ro- 
mances third  and  foorth  rate,  of  questionable  purity  enough, 
too.  It  does  certainly  appear  wonderful  that  we  should 
not  sufficiently  stand  abreast  here  in  Europe,  to  justify 
and  necessitate  the  establishment  of  an  European  review — 
journal  rather — (the  '  Foreign  Beview,'  so  called,  touching 
only  the  summitB  of  the  hills)  a  journal  which  might  be  on 
a  level  with  the  intelligent  readers  of  all  the  countries  of  Eu- 
rope, and  take  aU  the  rising  reputations  of  each,  with  the 
national  light  on  them  as  they  rise,  into  observation  and 
judgement.  U  nobody  can  do  this,  it  is  a  pity  I  think  to 
do  so  much  less — both  in  France  and  England — to  snatch 
up  a  French  book  from  over  the  channel  as  ever  and  anon 
they  do  in  the  AtJieruBtan,  and  say  something  prodigious- 
ly absurd  of  it,  till  people  cry  out '  oh  oh '  as  in  the  House 
of  Commons. 

Oh — oh — and  how  wise  I  am  to-day,  as  if  I  were  a  critic 
myself  1    Yesterday  I  was  foolish  instead — ^for  I  couldn't 
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get  oTtt  of  mj  head  all  the  evemsg  how  yon  Bud  that  yon 
vould  come  '  to  se«  a  candle  held  up  at  the  window.' 
Weill  but  I  do  not  mean  to  love  you  any  more  just  now — 
BO  I  tell  yoa  plainly.  Certainly  I  will  not.  I  love  yoa 
already  too  much  perhaps.  I  feel  like  the  taming  Dei^ 
vishes  turning  in  the  sun  when  you  say  sadi  words  to  me 
— and  I  never  shaU  love  yon  any  '  lees,'  because  it  is  too 
much  to  be  made  less  of. 

And  you  write  to-morrow?  and  will  tell  me  how  yon 
are?  honestly  will  tell  me?  May  God  hEess  you,  most 
dearl 

I  am  yonis— '  Tota  toa  est 
Ba. 


B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Sanday. 
[Poat-matk,  Harcli  1«,  16M.] 

How  will  the  lore  my  heart  is  fnll  of  for  yon,  let  me  be 
silent?  Insufficient  speech  is  better  than  no  speech,  in  one 
regard — the  speaker  had  h-ied  words,  and  if  they  fail,  here- 
after he  needs  not  reflect  that  he  did  not  even  try~«o  with 
me  now,  that  lovit^  yoa,  Ba,  with  all  my  heart  and  soul, 
all  my  senses  being  lost  in  one  wide  wondering  gratatnde 
and  veneration,  I  press  close  to  yoa  to  say  so,  in  this  im- 
perfect way,  my  dear  dearest  beloved!  Why  do  yon  not 
help  me,  rather  than  take  my  words,  my  proper  word,  from 
me  and  call  them  yours,  when  yours  they  are  not?  Too 
said  lately  love  of  you  *  made  you  humUe  * — just  as  if  to 
hinder  me  from  saying  that  earnest  truth  I — entirely  true  it 
is,  as  I  feel  ever  more  convincingly.  You  do  not  choose  to 
understand  it  should  be  so,  nor  do  I  much  care,  for  the  one 
thit^  you  must  believe,  must  resolve  to  believe  in  its  length 
and  breadth,  is  that  I  do  love  you  and  live  only  in  the 
love  of  you. 

I  w^  rest  on  the  confidence  that  yon  do  so  believe  I 
Ton  hww  by  this  that  it  is  no  shadowy  image  of  yon  and 
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•not  yon,  which  having  attached  myeell  to  in  the  first  in- 
staoce,  I  afterward  compelled  ay  fancy  to  see  reproduced, 
so  to  Bpeak,  with  tolerable  exactness  to  the  original  idea, 
in  yon,  the  dearest  real  you  I  am  blessed  with — yon  know 
what  the  eyea  are  to  me,  and  the  lips  and  the  hair.  And 
I,  fear  my  part,  know  now,  while  fresh  from  seeing  yon, 
certainly  hnoiff,  whatever  I  may  have  said  a  short  time  since, 
that  you  will  go  on  to  the  end,  that  the  arm  rannd  me  will 
not  lei  me  go, — over  snch  a  blind  abyss — Irefnse  to  think, 
to  fancy,  towards  what  it  would  be  to  loose  you  now  I  So 
I  give  my  life,  my  son!  into  yoor  hand — ^the  giving  is  a 
mere  form  too,  it  is  yours,  ever  yours  from  the  first — but 
ever  as  I  see  you,  sit  with  yon,  and  come  away  to  think 
over  it  all,  I  find  more  that  seems  mine  to  give;  yoa  give 
me  more  life  and  it  goes  back  to  yon. 

I  shall  heiir  from  yon  to-morrow — then,  I  will  go  oat 
early  and  get  done  with  some  calls,  in  the  joy  and  con- 
BcionsneBS  of  what  waits  me,  and  when  I  return  I  will  write 
a  few  words.  Are  these  letters,  these  merest  attempts  at 
getting  to  talk  with  you  through  the  distance — yet  always 
with  the  consolatioQ  of  feeling  that  you  will  know  all,  in- 
terpret all  and  forgive  it  and  put  it  right — can  snch  things 
be  cared  for,  expected,  as  you  say?  Then,  Ba,  my  life 
must  be  better  .  .  with  the  closeness  to  help,  and  the  '  find- 
ing out  the  way '  for  which  love  was  always  noted.  If  yon 
begin  making  in  fancy  a  lover  to  your  mind,  I  am  lost  at 
once — but  the  one  quality  of  affection  for  you,  which  would 
sooner  or  later  have  to  be  placed  on  his  list  of  component 
graces;  that  I  will  dare  start  supply — the  entire  love  yon 
conld  dream  of  t9  here.  You  think  yon  see  some  of  the 
other  adornments,  and  only  too  many;  and  yoa  will  see 
plainer  one  day,  but  with  that  I  do  not  concern  myself — 
yon  shall  admire  the  tme  heroes — bat  me  yon  shall  love 
for  the  love's  sake.  Let  me  kiss  you  yon,  my  dearest, 
dearest— God  bless  you  ever — 
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£.  B.  to  H.  B.  B. 

[Post-mark,  Mardil6.  ISiS.] 

Indeed  I  would,  dearest  Ba,  go  with  entire  gladness  and 
pride  to  see  a  light  that  came  from  yonr  room^ — why  ahotdd 
that  aorprise  you?    Well,  yon  will  knou)  one  day. 

We  nnderstond  each  other  too  abont  the  sofas  and  gild- 
ing— oh,  I  know  yon,  my  own  sweetest  I  For  me,  if  I  had 
set  those  matters  to  heart,  I  shonld  have  tamed  into  the 
obvious  way  of  getting  them — not  out  of  it,  as  I  did  reso- 
lutely from  the  beginning.  All  I  meant  was,  to  express  a 
very  natural  feeling — if  one  could  give  yon  diamonds  for 
flowers,  and  if  yon  liked  diamonds, — then,  indeed!  As  it 
is,  wherever  we  are  fonnd  shall  be,  if  yon  please,  '  For  the 
love's  sake  found  therein — sweetest  home  was  ever  seen  1  * 

Mr.  Kenyon  must  be  merciful.  Lilies  are  of  all  colonza 
in  Palestine — one  sort  iA  particolarized  as  while  with  a 
dark  blue  spot  and  streak — the  water  lily,  lotoe,  which  I 
think  I  meant,  is  hhie  altogether. 

I  have  walked  this  morning  to  town  and  back — I  feel 
mnoh  better,  '  honestly  '  t  The  head  better — the  spirits 
rising — as  how  should  they  not,  when  you  think  all  will  go 
well  in  the  end,  when  yon  write  to  me  that  yon  go  down 
stairs  and  are  stronger — and  when  the  rest  is  written? 

Not  more  now,  dearest,  for  time  is  pressing,  but  yon 
will  answer  this, — the  love  that  is  not  here, — not  the  idle 
words,  and  I  will  reply  to-morrow.  Thursday  is  so  far 
away  yet! 

Bless  yon,  my  very  own,  only  dearest  I 

E.  B.  B.  to  R.  B. 

HoDdsy  ErcnlDg. 
[PoBt-mark,  Mareh  IT,  tSU.] 

Dearest,  you  are  dearest  always  I  Talk  of  Sirens,  ,  , 
there  must  be  some  masculine  ones  '  rari  uantes,'  I  fancy, 
(though  we  may  not  find  them  in  nnqneationablQ  anthoii- 
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tiee  like  70111  iESian  1)  to  jnstiff  tliis  voioe  I  hear.  Ah, 
how  ;oa  speak,  irith  that  pietension.  too,  to  dambnees  1 
What  should  people  be  made  of,  in  order  to  bear  such 
words,  do  700  think?  Will  all  the  wax  from  all  the  altai^ 
caudles  in  the  Sistine  Chapel,  keep  the  piercing  danger 
from  their  ears?  Being  tied  np  a  good  deal  tighter  than 
TTlyases  did  not  save  me.  Dearest  dearest :  I  laugh,  yon 
see,  aa  nsoal,  not  to  cry  I  Bnt  deep  down,  deeper  than  the 
Sirens  go,  deep  andemesth  the  tides,  there,  I  bless  and 
lore  yoa  with  the  voice  tiiat  makes  no  sound. 

Other  human  creatores  (how  often  I  do  think  it  to  my- 
self!) have  their  good  things  scattered  over  their  lives, 
sown  here  and  sown  there,  down  the  slopes,  and  by  the 
'waysides.  But  with  me  .  .  I  have  mine  all  poured  down 
on  one  spot  in  the  midst  of  the  sands  I — if  yon  knew  what 
I  feel  at  moments,  and  at  half-honrs,  when  I  give  myself  up 
to  the  feeling  freely  and  take  no  thonght  of  red  eyes.  A 
woman  onoe  was  killed  with  gifts,  crashed  with  the  weight 
of  golden  bracelets  thrown  at  her:  and,  knowing  myself,  I 
Lave  wondered  more  than  a  little,  how  it  was  that  I  coold 
bear  this  strange  and  nnnsed  gladness,  without  ninfcing  as 
the  emotion  rose.  Only  I  was  incrednlous  at  first,  and  the 
day  broke  slowly  .  .  and  the  gifts  fell  like  the  rain  .  . 
Boftly ;  and  Qod  gives  Btrength,  by  His  providence,  for  sus- 
taining blessings  oa  well  as  stripes.    Dearest — 

For  the  rest  I  understand  you  perfectly — perfectly.  It 
was  simply  to  your  thouglUa,  that  I  replied  .  .  and  that 
you  need  not  say  to  yourself  any  more,  as  yoa  did  once  to 
me  when  yoa  brought  me  flowers,  that  yoa  wished  they 
were  diamonds.  It  was  simply  to  prevent  the  accident  of 
snch  a  thought,  that  I  spoke  out  mine.  Yon  would  not 
wish  accidentally  that  yoa  had  a  doable-barrelled  gun  to 
give  me,  or  a  cardinal's  hat,  or  a  snuff  box,  and  I  meant  to 
say  that  yoa  miglU  a$  weU — aa  diamonds  and  satin  sofas 
&  la  Chorley.  Thoughts  are  something,  and  your  thou^ts 
are  something  mote.    To  be  sure  they  are ! 

Ton  are  better  you  say,  which  makes  me  happy  of 
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oonrse.  And  yoa  will  not  make  the  *  better '  worse  again 
by  doing  wrong  things — that  is  my  petition.  It  was  tlie 
excess  of  goodness  k>  write  those  two  letters  for  me  in  one 
da;,  and  I  thank  you,  thank  you.  Beloved,  when  yoa  write, 
let  it  be,  if  yoa  choose,  ever  so  few  lines.  Do  not  safTer 
me  (for  my  own  sake)  to  tire  yoa,  becsase  two  linee  or  three 
bring  you  to  me . .  remember . .  jost  as  a  loiter  letter  would. 

Bat  where,  pray,  did  I  say,  and  when,  that '  everythizig 
wonld  end  well?'  Was  thai  in  the  dream,  when  we  two  met 
on  the  stairs  ?  I  did  not  really  say  so  I  think.  And '  well ' 
is  how  yoa  understand  it.  If  you  jump  out  of  the  window 
you  succeed  in  getting  to  the  ground,  somehow,  dead  or 
alive  .  .  bat  whether  tJuU  means  'ending  well,'  depends 
on  yoor  way  of  considering  matters.  I  am  seriously  of 
opinion  nevertheless,  that  if  '  the  arm,'  you  talk  of,  f&ops, 
it  will  not  be  for  weariness  nor  even  for  weakness,  bat  be- 
cause it  is  cut  off  at  the  shoulder.  /  will  not  &il  to  you, 
— may  God  so  deal  with  me,  so  blesa  me,  so  leave  me,  as 
I  live  only  for  yon  and  ahaU.  Do  you  doubt  thai,  my  only 
beloved !  Ah,  yon  know  well — too  weU,  peoi^  would  say 
.  .  bat  I  do  uot,think  it '  too  well '  myself,  .  .  knovring  you. 
Tour 
Ba. 

Here  is  a  gossip  which  Kr.  Kenyon  brought  me  on 
Sunday — disb^eving  it  himself,  he  asseverated,  though 
Lady  Chantrey  said  it '  with  authority, ' — that  Mr.  Harness 
had  offered  his  hand  heart  and  ecclesiastical  dignities  to 
Mies  Burdett  C!outts.  It  is  Lady  Chantrey's  and  Mr. 
Kenyon's  aecret,  remember. 

And  .  .  will  you  tell  me?  How  can  a  man  spend  four 
or  five  successive  months  on  the  sea,  most  cheaply — at  the 
least  peonniary  expense,  I  mean?  Because  Miss  Mitford's 
friend  Mr.  Buckii^ham  ia  ordered  by  his  medical  adviser 
to  complete  his  cure  by  these  means;  and  he  is  not  rich. 
Could  he  go  with  sufficient  comfort  by  a  merchant's  vessel 
to  the  Mediterranean  .  .  and  might  he  drift  about  among 
the  Greek  islanda? 
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B.B.ioE.  S.  B. 

*  Ont  of  vindov '  vonld  be  well,  as  I  see  the  leap,  if  it 
ended  (so/ar  as  Tarn  concerned)  in  the  wont  -way  imagin- 
able— I  would '  nm  the  riak. '  (Ba'e  other  word)  rationally, 
deliberately, — knowing  what  the  ordinaiy  law  of  chances 
in  this  world  jostifies  in  snoh  a  case ;  and  if  the  result  after 
all  toas  aniortrinate,  it  would  be  far  easier  to  undergo  the 
extremest  penalty  with  so  little  to  reproach  myself  for, — ■ 
than  to  put  aside  the  adveatoTe, — waive  the  wondrons 
probability  of  snoh  best  fortune,  in  a  fear  of  the  barest 
possibility  of  an  adverse  event,  and  so  go  to  my  grave, 
Walter  the  Penniless,  with  an  eternal  recollection  that 
Miss  Bnrdett  Contts  once  offered  to  wager  sundry  millions 
with  me  that  she  could  throw  doaUe-sixes  a  dozen  times 
rmming — which  wager  I  wisely  refused  to  accept  because 
it  was  not  written  in  the  stars  that  anoh  a  sequence  might 
never  be.  I  had  rather,  rather  a  thousand-fold  lose  my 
paltry  stake,  and  be  the  one  recorded  victim  to  such  an 
unexampled  nnluokineaB  that  half  a  dozen  mad  comets, 
snns  gone  wrong,  and  Innatic  moons  most  have  come  1&- 
borioosly  into  conjunction  for  my  special  sake  to  bring 
it  to  pass,  which  were  no  alight  honoor,  properly  consid- 
ered ! —  And  this  is  my  way  of  laughing,  deareet  Ba,  when 
the  excess  of  belief  in  yon,  and  happiness  with  yon,  runs 
over  and  froths  if  itdon't  sparkle — ondemeath  is  a  deep,  a 
sea  not  to  be  moved.  Bat  chance,  chance  I  tliere  is  no  chance 
here/  I  have  gained  enoi^h  for  my  life,  I  can  only  put  in 
peril  the  gaining  more  than  enough.  Yon  shall  change 
altogether  my  dear,  deareet  love,  and  I  will  be  happy  to 
the  last  minute  on  what  I  can  remember  of  this  past  year — 
I  cotdd  do  that.  Now,  jump  with  me  out,  Bal  If  you 
feared  for  yourself — all  would  be  different,  sadly  different 
— But  saying  what  you  do  say,  promising  '  the  strength  of 
arm ' — do  not  wonder  that  I  call  it  an  assurance  of  all 
being  '  well '  I    All  is  heat,  as  yon  promise — dear,  darling 
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Ba  I — and  I  say,  in  my  degree,  with  all  the  energy  of  mj 
nature,  ax  you  say,  promise  as  yoo  promise — only  meaning 
a  Torship  of  yoa  that  is  solely  fit  for  me,  fit  by  poeition — 
are  not  yon  my  'misboss?'  Come,  some  good  oat  of 
those  old  conTentions,  in  whi<^  yoa  lost  faith  after  the 
Bower's  disappearance,  (it  was  carried  by  the  singing 
angels,  like  the  honso  at  Loretto,  to  the  Siren's  isle  vhere 
we  shall  find  it  preserved  in  a  beauty  '  very  rare  and  abso- 
lute ') — is  it  not  r^;ht  yon  should  be  my  Lady,  my  Queen? 
and  yon  are,  and  ever  must  be,  dear  Ba.  Because  I  am 
snffered  to  kiss  the  lips,  shall  I  ever  refuse  to  embrace  the 
feet?  and  kiss  lips,  and  embrace  feet,  love  yon  wihc^,  my 
Ba  I    May  God  bless  yon — 

Ever  yonr  own,  B. 

It  would  be  easy  for  Mr.  Buckingham  to  find  a  Mer- 
chant-ship bound  for  some  Mediterranean  port,  after  a  week 
or  two  in  harbour,  to  another  and  perhaps  a  third — Naples, 
Palermo,  Syra,  Constantinople,  and  so  on.  The  expense 
would  be  very  trifling,  but  the  want  of  comfort  enormous 
for  an  invalid — the  one  advantage  is  the  solitarinees  of  the 
one  passenger  among  all  those  rough  new  creatures,  /like 
it  much,  and  soon  ,get  deep  into  their  friendship,  bnt  an- 
other has  other  ways  of  viewing  matters.  Ko  one  article 
provided  by  the  ship  in  the  way  of  provisions  can  anybody 
touch.  Hr.  B.  must  lay  in  his  own  stock,  and  the  horroiB 
of  dirt  and  men's  ministry  are  portentous,  yet  by  a  HtQe 
arrangement  beforehand  much  might  be  done.  Still,  I 
only  know  my  own  powers  of  endurance,  and  counsel 
nobody  to  gain  my  experience.  On  the  other  hand,  were 
all  to  do  again,  I  had  rather  have  seen  Venice  ao,  with  the 
five  or  six  weeks'  absolute  rest  of  the  mind's  eyes,  than 
any  other  im^inable  way, — except  Balloon-travelling. 

Do  you  think  they  meant  Landor's  '  Count  Julian'— 
the  '  subject  of  his  tragedy  '  sure  enough, — and  that  1» 
was  the  friend  of  Southey?    So  it  struck  me — 
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K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Tneada7  Eveohig. 
[PcMt-nurk,  Uucb  18,  ISM.] 

All  well — we  sliall  see.  Qui;  remembOT  that  it  is  not 
tny  fault  if  I  tlirow  the  double  sixes,  and  if  yon,  im  [some 
sunahiny  day,  (a  day  too  late  to  help  yourself)  stand  face 
to  face  with  a  milkwhite  unicorn.]'  Ah — do  not  be  angry. 
It  is  nogratefol  of  me  to  write  so — I  pot  a  line  Uirongh  it 
to  prove  I  have  a  conBcienoe  after  all.  I  know  thai  yon 
love  me,  and  I  know  it  bo  well  that  I  was  teproadung  my- 
eelt  severely  not  long  ago,  for  seeming  to  love  your  love 
more  than  yoa.  Lei  me  tell  yon  how  I  proved  that,  or 
seemed.  For  ever  so  long,  yoa  remember,  I  have  been 
fallring  finely  aboot  giving  yon  ap  for  yonr  good  and  so 
on.  Which  was  sincere  as  far  as  the  worda  went — bat  oh, 
the  hypocrisy  of  onr  soole ! — of  mine,  for  instance  I  '  I 
voold  give  yon  ap  for  year  good ' — but  when  I  pressed 
niKin  myself  the  qaestion  whether  (if  I  had  the  power)  I 
-would  consent  to  make  yon  willing  to  be  given  ap,  by 
throwing  away  yoar  love  into  the  river,  in  a  ring  like  Chaiv 
lemagne's,  .  .  why  I  found  directly  that  I  would  throw 
myself  there  sooner.  I  could  not  do  it  in  fact — ^I  shrank 
from  the  teat.  A  very  pitiful  virtue  of  generosity,  is  your 
Ba's  I  Still,  it  is  not  possible,  I  think,  that  she  ahoold 
*  love  your  love  more  than  you,.*  There  must  be  a  mistate 
in  the  calculation  somewhere — a  figure  dropt.  It  would 
be  too  bad  for  her ! 

Tour  acconni  of  yonr  merchantmen,  thongh  with  Venice 
in  the  distance,  will  scarcely  be  attractive  to  a  confirmed 
invalid,  I  fear — and  yet  the  steamers  will  be  found  expen- 
sive beyond  his  means.  The  sngar-vessels,  which  I  hear 
most  aboat,  give  oat  an  insofferable  smell  and  steam — let 
as  talk  of  it  a  little  on  Thorsday.    On  Monday  I  forgot. 

For  Landor's  '  Julian, '  oh  no,  I  cannot  fancy  it  to  be 
probable  that  those  Parisians  should  know  anything  of 
„       .  '  rTho  words  in  brackets  u«  struck  oaL] 
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Landor,  even  b;  a  misiakd.  Do  yoa  not  Bnppoee  Qiat  the 
play  is  founded  (coufoozided)  on  Shelley's  poem,  aa  the 
French  use  materials  .  .  by  distiaotioD,  into  oonfosion? 
The  '  nm  by  the  Adriatic '  (which  all  the  French  know 
how  to  tom  upside  down)  fixes  the  reference  to  Shells- 
does  it  not? 

Not  a  word  of  the  head — what  does  that  mean,  I  won- 
der. I  have  not  been  down  staiza  to-d^ — ^the  wind  is  too 
cold — bnt  yon  have  walked?  .  .  there  waa  no  excose  tar 
yoa.  God  bless  yon,  ever  dearest.  It  is  my  last  word  till 
Thursday's  first.  A  fine  qneen  yoa  Lave,  by  the  way! — a 
qoeen  Ixig,  whom  yoa  had  better  leave  in  the  bo^eel 
Witness  oar  hand  .  . 

Ba — Begina. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

[PoM-mufc,  Handi  IB.  1816.] 
IJideed,  dearest,  yoa  shall  not  have  laA  toord  as  yoa 
think, — alt  the  '  risk '  shall  not  be  mine,  neither;  bow  can 
I,  in  the  wteai,  throw  smbs-ace  (is  not  tiiat  the  old  word?) 
and  not  peril  your  stakes  too,  when  onoe  we  have  common 
stock  and  are  partners?  When  I  see  the  onicom  and  grieve 
proportionately,  do  yoa  mean  to  say  yoa  are  not  going  to 
grieve  too,  for  my  sake?  And  if  so — why,  you  clearly  ran 
exactly  the  same  risk, — must, — onless  yoa  mean  to  rejoice 
in  my  sorrow  I  So  yoor  chance  is  raj  chance ;  my  sncoess 
yoar  sacoess,  yon  say,  and  my  failnre,  yonr  failore,  will 
yoa  not  say?  Toa  see,  yoa  see,  Ba,  my  own — own! 
What  do  yoa  think  frightened  me  in  yonr  letter  for  a  second 
or  two?  Yoa  write  '  Let  as  talk  on  Thoisday  .  .  Monday 
I  forgot  '—which  I  read, — '  no,  not  on  Tharsday — I  had 
forgotten  t  It  is  to  be  Monday  when  we  meet  next  *  1 — 
whereat 

.  .  u  B  gooaa 
In  death  contracta  hla  talons  clooe, 

as  Hndibras  sings — t  olatched  the  letter  convnisively — till 
relief  came. 
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So  till  tomotrOT — my  all-bdoTedl  Bleaa  yoa.  lam 
lather  hazy  in  the  head  as  Archer  Gnmey  will  find  in  doe 
season — (he  comes,  I  told  yoa) — bntallthe  momii^IhaTe 
been  going  for  once  and  for  ever  through  the  *  Tlragedy,' 
and  it  is  done — (done  for).  Perhaps  I  may  bring  it  to- 
morrow— if  my  sister  can  copy  all ;  I  ont  oat  a  hage  kind  of 
Cdtmon  from  the  middle  and  reserve  it  for  a  better  time — 
still  it  is  very  long;  so  long  I  So,  if  I  ask,  may  I  have 
*Laria'  back  to  morrow?  So  shall  printing  begin,  and 
headache  end — and  '  no  more  for  the  present  from  yoor 
loving' 

B.  B. 

E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Friday. 
[t>OBt-iDBrk,  Much  20,  1846.] 

I  shall  be  late  with  my  letter  this  moniing  becaose  my 
sisters  have  been  here  talking,  talking  .  .  and  I  did  not 
like  to  say  exactly  '  Go  away  that  I  may  write. '  Mr.  Ken- 
yon  shortened  oar  time  yesterday  too  by  a  whole  half  hoar 
or  three  quarters — the  stars  are  against  as.  He  is  coming 
on  Sunday,  however,  he  says,  and  if  so,  Monday  will  be 
safe  and  clear — and  not  a  word  was  said  after  yoa  went, 
about  you:  he  was  in  a  good  joyous  humour,  as  yoa  saw, 
and  the  letter  he  brought  was,  oh  I  so  complimentary  to 
me — I  wiU  toll  yoa.  The  writer  doesn't  see  anything  '  in 
Browning  and  Tamer, '  she  confesses — '  may  perhaps  with 
time  and  stady, '  but  f or  the  present  sees  nothing, — only 

has  wide-open  eyes  of  admiration  for  E.  B.  B now 

isn't  it  satisfactory  to  toe?  Do  you  onderstand  the  fall 
satisfaction  of  jost  that  sort  of  thing  .  .  to  be  praised  by 
somebody  who  sees  nothing  in  Shakespeare? — to  be  found 
on  the  level  of  somebody  so  flat?  Better  the  bad-word  of 
the  Britannia,  ten  times  over. !  And  best,  to  iaka  no 
thooght  of  bad  or  good  wtnds  I  .  .  except  such  as  I  shall 
have  to-night,  perhaps !    Shall  I? 

Will  you  be  pleased  to  uoderstand  in  the  meanwhile  a 
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little  about  the  *  risks '  I  am  supposed  to  nm,  and  not  hold 
toBooh  a  godlike  simplicity  ('  gods  and  bulls,'  dearest!]  ea 
yoa  made  show  of  yesterday?  If  we  two  went  to  the  gam- 
ing-table, and  yon  gave  me  a  pnise  of  gold  to  play  with, 
should  I  have  a  right  to  talk  proudly  of '  my  stakes? '  and 
would  any  reasonable  person  say  of  both  of  us  playing 
together  as  partners,  that  we  ran  'equal  risks'?  I  tiow 
not — and  so  do  yoa  .  .  when  you  have  not  predetermined 
to  be  stupid,  and  mix  np  the  ronge  and  noir  into  '  one  red ' 
of  glorious  confusion.  What  had  I  to  lose  on  the  point  of 
happiness  when  you  knew  me  first? — and  if  now  I  lose  (as 
I  certainly  may  aooording  to  yonr  calculation)  the  happi- 
ness yon  have  given  me,  why  still  I  am  yonr  debtor  for  the 
gift  .  .  now  see  t  Yet  to  bring  yon  down  into  my  ashes 
.  .  thai  has  been  so  intolerable  a  poesibilify  to  me  &om 
the  first  Well,  perhaps  I  run  more  risk  than  you,  under 
that  one  aspeoi  Certainly  I  never  should  forgive  myself 
again  if  yoa  were  unhappy.  '  What  had  /  to  do, '  I  should 
think,  '  with  touching  yonr  life? '  And  if  ever  I  am  to 
think  so,  I  would  rather  that  I  never  had  known  you,  seen 
your  face,  heard  yonr  voice — which  is  the  ntermoet  sacrifice 
and  abnegation.  I  could  not  say  or  sacrifice  any  more — 
not  even  for  yout    Yott,  for  you  ..  is  all  I  oani 

Since  yon  left  me  I  have  been  niaking  np  my  mind  to 
yonr  having  the  headache  worse  than  ever,  through  tiie 
agreement  with  Moxon.  I  do,  do  beseech  you  to  spare 
yourself,  and  let '  Luna '  go  as  he  is,  and  above  all  things 
not  to  care  for  my  infinite  foolishnesses  as  you  see  them  in 
those  notes.  Bemember  that  if  you  are  ill,  it  is  not  so 
easy  to  say,  'Now  I  will  be  well  again.'  Ever  dearest, 
care  for  me  in  yourself — say  how  you  are  ...  I  am  not 
unwell  to-day,  but  feel  flagged  and  weak  rather  with  the 
cold  .  .  and  look  at  yonr  flowers  for  courage  and  an  assur- 
ance that  the  summer  is  within  hearing.  May  Qod  bless 
you  .  .  blessing  vs,  beloved! 

Tour  own 

Ba. 
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Mr.  Foe  has  Bent  me  his  poems  and  tales — bo  now  I 
most  write  to  thank  him  for  hia  dedication.  Jnat  now  I 
have  the  book.  Ab  to  Mr.  Bnckingham,  he  will  go,  Con- 
stantinople and  back,  before  we  talk  of  him. 


B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Batoida;  Morning. 
[Post-mark,  Uudi  81,  1846.] 

Dearest, — it  jost  strikes  me  that  I  miglU  by  some 
chance  be  kept  in  town  this  morning — (having  to  go  to 
Milnes'  breakfast  there) — so  as  not  to  find  the  note  I  ven- 
ture to  expect,  in  time  for  an  answer  by  our  last  post  to- 
night. Bat  I  will  try — this  only  is  a  preoaation  against 
the  possibility.  Dear,  dear  Ba  I  I  cannot  thank  yon,  know 
not  how  to  thank  yon  for  the  notes  t  I  adopt  every  one, 
of  coarse,  not  as  Ba's  notes  bnt  as  Miss  Barrett's,  not  as 
Miss  Barrett's  bat  as  anybody's,  everybody's — sach  in- 
contestable improvements  they  snggest  When  shall  I  teU 
joa  more  .  .  on  Monday  or  Taesday?  That  I  must  know 
— becaase  yon  appointed  Monday, '  if  nothing  happened — * 
and  Mr.  E.  happened — can  yon  let  me  hear  by  oar  early 
post  to-morrow — as  on  Monday  I  am  to  be  with  Mozon 
early,  yoa  know — and  no  letters  arrive  before  11^  or  12. 
I  was  not  very  well  yesterday,  bat  to-day  am  moch  better 
— and  yon, — ^I  say  how  /  am  precisely  to  have  a  donble 
right  to  know  dH  aboat  you,  dearest,  in  this  snow  and  cold ! 
How  do  yoa  bear  it?  And  Mr.  K.  spoke  of  '  that  being 
yonr  worst  day,'  Oh,  dear  dearest  Ba,  remember  how  I 
live  in  yon — on  the  hopes,  with  the  memory  of  yoa.  Bless 
yoa  ever  I 

B. 
E.  B.B.ioB.  B. 

[PoBt-muk,  March  21,  1848.] 

I  do  not  nndeistand  how  my  letters  limp  so  instead  of 
flying  aa  tiiey  ought  with  the  feathers  I  give  them,  and 
how  yon  did  not  receive  last  night,  nor  even  early  this 
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moming,  what  left  me  at  two  o'clock  yesterday.  Bat  I 
anderstand  tww  the  not  hearing  from  you — you  were  not 
veil.  Kot  well,  not  well  .  .  thtU  is  always  '  happening ' 
at  least.  And  Mr.  Mozon,  who  is  to  have  his  first  sheet, 
whether  yon  are  well  or  ill  I  It  is  wrong  .  .  yes,  very 
wrong — and  if  one  point  of  wrongness  is  touched,  we  ehall 
not  easily  get  right  again — as  I  think  moomfolly,  feeling 
confident  (call  me  Oaaeaodra,  but  I  cannot  jest  aboat  it) 
feeling  certain  that  it  will  end  (the  means  being  so  x>er- 
sisted  in)  by  some  serious  illness — serions  sorrow, — on 
yours  and  my  part. 

As  to  Monday,  Mr.  Eenyon  said  he  wonld  come  again 
on  Sunday — in  which  case,  Monday  will  be  dear.  If  he 
should  not  come  on  Sunday,  he  will  or  may  on  Monday, — 
yet — oh,  in  every  case,  perhaps  you  can  oome  on  Monday — 
there  will  be  no  time  to  let  you  know  of  Mr.  Eenyon — and 
prvbcAly  we  shall  be  safe,  andyour  being  in  town  seems  to 
fix  the  day.  For  myself  I  am  well  enough,  and  the  wind 
has  chained,  which  will  make  me  better — this  cold  weather 
opptesses  and  weakens  me,  but  it  is  close  to  April  and 
can't  last  and  won't  last — it  is  warmer  already.  Beware 
of  the  notes  I  They  are  not  Ba's — except  for  the  insolence. 
Dor  MBB's — because  of  the  carelessnees.  If  I  had  known, 
moreover,  that  yon  were  going  to  Moxon's  on  Monday, 
they  shonld  have  gone  to  the  fire  rather  than  provoked  you 
into  superfiaons  work  for  the  short  interval.  Just  so  much 
are  they  despised  of  both  EBB  and  Ba. 

I  am  glad  I  did  not  hear  from  you  yesterday  because 
you  were  not  well,  and  you  mtist  never  write  when  yon  are 
not  well.  But  if  yon  had  been  quite  well,  shonld  I  have 
heard?—/  doubt  it.  Ton  meant  me  to  hear  from  yon  only 
once,  from  Thursday  to  Monday.  la  it  not  the  truth  now 
that  you  hate  writing  to  me? 

The  AtheruBum  takes  np  the  '  Tales  from  Boccaccio  *  as 
if  they  were  worth  it,  and  imputes  in  an  underground  way 
the  authorship  to  the  members  of  the  '  coterie '  so  called — 
do  you  observe  thai  ?    There  is  an  implication  that  persons 
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named  ia  tlie  poem  wrote  the  poem  themaelTes.  And  apon 
tohom  does  the  critic  mean  to  fix  the  song  of  '  CoiiBtancy ' 
.  .  the  song  which  is  '  not  to  pozzle  anybody '  who  knows 
the  tones  of  the  Bong-writerB  1  The  perfection  of  common- 
place it  seems  to  me.  It  might  have  been  written  by  tiie 
'  poet  Bonn. '    Dont  yon  think  so? 

WMle  I  write  this  yon  are  in  town,  bat  yon  will  not 
read  it  till  Sunday  nnless  I  am  more  fortunate  than  nsnal. 
On  Monday  then!  And  no  word  before?  Ko —  I  shall 
be  snre  not  to  hear  to>night.  Now  do  try  not  to  BnfTer 
thTongh  'Lnria.'  Let  Mr.  Moxon  wait  a  week  rather. 
There  is  time  enough. 

Everyonr 
Ba. 

B.  B.  to  E.  B.  B. 

Sunday. 
[Poat-mark,  Horch  S8,  184S.] 

Oh,  my  Ba — how  you  shall  hear  of  this  to-morrow — 
that  is  (Jl:  /  hate  writing?  See  when  presenUy  I  atdy 
write  to  yon  daily,  honrly  if  you  let  me?  Just  this  jwio — 
I  will  be  with  you  to-morrow  in  any  case — I  can  go  away 
at  once,  M  need  be,  or  stay — if  yon  like  you  can  stop  me  by 
sending  a  note  for  me  to  Moxon' s  before  10  o'clock — if  any- 
thing calls  for  such  a  measure. 

Now  briefly, — I  am  unwell  and  entirely  irritated  with 
this  sad  '  Lnria ' — I  thought  it  a  failure  at  first,  I  find  it 
infinitely  worse  than  I  thought — it  is  a  pure  exercise  of 
clevemese,  even  where  most  snocessful;  clever  attempted 
reproduction  of  what  was  conceived  by  another  faculty,  and 
foolishly  let  pass  away.  If  I  go  on,  even  hurry  the  more 
to  get  on,  with  the  printing, — it  ia  to  throw  out  and  away 
from  me  the  irritating  obstruction  onoe  and  for  ever.  I 
have  corrected  it,  cut  it  down,  and  it  may  stand  and  pledge 
me  to  doing  better  hereafter.  I  say,  too,  in  excuse  to  my- 
self, unlike  the  woman  at  her  spinning-wheel,  '  He  thonght 
of  his  Jlax  on  the  whole  far  more  than  of  bis  singing ' — 
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more  of  his  life's  Bnstumneut,  of  dear,  dear  Ba  he  hates 
wiitiiig  to,  than  of  these  wooden  fignres — no  wonder  all  is 
OB  it  is? 

Here  is  a  pore  piece  of  the  old  Chorley  leaven  for  yon, 
just  as  it  reappears  ever  and  anon  and  throws  one  back  on 
the  mistrost  all  bnt  abandoned  I  Chorley  knotoa  I  have  not 
seen  that  Powell  for  nearly  fifteen  mouthB — that  I  neTer 
heard  of  the  book  till  it  reached  me  in  a  blank  cover — ttutt 
I  sever  oontribufed  a  line  or  word  to  it  directlj  or  indi- 
rectly— and  I  shoold  think  he  cdso  inoica  that  all  the  sham 
learning,  notes  Sas.,  all  that  saves  the  book  from  the  deep- 
est deep  of  contempt,  was  contribated  hy  Hetaad  (a 
regular  crUic  in  the  'Mheiueum  *),  who  received  his  pay  for 
the  same :  he  knows  I  never  spoke  in  my  life  to  '  Jones  or 
Stephens  ' — that  there  is  no  '  coterie '  of  which  I  can,  by 
any  extension  of  the  word,  form  a  part — that  I  am  in  this 
case  at  the  mercy  of  a  wretched  creatore  who  to  get  into 
my  favour  again  (to  speak  the  plain  tmth)  pnt  in  the  gross, 
diagnating  flattery  in  the  notes — ^yet  Chorley,  knowing  this, 
none  ao  well,  and  what  the  writer's  end  is — (to  have  it  anp- 
poeed  I,  and  the  others  named — Talf onrd,  for  inatanoe — kBB 
his  friends  and  helpers) — ^he  condescends  to  further  it  by 
such  a  notice,  written  with  that  observable  and  oharacteristio 
dnplici^ ,  that  to  poor  gross  stnpid  Powell  it  shall  look  like 
an  admiring  '  Oh,  fie — ao  clever  bat  ao  wicked '  I — a  Idnd  of 
/>'  Oraay'a  praise — while  to  the  rest  of  his  readers,  a  few 
depreciatory  epithets — slight  sneers  convoy  his  real  senti- 
ments, he  tmsts  I  And  this  he  does,  jost  because  Powell 
bnys  on  article  of  him  once  a  qnarter  and  wonld  eajpe^ 
notice.  I  think  I  hear  Chorley — '  Yon  know,  I  canntA 
praise  snob  a  book — it  is  too  bad ' — as  if,  as  if — oh,  it 
makes  one  sicker  than  having  written  *  Loria,'  there's  one 
comfort  I  I  shall  call  on  Ohorley  and  aak  for  his  acootutt 
of  the  matter.  Meantime  nobody  will  read  his  foolish 
notice  without  believing  as  he  and  Powell  desire !  Blees 
yon,  my  own  Ba — to-morrow  makes  amends  to  B.  B. 
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E.  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

Tueodar. 
[Part-muk,  H&rch  94,  1846.] 

Hov  nngTsteful  I  was  to  your  flowers  jesterdajr,  Dever 
lookiiig  at  them  nor  pTaiaiiig  them  till  they  were  pat  away, 
and  yoniself  gone  away — and  that  was  yotir  fanlt,  be  it  re- 
membered, becanse  yon  b^an  to  tell  me  of  the  good  news 
frcnn  Moxod'b,  and,  in  the  joy  of  it,  I  missed  the  floweta 
.  .  for  the  nonce,  yon  know.  Afterward  they  had  their 
doe,  and  all  the  more  that  yon  were  not  there.  My  first 
bnainess  when  yon  are  ont  of  the  room  and  the  hoose,  and 
the  street  perhaps,  ia  to  arrange  the  flowers  and  to  gather 
oat  of  them  all  the  {honghta  yon  leave  between  the  leaves 
and  at  the  end  of  the  stalks.  And  shall  I  tell  yon  what  hap- 
pened, not  yesterday,  bnt  the  Thnisday  before?  no,  it  was 
the  Friday  morning,  when  I  fonnd,  or  rather  Wilsonfoond 
and  held  np  from  my  chair,  a  bnnoh  of  dead  blue  violets. 
Qoite  dead  they  seemed  I  Yon  had  dropped  them  and  I 
had  sate  on  them,  and  where  we  mnrdered  them  they 
had  lain,  poor  things,  all  the  night  through.  And  Wilson 
thonght  it  the  vainest  of  labours  when  she  saw  me  set  abont 
roviving  them,  cutting  the  stalks  afresh,  and  dipping  them 
head  and  ears  into  water — but  then  she  did  not  know  how 
yon,  and  I,  and  oois,  live  under  a  miracnlooB  dispensation, 
and  could  only  simply  be  astonished  when  they  took  to 
blowing  s^ain  as  if  they  never  had  wanted  the  dew  of  the 
garden,  .  .  yes,  and  when  at  last  they  outlived  all  the 
prosperity  of  the  contemporary  white  violets  which  flour- 
ished in  water  from  the  beginning,  and  were  free  from  the 
disadvantage  of  having  been  sate  upon.  Kow  you  shall 
thank  me  for  this  letter,  it  is  at  once  so  amusing  and  in- 
strootive.  After  all,  too,  it  teaches  yon  what  the  great  events 
of  my  life  are,  not  that  the  resuscitation  of  your  violets 
wonld  not  really  be  a  great  event  to  me,  even  if  I  led  the 
life  of  a  pirate,  between  fire  and  sea,  otherwise.    But  take 
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you  away  .  .  oat  of  my  life  I — and  what  remains?  The 
only  greenneas  I  used  to  have  (before  yoa  brought  your 
flowers)  was  aa  the  grass  growing  in  deserted  streets,  .  . 
which  brings  a  proof,  in  every  increase,  of  the  extending 
desolation. 

Dearest,  I  persist  in  thinking  that  yon  onght  not  to  be 
too  disdainfnl  to  explain  your  meaning  in  the  Pomegrao- 
ates.  Sorely  you  might  say  in  a  word  or  two  that,  your 
title  having  been  donbted  about  (to  yonr  snrprise,  yon 
might  say!),  yoa  refer  the  doubters  to  the  Jewish  priest's 
robe,  and  the  BabbiniQal  gloss  .  .  for  I  snppose  it  is  a 
gloss  OQ  the  robe  .  .  do  yon  not  think  so?  Consider  thai 
Mr.  Kenyon  and  I  may  fairly  represent  the  average  intelli- 
gence of  yoor  readers, — and  that  he  was  alt(^tlier  in  the 
clouds  as  to  jour  meaning  ,  .  had  not  the  most  distant 
notion  of  it, — while  X  taking  hold  of  the  priest's  garment, 
miraed  the  Babbins  and  the  disticctive  significance,  as 
completely  as  he  did.  Then  for  Yasari,  it  is  not  the  hand- 
book of  the  whole  world,  however  it  may  be  Mrs.  Jame- 
son's. Now  why  shoold  yon  be  too  proud  to  teach  auch 
persons  aa  only  desire  to  be  tanght?  I  persist — I  shall 
tease  yon. 

This  morning  my  brothers  have  been  saying  .  .  '  Ah 
you  bad  Mr.  Browning  with  yoa  yesterday,  I  see  by  the 
flowers,'  .  .  jostaaif  they  said'IseeqaeenMabhas  been 
with  yon.'  Then  Stormie  took  the  opportunity  of  swear^ 
ing  to  me  by  all  his  gods  that  your  name  was  mentioned 
lately  in  the  House  of  Commons — is  that  true?  or  nntme? 
He  forgot  to  tell  me  at  the  time,  he  says, — and  yon  were 
named  with  others  and  in  relation  to  copyright  matters. 
la  it  true? 

Mr.  Homblower  Gill  is  the  author  of  a  Hymn  to  Pas- 
sion week,  and  wrote  to  me  as  the  '  glorifier  of  pain  I '  to 
remind  me  that  the  best  glory  of  a  sonl  is  shown  in  the  joy 
of  it,  and  that  all  chief  poets  except  Dante  have  seen,  felt, 
and  written  it  so.  Thus  and  therefore  was  matored  his 
purpose  of  writing  an  '  ode  to  joy,"  aa  I  told  yon.     The 
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man  seems  to  have  very  good  tbooghts,  .  .  bat  he  writes 
like  a  colder  Cowley  still  .  .  qo  impnlfie,  no  heat  for  fas- 
ing  .  .  no  inspiratioD,  in  fact.  Though  I  have  scarcely 
done  more  than  glance  at  his  '  Passion  week, '  and  hare 
littie  right  to  give  an  opinion. 

If  yon  have  killed  Ltuia  as  yon  helped  to  kill  my 
violets,  what  shall  I  say,  do  yea  fancy?  Well — we  shall 
seel  Do  not  kill  yourself,  beloved,  in  any  case!  The 
loariftoioc  Mouaat  had  better  die  themselves  first  t  Ah — what 
am  I  writing?  What  QOnsense?  I  mean,  in  deep  earnest, 
the  deepest,  that  yon  shonld  take  care  and  exercise,  and 
not  be  vexed  for  Lnria's  sake — Lnria  will  have  his  trimuph 
presently !    May  God  bless  yon— prays  yonr  own 

Ba. 

B.  S.  to  E.  B.  B. 

TneBdiy  Afternoon. 
[Post-mark,  Marcli  84,  18«.] 

My  own  dearest,  if  yon  do — (for  I  confess  to  nothing  of 
the  kind),  bat  if  yon  should  detect  an  anwillingness  to  write 
at  certain  times,  what  would  that  prove, — I  mean,  what  that 
one  need  shrink  from  avowing?  If  I  never  had  yoa  before 
me  except  when  writii^  letters  to  yon — then  I  Why,  we  do 
not  even  tcJk  much  now  t  witness  Mr.  Bacldngham  and  his 
voyage  that  ooght  to  have  been  diacassed  1 — Oh,  how  coldly 
I  should  write, — how  the  bleak-looHng  paper  would  seem 
onpropitions  to  carry  my  feeling — if  all  had  to  begin  and 
try  to  find  words  this  way  I 

Kow,  this  morning  I  have  been  out — to  town  and  back 
— and  for  all  the  walking  my  head  aches — and  I  have  the 
ooDviotion  that  presently  when  I  resign  myself  to  think  of 
you  wholly,  with  only  the  pretext, — the  make-beUeve  of 
occupation,  in  the  shape  of  some  book  to  tnm  over  the 
leaves  of, — I  shall  see  yoa  and  soon  be  well;  so  soon  I 
Yoa  must  know,  there  is  a  chair  (one  of  the  kind  called 
gond<5Ia-ohairs  by  upholsterers — with  an  emphasized  o) — 
which  occupies  the  precise  place,  stands  just  in  the  same 
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lelation  to  Qub  chair  I  sit  on  now,  that  youra  stuidB  in  and 
oooapiea — to  the  left  of  the  fire :  and,  how  often,  how  oJ- 
ways  I  torn  in  the  dnak  and  «ee  the  dearest  real  Ba  with  me. 

How  entintly  kind  to  take  thai  troable,  give  thoee  ait- 
tings  for  mel  Do  yon  think  the  kindness  has  missed  its 
due  effect?  No,  no,  I  am  glad, — (knowing  what  I  now 
know, — what  yon  meant  should  be,  and  did  all  in  your  power 
to  prevent)  that  X  have  not  reoeived  the  picture,  if  anytiiing 
short  of  an  adequate  likeness.  'Nil  nisi— tel*  Bat  I 
have  set  my  heart  cm  seeing  it — will  yon  remember  next 
time,  next  Saturday? 

I  will  leave  off  now.  To-morrow,  deateet,  only  deaiest 
Ba,  I  will  write  a  longer  letter — the  clook  stops  it  this  after^ 
noon — it  is  later  than  I  thonght,  and  onr  poor  crazy  post! 
This  morning,  hoping  against  hope,  I  ran  to  meet  our 
postman  coming  meditatively  up  the  lane — with  a  l^ter, 
indeed  I — bat  Ba's  will  come  to-night — and  I  will  be  happy, 
already  am  happy,  expecting  it.  Bless  you,  my  own  love. 
Every 


K  B.  B.  to  B.  B. 

TuMdoy  Erenlng. 
[Pott-mark,  Hucb  SB,  1846-1 

Ah;  ifl'ffo'  .  .  if I'bAomW'  .  .  iflsAofl  .  .  iflwiH 
.  .  if  I  moat  ....  what  can  all  the  '  ifs '  prove,  but  a 
most  hjrpothetical  state  of  the  conscience?  And  in  brief,  I 
beg  you  to  stand  convinced  of  one  thing,  that  whenever  the 
'  certain  time '  comes  for  to  '  hate  writing  to  me  *  confes- 
sedly, 'avowedly,'  (oh  what  words!)  I  ahaU  not  like  ii  ataU 
— not  for  all  the  explanations  .  .  and  the  sights  in  gondola 
chairs,  which  the  person  seen  is  none  the  better  for  ]  The 
tfitaXor  sits  by  the  fire — the  real  Ba  is  cold  at  heart  through 
wantii^  her  letter.  And  that's  the  doctrine  to  be  proacbed 
now,  .  .  is  it?  I  'shrink,'  shrink  from  it.  That's  your 
word  I — and  mine  I  Dearest,  I  began  by  half  a  jest  and 
end  by  haU-gravify,  which  is  the  fault  of  yoor  doctrine  and 
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not  of  me  I  think.  Yet  it  is  nugntefol  to  be  grave,  vben 
piactically  yon  are  good  and  just  abont  the  letteis,  and 
generous  too  sometiineB,  and  I  could  not  bear  the  idea  of 
obligiiig  yon  to  write  to  me,  even  onoe  .  .  when  .  .  .  Nov 
do  not  fancy  that  I  do  not  imderBtand.  I  ondetatand  per- 
fectly, on  the  contrary.  Only  do  you  try  not  to  dialite 
writing  when  yon  write,  or  not  to  write  when  yon  dislike 
it  .  .  that,  I  ask  of  yon,  dear  deaieet — and  forgive  me  for 
all  tiiis  over^writing  uid  teazing  and  vexiiig  which  is  fool- 
ish and  womanish  in  the  bad  sense.  It  is  a  way  of  meet- 
ing, .  .  the  meeting  in  letters,  .  .  and  next  to  receiving  a 
letter  from  yon,  I  like  to  vrrite  one  to  yoa  .  .  and,  so, 
revolt  from  thinking  it  lawfnl  for  yon  to  dislike  .  .  Well ! 
the  GoddsHH  of  I>nlness  herself  cooldn't  have  written  thit 
better,  anyway,  nor  more  characteristically. 

I  will  tell  yoa  how  it  is.  Yon  have  spoilt  me  jnst  as  I 
have  spoilt  Mash.  Mash  looks  at  me  sometimes  with 
reproachfol  eyes  'h  fendre  le  ctsnr,*  becaose  I  refase  to 
give  him  my  for  coffs  to  tear  to  pieces.  And  as  for  myself, 
I  confess  to  being  more  than  ImK  je^ons  of  the  tTSalov  in 
the  gondola  chair,  who  isn't  the  real  Ba  after  all,  and  yet 
is  set  np  there  to  do  away  with  the  necessi^  '  at  certain 
times '  of  writing  to  her.  Which  is  worse  than  Mush. 
For  Flash,  thongh  he  began  by  shivering  with  rage  and 
hftTVing  and  howling  and  gnashing  his  teeth  at  the  brown 
dog  in  the  glass,  has  learnt  by  experience  what  that  image 
means,  .  .  and  now  contemplates  it,  serene  in  nataral 
philosophy.  Sfoet  excellent  sense,  all  this  is  I — and  dannt- 
lessly  '  delivered! ' 

Yoar  head  adhes,  dearest  Mr.  Hoxon  will  have  done 
his  worst,  however,  presently,  and  then  yon  will  be  a  little 
better  I  do  hope  and  trost — and  the  proofs,  in  the  mean- 
while, will  do  somewhat  less  harm  than  the  mannscript. 
Yoa  wUl  take  heart  again  abont '  Lniia '  .  .  which  I  agree 
with  yon,  is  more  diffuse  .  .  that  is,  less  close,  than  any 
of  yoar  works,  not  diffuse  in  any  bad  sense,  bat  roand, 
copioos,  and  another  proof  of  that  wonderful  variety  of 


c,q,t,=cdbvGoogle 


674  THE  LETTERS  OF  BOBEET  BBOWIONG  [MahchSB 

faculty  which  is  so  striking  in  yon,  and  vhich  signalizos 
itself  both  in  the  thought  and  in  the  mediom  of  the  thooght. 
Too  will  appreciate  '  Lnria '  in  time — or  others  will  do  it 
for  yon.  It  is  a  noble  work  under  every  aspect.  Dear 
'  liuria '  I  Do  yoa  remember  how  yon  told  me  of  '  Lnria ' 
last  year,  in  one  of  year  early  letters?  Little  I  thooght 
that  ever,  ever,  I  should  feel  so,  while  '  Lnria '  went  to  be 
printed  I  A  long  trail  of  thoughts,  like  the  rack  in  tiw 
sky,  follows  his  going.  Can  it  be  the  same  'Loria,'  I 
think,  that '  golden-hearted  Lnria,'  whom  yon  talked  of  to 
me,  when  yoa  complained  of  keeping  '  wild  company,'  is 
the  old  dear  letter?  And  I  have  learnt  since,  that '  golden- 
hearted  '  is  not  a  word  for  him  only,  or  for  him  most.  H^ 
God  bless  yon,  best  and  dearesti  I  am  yoor  own  to  live 
and  to  die— 


Say  haw  yoa  are.  I  shall  be  downstairs  to-morrow  if  it 
beeps  warm. 

Miss  Thomson  wants  me  to  translate  the  Hector  and 
Andromache  scene  itom  the  '  Diad '  for  her  book;  and  I 
am  goii^  to  try  it. 
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